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INTRODUCTION 


1 

A century and a quarter ago, on January 14, 1832, 
Edgar Allan Poe published in the Philadelphia Satur¬ 
day Courier the story "Metzengerstein,” in which he 
utilized for the first time the techniques of the single 
effect upon which the modern short story has been 
built. What began as an American invention has re¬ 
mained an American specialty: of all the practitioners 
of the short story in English, the greatest ones, with 
perhaps a half dozen exceptions in 125 years, have been 
Americans. Of the six exceptions, Kipling was an In¬ 
dian colonial, Conrad 4a deracinated Pole, Joyce and 
O'Connor Irishmen, Catherine Mansfield a New Zea¬ 
lander, and only D. 'A. Lawrence a bona fide English¬ 
man. In the same ye'ars America has produced not only 
Poe and Hawthorne, who together created the short 
story as a form, but Henry James, Stephen Crane, Sher¬ 
wood Anderson, Ring Lardner, Ernest Hemingway, 
William Faulkner, Katherine Anne Porter, and two 
dozen less well known but greatly talented writers> who 
have taken what Poe and Hawthorne bequeathed them 
and enriched and enlarged and subtilized and intensi¬ 
fied it. Partly because of this early start, partly because 
ol the conditions of American diversity and the nature 
of American journalism, the general level of accom- 
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< plishment in the short story is probably higher in Amer¬ 
ica than anywhere in the world, and if we have a literary 
form that most expresse*: us as a people, it is this nerv¬ 
ous, formal, concentrated, brief, and penetrating one 
of the short story. 

Inevitably there are some familiar stories in this 
anthology. To read through hundreds or thousands of 
stories from the 19th-century gift books, annuals, mag¬ 
azines, and collections is to acquire respect for the 
processes by which time and the anthologists have sifted 
good from bad. It often happens that, as in the case of 
Washington Irving, the best is also the best known: he 
never matched, much less bettered, "Rip Van Winkle" 
and “The Legend of Sleepy Hollow.” With other writ¬ 
ers, too, it has proved impossible to find a little-known 
story which is also one of its author’s best. For this col¬ 
lection we have chosen, in most cases, and especially 
from writers of the 19th century, the single story which 
we most admire, without inquiring how many times it 
may have been anthologized before. The criteria have 
actually been double: the excellence of a story in itself, 
and its representativeness in the chronicle of story de¬ 
velopment within the United States. 

These criteria have eliminated certain things that a 
full chronological and historica survey would have had 
to include, for some stories and ome tendencies much 
admired in their nwn time have lo^t their savor and re¬ 
vealed their lack of importance. Fitz-James O’Brien, 
nimbly manipulating the pseudo-science and the veri¬ 
similitude of Poe, hardly speaks compellingly enough 
even in his best story, “The Diamond Lens,” to demand 
entrance. Edward Everett Hale, with the patriotic senti¬ 
ments of “The Man without A Country” or the amus¬ 
ing artifice of "My Double and How He Undid Me,” 
does not seem to look forward to anything or to repre¬ 
sent anything essential in himself. Frank R. Stockton, 
a prolific hack and teller of fables for children, hap¬ 
pened to strike the fancy of his generation with “The 
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Lady, or the Tiger?” which got embedded in the tradi¬ 
tion, apparently immovably. Yet “The Lady, or the* 
Tiger?” is not a modern story at all; if it is anything, it 
is an Italian novella of the kind that might have been 
told by Boccaccio, dressed up with a little journalistic 
editorializing, Thomas Bailey Aldrich’s greatly admired 
"Marjorie Daw,” which it was said changed the literary 
practice of a decade, seems now a genteel, pleasant, 
mildly amusing, inconsequential piece of contrivance, 
without any of the penetration into character, richness 
of background, psychological depth, or “effect” of any 
kind, that one might ask of a story in the great tradi¬ 
tion. A well-bred practical joke in story form, it evades 
what has been a rather compulsive element in the Amer¬ 
ican story, an element that Hawthorne first added. This 
is moral or intellectual weight, what Henry Seidel 
Canby has called "specific gravity.” Even in its humor¬ 
ous moments, the typical American story asks to be 
taken seriously as a reflection of life, manners, morals, 
national character or aspiration, or as an instrument of 
psychological insight. All stories which have seemed to 
us merely skillful without this characteristic weight we 
have omitted from this collection. 


2 

t 

Since these stories are intended as much for students, 
in or out of classrooms, as for general readers, let us 
risk detailing the obvious and repeating the well-known 
by summarizing the tradition which they illustrate. 

For the orderly tale of linked incidents chronolog¬ 
ically treated, the sort of tale of which "Rip Van 
Winkle" is one of the most graceful, humorous, and 
urbane examples, Poe substituted something else: the 
concentrated tale of effect, its single, preconceived im¬ 
pression attained with the greatest economy and direct¬ 
ness of means, its action focused upon the climactic 
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moment, its mood controlled from first to last, its 
‘improbabilities made plausible by a concreteness as 
great as Defoe's, and a sensuous impressionism learned 
from the romantic poetr The technique which he be¬ 
gan developing in “Metzengerstein" and gave critical 
definition in his review of Hawthorne’s Tivice Told 
Tales ten years later was pre-eminently designed to 
make the incredible credible; and though time has not 
dealt too kindly with Poe’s particular kinds of effects, 
which are related too consistently to the horrors and 
sensationalism of the German romantics and are heav¬ 
ily draped in Gothic black, it must be said that the short 
story probably would not have developed as it did with¬ 
out these vivid sensationalisms to demand vivid means 
of expression. 

Poe said that his terror was “not of Germany but of 
the soul,’’ but for most modern readers the effects he 
produces seem no deeper than gooseflesh. He was not 
actually a very profound psychologist; his “madness,” 
that undifferentiated aberration that so many of his 
characters share, is more literary than observed. His 
habit of rather cold and unrealistic contrivance, his 
concentration on effects that are merely physiological, 
and the restriction of his subject matter to the horrific 
and the “ratiocinative,” mean ^at he now has more 
readers among the young than among adults. But what 
he called the tale of ratiocinatioi-. which is the imme¬ 
diate parent of t^e detective sto^ complete with its 
Watson, its dumb cop, its super-intelligent amateur de¬ 
tective, and its delightful game of false clues and mirac¬ 
ulous deductions, is as lively as when he made it in 
“The Minders in the Rue Morgue.” That it is a lesser 
literary genre should not lead us to underestimate Poe’s 
importance as an innovator. His horror tales are like¬ 
wise a lesser literary genre—like the tales of ratiocina¬ 
tion, they represent great skill devoted to fairly trivial 
ends. Before Poe could make his terror truly the terror 
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of the soul he would have had to know more souls than 
his own—a thing which he never did. His best effects are 
claustrophobic, as'he was himself. 

But if his effects are limited, the technique he devel¬ 
oped for achieving them is not. The focus upon a single 
intense impression was a trick that in other hands could 
be devoted to other and often deeper purposes. In the 
hands of Fitz-James O’Brien neither intention nor tech¬ 
nique changed greatly: "The Diamond Lens” shpws the 
same mad protagonist, the same pseudo-science, the 
same attempt at p>ersuasive verisimilitude. In the hands 
of Ambrose Bierce it is made to produce effects even 
more chilling, though less Gothic, than Poe’s own. But 
leap a long way ahead, to such modern stories as Shirley 
Jackson’s "The Lottery,” or Flannery O’Connor’s "A 
Good Man Is Hard to Find,” and you may detect the 
same techniques of persuasiveness used to quiet our 
disbelief, in circumstances and for effects quite differ¬ 
ent from Poe’s. 

The influence of Poe is so pervasive that it is impos¬ 
sible to overestimate it; he has influenced everybody, 
practically, who writes stories. Both the influence and 
the modification of it are demonstrated in such a story 
as Conrad Aiken's "Silent Snow, Secret Snow”—super¬ 
ficially like Poe in that -t is the record of an individual 
going "mad.” But Aike^i’s effect is human, not artificial; 
his tone is understanding and compassionate, not chill¬ 
ing. If it were merely a clinical record of a boy slipping 
over the edge into a schizophrenic withdrawal, the story 
would not move us as it does. It moves us because its 
terror is really, as Poe’s was not, of the soul. 

"The Fall of the House of Usher” seems to us to rep¬ 
resent Poe at his best. It has all the Gothic trapping, 
nearly ad nauseam; and yet this doomed mansion with 
its diseased and obsessive figures, its bizarre learning, 
its compulsions and phobias, its flitting terrors, may be 
taken as the true habitation of Poe’s own tormented 
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" nature; and in skill—especially in that deadly inverted 
image of the fateful house reflected in the tarn—it is not 
easy to match. 

Both “The Fall of the House of Usher” and Haw¬ 
thorne’s “Young Goodman Brown” are built on a jour¬ 
ney and a return, an arrival and departure; both move 
from light into darkness and back into light, or light of 
a sort. But where Poe’s darkness is the theatrical dark 
of the horror tale, Hawthorne manages to communicate 
his sense of the dark wood as the darkness of the soul, 
the forest of sin and evil. Young Goodman Brown’s ini¬ 
tiation into the abiding sinfulness of all mankind, his 
conviction that virtue is a mask and all men are guilty, 
is not much more obviously “realistic” than much of 
Poe. But observe how this witchcraft of Hawthorne’s 
translates into other terms, how naturally Brown comes 
to represent all the cheerless, life-hating coldness of 
Puritanism, how his venture into witchcraft can be 
read as every man’s experience with temptation and 
the nature of evil, every man’s descent into his own un¬ 
conscious “heart of darkness.” Young Brown’s destruc¬ 
tion is of another kind than he feared, but is even more 
complete. And in “specific gravity” this story, by com¬ 
parison with the Poe story, is as granite to pine. The 
New England anatomist of guilt and sin and the sick 
soul knew more and felt more tlA^n the Virginia manip¬ 
ulator of sick ir'nds, and the Puritan darkness in the 
end is much closer to human reality than the Gothic. 

Nevertheless, Hawthorne was not so impeccable a 
craftsman as Poe; Poe would never have left this story, 
which up to the time of Brown’s return is tight, concen¬ 
trated, sensuous, sharply visualized, to end lamely with 
an anticlimactic appendix. 

Henry Seidel Canby, whose The Short Story in Eng¬ 
lish is one of the few serious and extended studies of the 
form, long ago pointed out an element of Hawthorne’s 
contribution that is quite as significant for the future as 
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his moral earnestness and his symbolic depth. This is, 
his habit of making stories which are neither the grace¬ 
fully linked incidents of Irving nor the contrived effects 
of Poe, but exposed or probed situations. In its whole 
course of development, and not simply in America, the 
short story as a distinctive form has turned away from 
plot, and has tended to become less a complication re¬ 
solved than what Henry James was to call a “situation 
revealed.’’ This kind of story, necessarily more static, 
has greater possibilities for character development and 
analysis of motives, for attention to atmosphere, setting, 
and theme. Often it invites its author to make the proc¬ 
ess of writing into an act of knowing, of intellectual or 
moral or emotional exploration. Form becomes less 
contrivance than discovery, and the end of the story less 
an “effect’’ than an illumination. 

In this pattern it is easy to recognize what is perhaps 
the most characteristic habit of the contemporary short 
story. Hawthorne began what James, Chekhov, Joyce, 
Mansfield, and a crowd of the moderns would spend a 
century and more expanding. But from Hawthorne to 
James the gap is very little populated. There is only 
the lonely, difRcult, and unhappy figure of Melville— 
not primarily a writer of short stories and certainly not 
influential upon the short story habits of his own or any 
other generation. Some of his Piazza Tales were pul> 
lished in Putnam’s Magazine from 1853 to 1855 after 
the failure of Moby Dick and Pierre had driven Mel¬ 
ville to try the possibilities of magazine money-making. 
Perhaps all are short stories by Poe’s definition; at least 
they can be read at a single sitting. But some are novel¬ 
ettes by contemporary standards, and indeed have been 
collected, with others, under the title of “shorter 
novels.’’ “Bartleby the Scrivener’’ demonstrates as well 
as any of the longer ones the moral and intellectual 
weight, the intent probing of a situation (what shall 
one do with the steadfast, desperate and isolated nay- 
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sayer?), and the psychological and symbolic insight, 
that permit us to use Melville the short story writer as 
a solid bridge between Hawthorne and James. 

Henry James’s career began in the late 1860’s, when 
Hawthorne’s had just closed and while Melville was 
mute in his customs house. Its productions cover a full 
half century until he died in England in 1916; and his 
contributions to the art of prose fiction—whether novel 
or short story or his "blessed nouvelle’’—are too well 
known to need extensive summary. He was less inno¬ 
vator than polisher: he took the serious story of situa¬ 
tion, with its moral and ethical preoccupations, from 
Hawthorne, and he refined it until he had made him¬ 
self in very truth the “historian of fine consciences’’ 
that Conrad called him. He took Poe’s concentration 
and singleness, discarded the Gothic machinery and 
sensational subject matter, and applied the method to 
situations from observed experience. What he could do 
with a situation he wanted to "reveal’’ may be seen in 
such stories as "The Madonna of the Future’’ or “The 
Beast in the Jungle,’’ which have all of Poe’s virtues 
plus a psychological insight infinitely more subtle and 
discriminating. 

As a technician, James experimented above all with 
the limitation of point of view, discarding the omnis¬ 
cient author in favor of narrators^ "registers,” "central 
intelligences,” and propping these up very often with 
confidantes or "ficelles.” He forced his story through 
smaller and smaller outlets, until like water shot 
through a nozzle instead of being allowed to run freely 
from the hose, it acquired a special concentration and 
force. Unweari'*dly he painted himself into technical 
corners and then contrived ways of getting out again: 
much of his technical invention was spent on plausible 
means of communicating expository and background 
material and the sort of comment which, having abdi¬ 
cated omniscience, he could no longer make in his per¬ 
son as author. Like a man who has disturbed the oal- 
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ance of nature by killing off all the coyotes, he found' 
himself facing problems of jackrabbits; and no sooner 
did he get control of the rabbit situation than he de¬ 
veloped problems of weeds. By constant inventiveness, 
he managed to stay ahead of the consequences of his 
own invention. 

His technical contributions, in consequence, were 
enormous, but perhaps quite as important was his way 
of tincturing aesthetics with ethics, his insatiable curi¬ 
osity, his view of prose fiction as a high art. Though 
Somerset Maugham has called Iiim the worst of all 
possible influences, much modern fiction flows directly 
from him. The story which deals with a state of mind, 
with a probing of consciousness, with a psychological 
situation uncovered, owes as much to him as to anyone. 
For better or worse, he was one of those who helped 
move the action of fiction from the street into the mind. 
Sometimes he split his hairs too thin, and sometimes 
he wrote tortured prose. “The Real Thing,” one of 
his best-known stories, is included here because it has 
his virtues without either of these faults. 

Contributing more immediately than James to the 
theory and practice of the short story was the local- 
color movement that dominated American fiction from 
the Civil War to near the turn of the century. It was 
local color, and especially Bret Harte, that popular¬ 
ized the short story and gave it .sanction as a distinct 
form; it also gave it a vastly extended range of subject 
matter. 

Es.sentially a many-branched journey of national dis¬ 
covery, local color delighted in the picturesque, and in 
its more romantic and "colorful” practitioners the 
story might exist as an excuse for literary landscape 
painting or quaint ethnography. At times George 
Washington Cable's Creole stories, like the Virginia 
stories of Thomas Nelson Page or the Cajun tales of 
Kate Chopin or the Georgia mountain stories of Joel 
Chandler Harris, or even the delicate sketches that 



18 INTRODUCTION 

'Celia Thaxter wrote of the Isles of Shoals, approximate 
the leisurely method and the almost legendary inten¬ 
tion of a Washington Irving. But in Bret Harte, de¬ 
spite the romantic liberties he took with gold camp 
society, local color had a story tellei for whom the story 
itself was important, and whose technical skill was 
generally equal to his materials. 

There have been few literary explosions so loud as 
the one that followed publication of “The Luck of 
Rparing Camp” in the Overland Monthly for August, 
1868. Harte had, besides some complaints touching his 
morals and his taste, the dizzying experience of instant 
fame, the flattery of frenzied imitation, the encourage¬ 
ment of a fabulous offer from William Dean Howells, 
then assistant editor of the Atlantic. He had more of 
the same to write, and at first they were every bit as 
good. 

Not quite single-handedly, but with the help of his 
many imitators in other regions, he gave the short story 
status, related it to life and to American materials. His 
own status was so great that in 1899 he had to insist, in 
an essay on the rise of the short story, that he really 
hadn’t invented the form. All he had done was to apply 
methods already well known to the colorful, violent, 
and inimitably American life of the gold camps. To 
sharpen contrasts already sharp, lie borrowed Dickens' 
trick of creating characters by putting contradictory 
qualities within a single individual, making desper¬ 
adoes with Raphael faces, gamblers and harlots with 
tender hearts and sensitive consciences, wild-eyed stage 
drivers as dependable as granite, hard cases and crude 
miners (see Tennessee and his partner) full of loyalty 
and love. 

In Harte’s skilled hands the short story was pulled 
into a shape which could be recognized as something 
distinct. Nameless up to that point, called “tale” or 
“sketch” or something else, it was formally christened 
when Professor Brander Matthews in 1885 wrote a 
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Stoutly academic essay entitled “The Philosophy of 
the Short-Story,” reaffirming Poe’s principles of concen¬ 
tration and singleness of effect, acknowledging the great 
influence of Harte, and insisting on the clear separate¬ 
ness of the form: he emphasized its separateness by hy¬ 
phenating the name. Practiced by tlie best American 
writers, sought by all the magazines, read by tens of 
thousands, held worthy by professors at Harvard and 
Columbia, the short story had finally arrived. By then 
Henry James had demonstrated possibilities in char¬ 
acter and situation far beyond Harte’s rather crude 
contrasts, and Mary Wilkins Freeman and Hamlin 
Garland had directed local color into deeper and less 
artificial channels. It would be only a few years until 
Stephen Crane, with some assistance from Kipling, 
woidd have provided the short story with the tool of 
an impressionism more vivid than fiction had yet seen, 
except in the work of the Russian Chekhov, still un¬ 
known to English and American readers. 

Not that every writer could handle the story as sixty 
years of creative friction had shaped it. William Dean 
Howells never wrote a good one; he had learned too 
much from Addison and Steele and Jane Austen to 
bend his methods to the new form. Mark Twain like¬ 
wise never wrote a good one. The only kinds of form 
he ever fully mastered were those of the humorous fron¬ 
tier sketch whose principles he summarized in “How to 
Tell a Story,” and the fable, which he wrote with the 
best. 

The beast story which is perhaps the oldest kind of 
fiction had never been entirely submerged in the cul¬ 
tures that Americans had brought from Europe. It was 
extravagantly revitalized in America by animal stories 
of Negro origin, which emerged as one of the strains 
of local color. And though Harris’s Uncle Remus sto¬ 
ries, like Mark Twain’s “Bluejay Yam,” are not short 
stories by Matthews’ or any other definition, they are 
superb in their own kind, and they have affected the 
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J;nie short story with their wisdom and their humor. 
Look ahead from the 1880's to the 1940’s and 1950’s, to 
the cartoons of Walt Disney and the stories of James 
Thurber, and in particular to Thurber’s “The Catbird 
Seat” in this collection. It deals with human beings, 
not with animals, but it is surely a left-handed brother 
to the true fable, a short-story-like variant of those 
Fables for Our Time which unite Thurber with Harris 
and Twain, as well as with LaFontaine and Aesop. Its 
action is a chronicle of humorous cunning, its theme 
the ancient fabulous theme of the overcoming of 
strength by weakness. If Mr. Martin is one of the shapes 
of Brer Rabbit, Mrs. Barrows will serve for Brer Fox. 


3 

Canby, writing his useful study of the short story in 
1909, was well aware of the importance of Hawthorne, 
Poe, James, Harte, and the local colorists. He ignored 
the importance of the beast fable, and with some rea¬ 
son, since there had not as yet been either a Disney or 
a Thurber to dramatize its persistent vitality. More 
surprising is Canby's complete overlooking of Stephen 
Crane, who in 1909 was nine years dead, and whose 
work in the 1890’s had entitled h,^ to honor not only 
as one of the few masters of the short story but as the 
first of the moderns. 

Crane is one of those fibres who are in danger of 
.having a small body of their best work anthologized to 
death. He lived so fast and died so young that m spite 
of his extraordinary productiveness much of what he 
wrote was certain to be flawed. Of all his stories, only 
“The Open Boat,” “The Blue Hotel," and “The Bride 
Comes to Yellow Sky” are without weakness or soft 
spot, and from among these an anthologist must choose. 
Yet it is no disservice to a reader to give him one of 
these three, for all of them are superb. The real disserv- 
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ice—the real falsification of the tradition—would be to 
leave Crane out or try to represent him by less than his* 
best. 

For he had a picture-making eye (the quality that 
Bliss Perry said was the prime qualification of a short 
story writer) of an extraordinary kind. Everything in 
his stories is intensely, sometimes luridly, visualized: 
images glare from the page like things seen in a light¬ 
ning flash. His prose has a nervous pare and a tension 
that we have come to think of as peculiarly rnodern- 
American; despite Crane’s addiction to metaphor and 
Hemingw'ay’s avoidance of it, there is no modern closer 
to Crane in tone than Hemingway. Crane’s power of 
evocation was extraordinary, and how much more con¬ 
centrated and focused could one get than Crane gets 
in “The Open Boat,” where the place hardly extends 
beyond the boat’s gunwales, the time covers only the 
duration of the voyage, and the action is unbroken 
from the opening line that jolts us into the story in one 
of the most justly celebrated of beginnings: “None of 
them knew the color of the sky’’? 

If Crane had had only his vivid impressionism to 
contribute to the short story, he would be prominent 
in its history. But he had as well a mind that was some¬ 
how in circuit with that body of image and myth, call 
it racial memory or cultural inheritance or what you 
will, that lets his mosl innocent and external observa¬ 
tion suggest, often most powerfully, something deeper. 
He was a symbolist apparently by accident, perhaps 
sometimes even unconsciously; he never gives the im¬ 
pression of having worked for his depth, as Hawthorne 
does. He stumbles upon his meanings; they rise from 
his soil like stones pushed up by frost. In his way, he 
was a great simplifier; his figures often have an almost 
surrealist exposure to space and eternity and the indif¬ 
ferent universe. But a great simplifier belongs in the 
short story if he belongs anywhere in literature; and 
Crane’s Bohemianism and stoicism, his persistent 
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irony, his nervous pace and suggestions of depth psy¬ 
chology have made him peculiarly impressive to mod¬ 
ern readers. If he did not himself at once influence the 
course of the short story, he reflected a change in tem¬ 
per and tone and technique that was already in the air 
in the 1890’s, and that after the interruption caused by 
a resurgence of sentimental romance in the early 1900’s, 
and by World War I, was to become the characteristic 
modem tone. 

Between Crane’s death in 1900 and the outburst 
which began with Sherwood Anderson’s Winesburg, 
Ohio in 1919 only three figures need concern us. One, 
Edith Wharton, continued the tradition of James, and 
often, until her decline after about 1917, continued 
it with a seriousness, clarity, and feeling for form that 
would have done credit to James himself, and with a 
directness that sometimes outdoes him. “Roman Fever,” 
Jamesian in its handling of the familiar "international” 
theme as in its restraint and control, is one of her best 
even though one of her latest stories. Her most char¬ 
acteristic ones are too long for this book—novel¬ 
ettes like Ethan Frome or Bungey Sisters or The Old 
Maid, cool and heart-breaking stories of people en¬ 
trapped in life. There have been few American writers, 
male or female, more intelligent or more skilled. 

Of the other two story writers of the pre-war period, 
one, William Sydney Porter (O. kenry) was a popular 
magazine writer with greater capacities than he ever 
fully realized. In almost any story his perceptiveness 
and gifts for words and character are in excess of his 
artistic seriousness; he has in too many of his stories 
the air of a talented impostor. “A Municipal Report,” 
which we reprint here, is one of the few in which he 
avoids his own haste and shoddiness and his addiction 
to the tricky, and lives up to himself. 

The last of the three is Wilbur Daniel Steele, still 
alive and still writing in 1957. Never easily catalogued, 
never quite au courant with the fads and trends of his 
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time, he is yet a kind of summary of three generations; 
of short story development, for his best stories retain 
the more leisurely air and the more complicated plots 
of an earlier time -many of them are split into acts and 
scenes instead of being compressed into a single intense 
and continuous action—while at the same time Steele 
adapts to his own ends the psychological curiosity typi¬ 
cal ol James, the careful sense of place cultivated by 
the local-color school, and the bright impressionism 
which was the hallmark of Crane. Except for Edith 
Wharton he was our one short story writer of stature 
just preceding and during World War 1. When the 
long drouth ended, and the promises of the 1890’s were 
fulfilled, everything came with a rush and the Ameri¬ 
can short story, together with all the other arts, ex¬ 
ploded into what history may very well call its most 
brilliant period. 


4 

Sherwood Anderson in his Memoirs testifies to the 
nearly miraculous sense of rase and liberation with 
which the stories of Wmesfcurg, Ohio were written— 
poured out in a Chicago room in a concentrated fury 
of creation. sometim*s two or three stories in a week. 
It his account of their comjiosition is liteially true, it is 
a symbolic parallel to the creative exuberance of the 
Twenties. The Wineshurg stories speak with the voice 
of the Twenties too in their rebellion against linger¬ 
ing Victorianisras, middle-class repressions, Midwestern 
pieties, Puritan hypocrisies, village narrownesses—all 
the things vtrhich hampered and lirnitcd the “life of 
realization” upon which Anderson and his whole gen¬ 
eration were bent. 

Individually the stories of Wineshurg, Ohio do not 
represent Anderson’s best and richest work, and we 
have acknowledged that fact by selecting a story from 
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another book. The Triumph of the Egg. But collec¬ 
tively they are both impressive and of absolutely first 
importance. They were revolutionary in more than 
their disregard of conventinnal morals. The outraged 
protest that they inspired may even have been obscurely 
aesthetic in part, for these were no stories by conven¬ 
tional standards: even Anderson’s friend Floyd Dell 
said so; Mencken said so; the reviewers said so. They 
were little vignettes of buried lives, throbs of muffled 
desire, sketches of characters foundering among the 
village tribalisms, glimpses of torment behind drawn 
(and sometimes undrawn) blinds. They were not only 
plotless, but they did not even make use of the sensuous 
impressionism by which Crane and Steele could impress 
by mere vividness. These stories moved obscurely, like 
night-things. To this day the warmest admirers of An¬ 
derson can not quite say how they get their effects. The 
style is flat, the method more narrative than dramatic; 
and yet Winesburg’s people have the terrible shame¬ 
faced look of people caught in something unspeakably 
personal. The suppressed emotions of their lives burst 
out of them like moans or cries, and they compel at¬ 
tention and exact sympathy as more cunningly made 
and steered characters could not. The influence of 
Chekhov, obviously, is strong here: Chekhov was one of 
the new and exciting ’writers of w)iom Anderson’s mind 
was full, and it was not entirely unjust that a reviewer 
should later call aim the "phallic Chekhov." It may be 
precisely the strong Chekhovian sympathy that makes 
Winesburg, Ohio a great book—William Faulkner says 
it is the only great book that Anderson ever wrote. "Un¬ 
lighted Lamps" is our choice because it contains, along 
with the themes of frustration and loss and yearning 
and human waste that were the soul of Winesburg, the 
rich and warmly felt background of the county fair¬ 
grounds and race tracks where many of his best non- 
Winesburg stories are laid. If a single story is to repre- 
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sent Anderson, this will serve as well as any, and better 
than most. 

And after Anderson, the deluge. Two of the major 
novelists of the Twenties, Dreiser and Sinclair Lewis, 
were never successful with the short story, but consider 
those who were: Fitzgerald, Hemingway, Faulkner, 
Katherine Anne Porter, Steele, Lardner, and in addi¬ 
tion, Edith Wharton and Willa Gather and Ellen Glas¬ 
gow, in the twilight of their powers but still producing. 
On its short stories alone the Twenties would have 
been notable. And supporting the great figures, packed 
around them like excelsior in a tight box, was an as¬ 
tonishingly large and astonishingly good body of lesser 
writers upon whose work and against whose competi¬ 
tion the best ones grew. You do not sharpen an axe 
against a wheel of cheese; neither do you produce great 
writers without the pressure of a solid body of compet¬ 
ing talent. It is from its secondary figures as well as 
from its great ones that a period gets its quality. 

Yet the great ones make themselves known unmis¬ 
takably. From his earliest stories—dismissed as mere 
coTites by some of the editors to whom he sent them— 
Hemingway impressed those who knew him as some¬ 
body inevitably special. His first books. Three Stories 
and Ten Poems and in our time, were hardly more 
than a sample of what was to come, and yet there was 
a widespread feeling 1:hat a giant was on his way up, as 
witness Edmund Wilson’s early review in The Died for 
October, 1924. 

It may be, as William Faulkner has said, that Hem¬ 
ingway found out early what he could do, and has con¬ 
tinued to do it, and that this constitutes a deficiency 
in him, a lack of daring. On the other hand, most read¬ 
ers will find plentiful signs of progress and growth from 
“Up in Michigan” and the early vignettes of in our 
time to “The Snows of Kilimanjaro, or “The Old 
Man and the Sea.” Incorporated in (his change is evi- 
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^ence that Hemingway, like Chekhov and James, has 
increasingly chafed against th^ artificial constrictions 
of the short story, and has moved more and more to¬ 
ward James’s “blessed nouvell?” His first stories were 
vignettes less than a page long; his last one, just as true 
a short story, is long enough to make a small book. It 
is a long way from the things he was producing when 
as a young correspondent in Paris he was learning to 
write, “beginning with the simplest things." 

No summary of the American short story can omit a 
discussion of the enormous influence of the character¬ 
istic Hemingway concision and objectivity, as well as 
the early philosophical nihilism and the stoic code 
that have made a convenient mask for undergraduate 
imitators for twenty-five years. It is therefore all the 
more a matter of regret that neither Hemingway nor 
Ring Lardner, another of the major story writers of 
the Twenties, is currently being made available for 
paperback reprinting by his publisher. 

If Hemingway gave us a generation of laconic young 
stoics with tough minds and tough words and a dislike 
for anything metaphorical or “cheating,’' he also clari¬ 
fied more than anyone since Stephen Crane the proc¬ 
esses of making an impression, and that "sequence of 
motion and fact which made the emotion.” His greatest 
fictional contemporary and fellow Nobel Prize winner, 
William Faulkner, has given the short story something 
else. Whether he has created it himself, or whether the 
South itself creates it like mist, and its writers only 
express it, Faulkner is the father of the neo Gothic 
school, almost exclusively Southern. Distortion is his 
medium, grotesques are his personae, and he is not 
above draping some of his scenes for the most theatri¬ 
cally Gothic effects. Yet he is a long way from Poe. Like 
Hawthorne's witchcraft, Faulkner’s distortion and vio¬ 
lence and decaying corpses lie close to the heart of a 
real society. Like Hawthorne, he is an anatomist of 
guilt; like Poe, he is a true “nocturnal,” a maker of 
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nightmares, for in the Faulknerian world the original, 
sin of black slavery troubles the sleep of all, warps the 
character and twists the mind. Whether one accepts his 
total work as mirroring the decline and degeneration 
of the South after the Civil War—and one must, to a 
degree—one must without question grant that in Con¬ 
rad’s words he has “made a world.” 

It is hardly necessary to carry the record further. By 
now the technical innovations of Poe, James, Ander¬ 
son, Crane, Hemingway, and Faulkner—along with 
those of Chekhov, Kipling, Joyce, and Mansfield—are 
everyone’s property. The lingo that was once the ve¬ 
hicle for humor and later for local color has been 
proved adaptable to serious and even bitter situations 
by Anderson and Ring Lardner. Katherine Anne Por¬ 
ter's slim, pure productions, drawing delicately and 
with impeccable taste from James, from Southern 
Gothicism, and from what has been called the school 
of female sensibility, but avoiding the excesses of all, 
has steadily preached the validity and worthiness of the 
short story as an art. Eudora Welty, gifted with great 
virtuosity, has learned lessons from Katherine Mans¬ 
field, from James, from Faulkner, from Miss Porter; 
and she has played the grotesque as both a comic and a 
tragic mask with a skill worthy of Faulkner. 

For it is worthy qf notice that though the novel 
seems to have declined from its high point of the Twen¬ 
ties and early Thirties, the short story has shown no 
such signs of exhaustion or indecision. When one is 
asked by curious people around the world who are our 
good young writers, the successors to the Hemingways, 
Faulkners, Fitzgeralds, Wolfes, and Steinbecks, one 
may have trouble finding adequate replacements for 
the novelists, but little in naming younger short story 
writers worthy of their ancestry. A sampling of them— 
a mere sampling—is in this book, to indicate what the 
tradition that came of age in the Twenties has come 
to since. 
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It is in our short stories that we most clearly see our¬ 
selves, because together they give us a thousand eyes, a 
thousand points of view, a thousand telling situations 
and revealing moments. Illuiiiir'ation rather than shock 
or "effect” is likely to be what a modem story aims at: 
we have come a good way from Poe. And the range of 
subject matter, first spread by the local colorists to 
include all of America’s geography and people, and 
spread by Anderson and his successors to include all 
the formerly forbidden areas of human behavior, and 
spread by later writers to include the unconscious, is 
now as wide as the known boundaries of our life. 

Wallace and Mary Stegner 



Great American 
Short Stories 




RIP VAN WINKLE 


Washington Irving 
1783 -1859 


PREFACE 

A Posthumous Writing of Diedrich Knickerbocker 

The following tale was found among the papers of the 
late Diedrich Knickerbocker, an old gentleman of 
New York, who was very curious in the Dutch history 
of the province and the manners of the descendants 
from its primitive settlers. His historical researches, 
however, did not lie ^o much among books as among 
men; for the former are lamentably scanty on his favor¬ 
ite topics, whereas he found the old burghers, and still 
more their wives, rich in that legendary lore so invalu¬ 
able to true history. Whenever, therefore, he happened 
upon a genuine Dutch family, snugly shut up in its 
low-roofed farmhouse under a spreading sycamore, he 
looked upon it as a little clasped volume of black-letter, 
and studied it with the zeal of a bookworm. 

The result of all these researches was a history of the 
province during the reign of the Dutch governors, 
which he published some years since. There nave been 
various opinions as to the literary character of his work, 
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'and, to tell the truth, it is not a whit better than it 
should be. Its chief merit is. its scrupulous accuracy, 
which indeed was a little questioned on its first appear¬ 
ance, but has since been completely established; and 
it is now admitted into all historical collections as a 
book of unquestionable authority. 

The old gentleman died shortly after the publica¬ 
tion of his work, and now that he is dead and gone, it 
cannot do much harm to his memory to say that his 
time might have been much better employed in weight¬ 
ier labors. He, however, was apt to ride his hobby his 
own way; and though it did now and then kick up the 
dust a little in the eyes of his neighbors, and grieve 
the spirit of some friends for whom he felt the truest 
deference and affection, yet his errors and follies are 
remembered "more in sorrow than in anger,” and it 
begins to be suspected that he never intended to injure 
or offend. But, however his memory may be appreci¬ 
ated by critics, it is still held dear by many folk whose 
good opinion is well worth having; particularly by cer¬ 
tain biscuit-bakers, who have gone so far as to imprint 
his likeness on their New Year cakes, and have thus 
given him a chance for immortality almost equal to 
the being stamped on a Waterloo medal or a Queen 
Anne’s farthing. 
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By Woden, God of Saxons, 

From whence comes Wensday, that is Wodensday. 
Truth is a thing that ever I will keep 
Unto thylke day in which i Creepe into 
My sepulchre— 

Cartwright 


Whoever has made a voyage up the Hudson must re¬ 
member the Kaatskill Mountains. They are a dismem¬ 
bered branch of the great Appalachian family, and are 
seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to a 
noble height, and lording it over the surrounding 
country. Every change of season, every change of 
weather, indeed, every hour of the day produces some 
change in the magical hues and shapes of these moun¬ 
tains; and they are regarded by all the good wives, far 
and near, as perfect barometers. When the weather is 
fair and settled, they are clothed in blue and purple, 
and print their bold outlines on the clear evening sky; 
but sometimes, when the rest of the landscape is cloud¬ 
less, they will gather a, hood of gray vapors about their 
summits, which, in the last rays of the setting sun, will 
glow and light up like a crown of glory. 

At the foot of these fairy mountains, tfie voyager 
may have descried the light smoke curling up from a 
village, whose shingle roofs gleam among the trees just 
where the blue tints of the upland melt away into the 
fresh green of the nearer landscape. It is a little village 
of great antiquity, having been founded by some of the 
Dutch colonists in the early times of the province, just 
about the beginning of the government of the good 
Peter Stuyvesant (may he rest in peace!) and there were 
some of the houses of the original settlers standing 
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^within a few years, built of small yellow bricks brought 
from Holland, having latticed windows and gable 
fronts, surmounted with weathercocks. 

In that same village, and in one of these very houses 
(which, to tell the precise tmth, was sadly time-worn 
and weather-beaten) there lived, many years since, while 
the country was yet a province of Great Britain, a sim¬ 
ple. good-natured fellow, of the name of Rip Van Win¬ 
kle. He was a descendant of the Van Winkles who fig¬ 
ured so gallantly in the chivalrous days of Peter Stuy- 
vesant and accompanied him to the siege of Fort Chris¬ 
tina. He inherited, however, but little of the martial 
character of his ancestors. I have observed that he was 
a simple, good-natured man; he was, moreover, a kind 
neighbor and an obedient henpecked husband. Indeed, 
to the latter circumstance might be owing that meek¬ 
ness of spirit which gained him such universal popu¬ 
larity; for those men are apt to be obsequious and con¬ 
ciliating abroad, who are under the discipline of 
shrews at home. Their tempers, doubtless, are rendered 
pliant and malleable in the fiery furnace of domestic 
tribulation, and a curtain lecture is worth all the ser¬ 
mons in the world for teaching the virtues of patience 
and long-suffering. A termagant wife may, therefore, in 
some respects, be considered a tolerable blessing, and if 
so*. Rip Van Winkle was thrice blessed. 

Certain it is, that he wa.s a great favorite among all 
the good wives of the village, who, as usual with the 
amiable sex, took his part in all family squabbles, and 
never failed, whenever they talked those matters over 
in their evening gossipings, to lay all the blame on 
Dame Van Winkle. The children of the village, too, 
would shout with joy whenever he approached. He as¬ 
sisted at their spcns, made their playthings, taught 
them to fly kites and shoot marbles, and told them long 
stories of ghosts, witches, and Indians. Whenever he 
went dodging about the village, he was surrounded by 
a troop of them hanging on nis skirts, clambering on 
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his back, and playing a thousand tricks on him with< 
impunity; and not a dog would bark at him through¬ 
out the neighborhood. 

The great error in Rip’s composition was an insuper¬ 
able aversion to all kinds of profitable labor. It could 
not be from the want of assiduity or perseverance; for 
he would sit on a wet rock, with a rod as long and heavy 
as a Tartar’s lance, and fish all day without a miimiur, 
even though he should not be encouraged by a single 
nibble. He would carry a fowling-piece on his shoul¬ 
der for hours together, trudging through woods and 
swamps, and up hill and down dale, to shoot a few 
squirrels or wild pigeons. He would never refuse to as¬ 
sist a neighbor even in the roughest toil, and was a 
foremost man at all county frolics for husking Indian 
com, or building stone fences; the women of the vil¬ 
lage, too, used to employ him to run their errands, and 
to do such little odd jobs as their less obliging hus¬ 
bands would not do for them. In a word, Rip was ready 
to attend to anybody’s business but his own; but as to 
doing family duty and keeping his farm in order, he 
found it impossible. 

In fact, he declared it was of no use to work on his 
farm; it was the most pestilent little piece of ground 
in the whole country; everything about it went wrong, 
and would go wrong Jn spite of him. His fences were 
continually falling to pieces; his cow would either go 
astray, or get among the cabbages; weeds were sure to 
grow quicker in his fields than anywhere else; the rain 
always made a point of setting in just as he had some 
out-door work to do; so that though his patrimonial 
estate had dwindled away under his management, acre 
by acre, until there was little more left than a mere 
patch of Indian corn and potatoes, yet it was the worst- 
conditioned farm in the neighborhood. 

His children, too, were as ragged and wild as if they 
belonged to nobody. His son Rip, an urchin begotten 
in his own likeness, promised to inherit tlie habits. 
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rwith the old clothes, of his father. He was generally 
seen trooping like a colt at his mother’s heels, equipped 
in a pair of his father's cast-off galli-gaskins which he 
had much ado to hold up with one hand, as a fine lady 
does her train in bad weathe'* 

Rip Van Winkle, however, wa:; one of those happy 
mortals, of foolish, well-oiled dispositions, who take 
the world easy, eat white bread or brown, whichever 
can be got with least thought or trouble, and would 
rather starve on a penny than work for a pound. If left 
to himself, he would have whistled life away, in perfect 
contentment; but his wife kept continually dinning in 
his ears about his idleness, his carele.ssness, and the 
ruin he was bringing on his family. Morning, noon, and 
night, her tongue was incessantly going, and every¬ 
thing he said or did was sure to produce a torrent of 
household eloquence. Rip had but one way of reply¬ 
ing to all lectures of the kind, and that, by frequent 
use, had grown into a habit. He shrugged his shoul¬ 
ders, shook his head, cast up his eyes, but said nothing. 
This, however, always provoked a fresh volley from 
his wife, so that he was fain to draw off his forces, and 
take to the outside of the house—the only side which, 
in truth, belongs to a henpecked husband. 

Rip’s sole domestic adherent was his dog Wolf, who 
was as much henpecked as his master; for Dame Van 
Winkle regarded them as companions in idleness, and 
even looked upon Wolf with an evil eye as the cause 
of his master’s going so often astray. True it is, in all 
points of spirit befitting an honorable dog, he was as 
courageous an animal as ever scoured the woods—but 
what courage can withstand the ever-doing and all-be- 
Setting terrors of a woman’s tongue? The moment Wolf 
entered the house, his crest fell, his tail drooped to the 
ground, or curled between his legs, he sneaked about 
with a gallows air, casting many a sidelong glance at 
Dame Van Winkle, and at the least flourish of a broom- 
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stick or ladle, he would fly to the door with yelping, 
precipitation. 

Times grew worse and worse with Rip Van Winkle 
as years of matrimony rolled on; a tart temper never 
mellows with age, and a sharp tongue is the only edged 
tool that grows keener with constant use. For a long 
while he used to console himself, when driven from 
home, by frequenting a kind of perpetual club of the 
sages, philosophers, and other idle personages of the 
village, which held its sessions on a bench before a 
small inn, designated by a rubicund portrait of His 
Majesty George the Third. Here they used to sit in the 
shade through a long, lazy summer’s day, talking list¬ 
lessly over village gossip, or telling endless, sleepy 
stories about nothing. But it would have been worth 
any statesman’s money to have heard the profound 
discussions which sometimes took place, when by 
chance an old newspaper fell into dieir hands from 
some passing traveller. How solemnly they would listen 
to the contents, as drawled out by Derrick Van Brum- 
mel, the school-master, a dapper learned little man, 
who was not to be daunted by the most gigantic word 
in the dictionary; and how sagely they would deliberate 
upon public events some months after they had taken 
place. 

The opinions of tj;iis junto were completely con¬ 
trolled by Nicholas Vedder, a patriarch of the village 
and landlord of the inn, at the door of which he took 
his seat from morning till night, just moving sufficiently 
to avoid the sun, and keep in the shade of a large tree; 
so that the neighbors could tell the hour by his move¬ 
ments as accurately as by a sun-dial. It is true, he was 
rarely heard to speak, but smoked his pipe incessantly. 
His adherents, however (for every great man has his 
adherents), perfectly understood him, and knew how 
to gather his opinions. When anything that was read 
or related displeased him, he was observed to smoke 



38 WASHINGTON IRVING 

•his pipe vehemently, and to send forth short, frequent, 
and angry puffs; but when pleased, he would inhale 
the smoke slowly and tranquilly, and emit it in light 
and placid clouds, and soTpetimes, taking the pipe from 
his mouth and letting the fragrant vapor curl about 
his nose, would gravely nod his ne.jd in token of per¬ 
fect approbation. 

From even this stronghold the unlucky Rip was at 
length routed by his termagant wife, who would sud¬ 
denly break in upon the tranquility of the assemblage, 
and call the members all to nought; nor was that august 
personage, Nicholas Vedder himself, sacred from the 
daring tongue of this terrible virago, who charged him 
outright with encouraging her husband in habits of 
idleness. 

Poor Rip was at last reduced almost to despair; and 
his only alternative, to escape from the labor of the 
farm and the clamor of his wife, was to take a gun in 
hand, and stroll away into the woods. Here he would 
sometimes seat himself at the foot of a tree, and share 
the contents of his wallet with Wolf, with whom he 
sympathized as a fellow-sufferer in persecution. “Poor 
Wolf,” he would say, “thy mistress leads thee a dog’s 
life of it; but never mind, my lad, whilst I live thou 
shalt never want a friend to stand by theel” Wolf would 
wag his tail, look wistfully in hiu master’s face, and if 
dogs can feel piiy, I verily believe he reciprocated the 
sentiment with all his heart. 

In a long ramble of the kind, on a fine autumnal 
day. Rip had unconsciously scrambled to one of the 
highest parts of the Kaatskill Mountains. He was after 
his favorite sport of squirrel-shooting, and the still sol¬ 
itudes had echoed and re-echoed with the reports of 
his gun. Panting and fatigued, he threw himself, late 
in the afternoon, on a green knoll, covered with moun¬ 
tain herbage, that crowned the brow of a precipice. 
From an opening between the trees he could overlook 
all the lower country for many a mile of rich wood- 
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land. He saw at a distance the lordly Hudson, far, far 
below him, moving on its silent but majestic course, 
with the reflection of a purple cloud or the sail of a 
lagging bark here and there sleeping on its glassy 
bosom, and at last losing itself in the blue highlands. 

On the other side he looked down into a deep moun¬ 
tain glen, wild, lonely, and shagged, the bottom filled 
with fragments from the impending cliffs, and scarcely 
lighted by the reflected rays of the setting sun. For some 
time Rip lay musing on this scene; evening was grad¬ 
ually advancing; the mountains began to throw their 
long blue shadows over the valleys; he saw that it woidd 
be dark long before he could reach the village; and he 
heaved a heavy sigh when he thought of encountering 
the terrors of Dame Van Winkle. 

As he was about to descend, he heard a voice from a 
distance hallooing: “Rip Van Winkle! Rip Van Win¬ 
kle!" He looked around, but could see nothing but a 
crow winging its solitary flight across the mountain. He 
thought his fancy must have deceived him, and turned 
again to descend, when he heard the same cry ring 
through the still, evening air, “Rip Van Winkle! Rip 
Van Winkle!”—at the same time Wolf bristled up his 
back, and giving a low growl, skulked to his master’s 
side, looking fearfully down into the glen. Rip now 
felt a vague apprehension stealing over him; he looked 
anxiously in the same fhrection, and perceived a strange 
figure slowly toiling up the rocks, and bending under 
the weight of something he carried on his back. He 
was surprised to see any human being in this lonely 
and unfrequented place, but supposing it to be some¬ 
one of the neighborhood in need of his assistance, he 
hastened down to yield it. 

On nearer approach, he was still more surprised at 
the singularity of the stranger’s appearanre. He was a 
short, square-built old fellow, with thick bushy hair, 
and a griz/.led beard. His dress was of the anticpie Dub h 
fashion—a cloth jerkin strapped round the waist- sev- 
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eral pairs of breeches, the outer one of ample volume, 
^decorated with rows of buttons down the sides, and 
bunches at the knees. He bore on his shoulders a stout 
keg, that seemed full of lit^uor, and made signs for 
Rip to approach and assist him with the load. Though 
rather shy and distrustful of tin's new acquaintance, Rip 
complied with his usual alacrity; and mutually reliev¬ 
ing each other, they clambered up a narrow gully, ap¬ 
parently the dry bed of a mountain torrent. As they as¬ 
cended, Rip every now and then heard long rolling 
peals, like distant thunder, that seemed to issue out of 
a deep ravine, or rather cleft between lofty rocks, to¬ 
ward which their rugged path conducted. He paused 
for an instant, but supposing it to be the muttering of 
one of those transient thundershowers which often 
take place in the mountain heights, he proceeded. Pass¬ 
ing through the ravine, they came to a hollow, like a 
small amphitheatre, surrounded by perpendicular 
precipices, over the brinks of which impending trees 
shot their branches, so that you only caught glimpses 
of the azure sky, and the bright evening cloud. During 
the whole time Rip and his companion had labored 
on in silence; for though the former marvelled greatly 
what could be the object of carrying a keg of liquor up 
this wild mountain, yet there was something strange 
and incomprehensible about the unknown, that in¬ 
spired awe, and checked familiari<;y. 

On entering the amphitheatre, new objects of won¬ 
der presented themselves. On a level spot in the center 
was a company of odd-looking personages playing at 
ninepins. They were dressed in quaint outlandish 
fashion; some wore short doublets, others jerkins, with 
long knives in their belts, and most of them had enor¬ 
mous breeches, of similar style with that of the guide's. 
Their visages, too, were peculiar; one had a large head, 
broad face, and small piggish eyes; the face of another 
seemed to consist entirely of nose, and was surmounted 
by a white sugar-loaf hat, set off with a little red cock’s 
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tail. They all had beards, of various shapes and colors- 
There was one who seemed to be the commander. He • 
was a stout old gentleman', with a weather-beaten coun¬ 
tenance; he wore a laced doublet, broad belt and 
hanger, high-crowned hat and feather, red stockings, 
and high-heeled shoes with roses on them. The whole 
group reminded Rip of the figures in an old Flemish 
painting, in the parlor of Dominie Van Shaick, the 
village parson, and which had been brought over from 
Holland at the time of the settlement. 

What seemed particularly odd to Rip was, that 
though these folks were evidently amusing themselves, 
yet they maintained the gravest faces, the most mysteri¬ 
ous silence, and were, withal, the most melancholy 
party of pleasure he had ever witnessed. Nothing in¬ 
terrupted the stillness of the scene but the noise of the 
balls, which, whenever they were rolled, echoed along 
the mountains like rumbling peals of thunder. 

As Rip and his companion approached them they 
suddenly desisted from their play, and stared at him 
with such fixed statue-like gaze, and such strange, un¬ 
couth, lack-lustre countenances, that his heart turned 
within him, and his knees smote together. His com¬ 
panion now emptied the contents of the keg into large 
flagons, and made signs to him to wait upon the com¬ 
pany. He obeyed with fear and trembling; they quaffed 
the liquor in profouad silence, and then returned to 
their game. 

By degrees. Rip’s awe and apprehension subsided. 
He even ventured, when no eye was fixed upon him, 
to taste the beverage, which he found had much of the 
flavor of excellent Hollands. He was naturally a thirsty 
soul, and was soon tempted to repeat the draught. One 
taste provoked another; and he reiterated his visits to 
the flagon so often, that at length his senses were over¬ 
powered, his eyes swam in his head, his head gradu¬ 
ally declined, and he fell into a deep sleep. 

On waking, he found himself on the green knoll 
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whence he had first seen the old man of the g^len. He 
'rubbed his eyes—it was a bright sunny morning. The 
birds were hopping and twittering among the bushes, 
and the eagle was wheeling aloft, and breasting the 
pure mountain breeze. ‘‘Sui?!y,’' thought Rip, “I have 
not slept here all night." He lecalled the occurrences 
before he fell asleep. The strange man with the keg of 
liquor—the mountain ravine—the wild retreat among 
the rocks—the woebegone party at ninepins—the flagon 
—‘‘Oh, that flagon! That wicked flagon!” thought Rip— 
“What excuse shall I make to Dame Van Winkle?” 

He looked round for his gun, but in place of the 
clean well-oiled fowling-piece, he found an old fire¬ 
lock lying by him, the barrel incrusted with rust, the 
lock falling off, and the stock worm-eaten. He now 
suspected that the giave roysterers of the mountain 
had put a trick upon him, and having dosed him with 
liquor, had robbed him of his gun. Wolf, too, had dis¬ 
appeared, but he might have strayed away after a 
squirrel or partridge. He whistled after him and 
shouted his name, but all in vain; the echoes repeated 
his whistle and shout, but no dog was to be seen. 

He determined to revisit the scene of the last eve¬ 
ning’s gambol, and if he met with any of the party, to 
demand his dog and gun. As he rose to walk, he found 
himself stiff in the joints, and wanting in his usual 
activity. “These mountain beds do not agree with me,” 
thought Rip, “and if this frolic should lay me up with 
a fit of rheumatisn., I shall have a blessed time with 
Dame Van Winkle.” With some difficulty he got down 
into the glen; he found the gully up which he and his 
companion had ascended the preceding evening; but 
to his astonishment a mountain stream was now foam¬ 
ing down it, leaping from rock to rock, and filling the 
glen with babbling murmurs. He, however, made shift 
to scramble up its sides, working his toilsome way 
through thickets of birch, sassafras, and witch hazel; 
and sometimes tripped up or entangled by the wild 
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grapevines that twisted their coils or tendrils from, 
tree to tree, and spread a kind of network in his path. 

At length he reached to where the ravine had opened 
through the cliffs to the amphitheatre; but no traces of 
such opening remained. The rocks presented a high 
impenetrable wall, over which the torrent came tum¬ 
bling in a sheet of feathery foam, and fell into a broad 
deep basin, black from the shadows of the surrounding 
forest. Here, then, poor Rip was brought to a stand. 
He again called and whistled after his dog; he was only 
answered by the cawing of a flock of idle crows, sport¬ 
ing high in the air about a dry tree that overhung a 
sunny precipice; and who, secure in their elevation, 
seemed to look down and scoff at the poor man’s per¬ 
plexities. What was to be done? The morning was pass¬ 
ing away, and Rip felt famished for want of his break¬ 
fast. He grieved to give up his dog and gun; he dreaded 
to meet his wife; but it would not do to starve among 
the mountains. He shook his head, shouldered the rusty 
firelock, and, with a heart full of trouble and anxiety, 
turned his steps homeward. 

As he approached the village, he met a number of 
people, but none whom he knew, which somewhat sur¬ 
prised him, for he had thought himself acquainted with 
everyone in the country round. Their dress, too, was of 
a different fashion from that to which he was accus¬ 
tomed. They all stared at him with equal marks of sur¬ 
prise, and whenever they cast their eyes upon him, in¬ 
variably stroked their chins. The constant recurrence 
of this gesture induced Rip, involuntarily, to do the 
same, when, to his astonishment, he found his beard 
had grown a foot longl 

He had now entered the skirts of the village. A troop 
of strange children ran at his heels, hooting after him, 
and pointing at his gray beard. The do^, too, not one 
of which he recognized for an old acquaintance, barked 
at him as he passed. The very village was altered: it was 
larger and more populous. There were rows of houses 
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which he had never seen before, and those which had 
been his familiar haunts had disappeared. Strange 
names were over the doors—strange faces at the win¬ 
dows—everything was strange. His mind now misgave 
him; he began to doubt whetix-'^ both he and the world 
around him were not bewitched. Purely this was his 
native village, which he had left but the day before. 
There stood the Kaatskill Mountains—there ran the 
silver Hudson at a distance—there was every hill and 
dale precisely as it had always been—Rip was sorely 
perplexed—“That flagon last night,” thought he, “has 
addled my poor head sadly!” 

It was with some difficulty that he found the way to 
his own house, which he approached with silent awe, 
expecting every moment to hear the shrill voice of 
Dame Van Winkle. He found the house gone to decay 
—the roof fallen in, the windows shattered, and the 
doors off the hinges. A half-starved dog, that looked 
like Wolf, was skulking about it. Rip called him by 
name, but the cur snarled, showed his teeth, and passed 
on. This was an unkind cut indeed. “My very dog,” 
sighed poor Rip, “has forgotten mel” 

He entered the house, which, to tell the truth. Dame 
Van Winkle had always kept in neat order. It was 
empty, forlorn, and apparently abandoned. This deso¬ 
lateness overcame all his connubial fears—he called 
loudly for his w'fe and children—the lonely chambers 
rang for a moment with his voice, and then all again 
was silence. 

He now hurried forth, and hastened to his old re¬ 
sort, the village inn—but it, too, was gone. A large 
rickety wooden building stood in its place, with great 
gaping windows, some of them broken, and mended 
with old hats and petticoats, and over the door was 
painted, “The Union Hotel, by Jonathan Doolittle.” 
Instead of the great tree that used to shelter the quiet 
little Dutch inn of yore, there now was reared a tall 
naked pole, with something on the top that looked like 
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a red nightcap, and from it was fluttering a flag, on 
which was a singular assemblage ot stars and stripes— 
all this was strange and incomprehensible. He recog¬ 
nized on the sign, however, the ruby face of King 
George, under which he had smoked so many a peaceful 
pipe, but even this was singularly metamorphosed. The 
red coat was changed for one of blue and buff, a sword 
was held in the hand instead of a sceptre, the head was 
decorated with a cocked hat, and underneath was 
painted in large characters, “General Washington.” 

There was, as usual, a crowd of folk about the door, 
but none that Rip recollected. The very character of 
the people seemed changed. There was a busy, bustling, 
disputatious tone about it, instead of the accustomed 
phlegm and drowsy tranquility. He looked in vain for 
the sage Nicholas Vedder, with his broad face, double 
chin, and fair long pipe, uttering clouds of tobacco- 
smoke, instead of idle speeches; or Van Brummel, the 
school-master, doling forth the contents of an ancient 
newspaper. In place of these, a lean, bilious-looking 
fellow, with his pockets full of handbills, was harangu¬ 
ing vehemently about rights of citizens—elections— 
members of Congress—liberty—Bunker’s Hill—heroes 
of seventy-six—and other words, which were a perfect 
Babylonish jargon to the bewildered Van Winkle. 

The appearance of Rip, with his long, grizzled beard, 
his rusty fowling-piece,his uncouth dress, and an army 
of women and children at his heels, soon attracted the 
attention of the tavern politicians. They crowded 
round him, eyeing him from head to foot with great 
curiosity. The orator bustled up to him, and drawing 
him partly aside, inquired, “on which side he voted?” 
Rip stared in vacant stupidity. Another short but busy 
little fellow pulled him by the arm, and rising on tip¬ 
toe, inquired in his ear, “whether he was Federal or 
Democrat.” Rip was equally at a loss to comprehend 
the question; when a knowing, self-important old gen¬ 
tleman, in a sharp cocked hat, made his way through 
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the crowd, putting them to the right and left with his 
• elbows as he passed, and planting himself before Van 
Winkle, with one arm akimbo, the other resting on his 
cane, his keen eyes and sharp hat penetrating, as it 
were, into his very soul, -Remanded in an austere tone, 
“What brought him to the ei'-^tion with a gun on his 
shoulder, and a mob at his heels; anJ whether he meant 
to breed a riot in the village?” 

“Alas, gentlemen!” cried Rip, somewhat dismayed, 
“I am a poor, quiet man, a native of the place, and a 
loyal subject of the King, God bless him!” 

Here a general shout burst from the bystanders—“A 
tory! A tory! A spy! A refugee! Hustle him! Away with 
him!” It was with great difficulty that the self-impor¬ 
tant man in the cocked hat restored order; and having 
assumed a tenfold austerity of brow, demanded again 
of the unknown culprit what he came there for, and 
whom he was seeking. The poor man humbly assured 
him that he meant no harm, but merely came there in 
search of some of his neighbors, who used to keep 
about the tavern. 

“Well -who are they? Name them.” 

Rip bethought himself a moment, and inquired, 
“Where’s Nicholas Vedder?” 

There was a silence for a little while, when an old 
man replied, in a thin, piping voice, “Nicholas Ved¬ 
der? Wny, he is dead and gone these eighteen years. 
There was a wooden tombstone in the churchyard that 
used to tell all ab'>ut him, but that’s rotten and gone, 
too.” 

“Where’s Brom Butcher?” 

“Oh, he went off to the army in the beginning of the 
war; some say he was killed at the storming of Stony 
Point—others sav he was drowned in a squall at the foot 
of Antony’s Nose. I don’t know—he never came back 
again.” 

“Where’s Van Brummel, the school-master?” 
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"He went ofiE to the wars, too; was a great militia 
general, and is now in Congress." 

Rip’s heart died away, at hearing of these sad 
changes in his home and friends, and finding himself 
thus alone in the world. Every answer puzzled him, 
too, by treating of such enormous lapses of time, and 
of matters which he could not understand: war—Con¬ 
gress-Stony Point;—he had no courage to ask after any 
more friends, but cried out in despair, “Does nobody 
here know Rip Van Winkle?” 

"Oh, Rip Van Winklel” exclaimed two or three. 
"Oh, to be sure! that’s Rip Van Winkle yonder, lean- 
ing against the tree,” 

Rip looked, and beheld a precise counterpart of 
himself as he went up the mountain; apparently as lazy, 
and certainly as ragged. The poor fellow was now com¬ 
pletely confounded. He doubted his own identity, and 
whether he was himself or another man. In the midst 
of his bewilderment, the man in the cocked hat de¬ 
manded who he was, and what was his name? 

"God knows!” exclaimed he at his wit’s end; "I’m 
not myself—I’m somebody else—that’s me yonder—no— 
that’s somebody else, got into my shoes -1 was myself 
last night, but I fell asleep on the mountain, and 
they’ve changed my gun, and everything’s changed, and 
I’m changed, and I can’t tell what’s my name, or who 
I am!" » 

The bystanders began now to look at each other, 
nod, wink significantly, and tap their fingers against 
their foreheads. There was a whisper, also, about se¬ 
curing the gun, and keeping the old fellow from doing 
mischief; at the very suggestion of which, the self-im¬ 
portant man with the cocked hat retired with some pre¬ 
cipitation. At this critical moment a fresh, comely 
woman pressed through the throng to get a peep at the 
gray-bearded man. She had a chubby child in her arms, 
which, frightened at his looks, began to cry. “Hush, 
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Rip,” cried she, "hush, you little fool; the old man 
won’t hurt you.” The name of the child, the air of the 
mother, the tone of her voice, all awakened a train of 
recollections in his mind. 

"What is your name, my g-^od woman?” asked he. 

"Judith Gardenier.” 

"And your father’s name?” 

"Ah, poor man, Rip Van Winkle was his name, but 
it's twenty years since he went away from home with 
his gun, and never has been heard of since—his dog 
came home without him; but whether he shot himself, 
or was carried away by the Indians, nobody can tell. 
I was then but a little girl.” 

Rip had but one more question to ask; but he put 
it with a faltering voice: 

"Where’s your mother?” 

Oh, she, too, had died but a short time since; she 
broke a blood-vessel in a fit of passion at a New Eng¬ 
land peddler. 

There was a drop of comfort, at least, in this intelli¬ 
gence. The honest man could contain himself no longer. 
He caught his daughter and her child in his arms. "I 
am your fatherl” cried he—“Young Rip Van Winkle 
once—old Rip Van Winkle now—Does nobody know 
poor Rip Van Winkle!” 

All stood ama/ed, until an old woman, tottering out 
from among the crowd, put her hand to her brow, and 
peering under it in his face for a moment exclaimed, 
"Sure enoughl It is Rip Van Winkle—it is himself. 
Welcome home again, old neighbor. Why, where have 
you been all these twenty long years?” 

Rip’s story was soon told, for the whole twenty years 
had been to him but as one night. The neighbors stared 
when they heard it; some were seen to wink at each 
other, and put their tongues in their cheeks; and the 
self-important man in the cocked hat, who, when the 
alarm was over, had returned to the field, screwed down 
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the comers of his mouth, and shook his head—upon 
which there was a general shaking of the head through¬ 
out the assemblage. 

It was determined, however, to take the opinion of 
old Peter Vanderdonk, who was seen slowly advancing 
up the road. He was a descendant of the historian of 
that name, who wrote one of the earliest accounts of 
the province. Peter was the most ancient inhabitant of 
the village, and well versed in all the wonderful events 
and traditions of the neighborhoorl. He recollected Rip 
at once, and corroborated his story in the most satis¬ 
factory manner. He assured the company that it was a 
fact, handed down from his ancestor, the historian, 
that the Kaatskill Mountains had always been haunted 
by strange beings. That it was affirmed that the great 
Hendrick Hudson, the first discoverer of the river and 
country, kept a kind of vigil there every twenty years, 
with his crew of the Halfmoon; being permitted in this 
way to revisit the scenes of his enterprise, and keep a 
guardian eye upon the river and the great city called 
by his name. That his father had once seen them in 
their old Dutch dresses playing at ninepins in a hollow 
of the mountain; and that he himself had heard, one 
summer afternoon, the sound of their balls, like dis¬ 
tant peals of thunder. 

To make a long story short, the company broke up, 
and returned to tJie'more important concerns of the 
election. Rip’s daughter took him home to live with 
her; she had a snug, well-furnished house, and a stout 
cheery farmer for a husband, whom Rip recollected 
for one of the urchins that used to climb upon his back. 
As to Rip’s son and heir, who was the ditto of himself, 
seen leaning against the tree, he was employed to work 
on the farm; but evinced an hereditary dispositiim to 
attend to anything else but his business. 

Rip now resumed his old walks and habits; he soon 
found many of his former cronies, though all rather 
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the worse for the wear and tear of time; and preferred 
making friends among the rising generation, witli 
whom he soon grew into great favor. 

Having nothing to do at home, and being arrived 
at that happy age when a unn can be idle with impu¬ 
nity, he took his place once mure on the bench at the 
inn door, and was reverenced as one of the patriarchs 
of the village, and a chronicler of the old times ‘‘before 
the war.” It was some time before he could get into 
the regular track of gossip, or could be made to com¬ 
prehend the strange events that had taken place during 
his torpor. How that there had been a Revolutionary 
War—that the country had thrown off the yoke of old 
England—and that, instead of being a subject of His 
Majesty George the Third, he was now a free citizen 
of the United States. Rip, in fact, was no politician; 
the changes of states and empires made but little im¬ 
pression on him; but there was one species of despot¬ 
ism under which he had long groaned, and that was— 
petticoat government. Happily, that was at an end; 
he had got his neck out of the yoke of matrimony, and 
could go in and out whenever he pleased without 
dreading the tyranny of Dame Van Winkle. Whenever 
her name was mentioned, however, he shook his head, 
shrugged his shoulders, and cast up his eyes; which 
might pass either for an expression of resignation to 
his fate, or joy at his deliverance.- 

He used to tell his story to every stranger that ar¬ 
rived at Mr. Dooli.tie's hotel. He was observed, at first, 
to vary on some points every time he told it, which 
was, doubtless, owing to his having so recently aw'aked. 
It at last settled down precisely to the tale I have re¬ 
lated, and not a man, woman, or child in the neigh¬ 
borhood but knjw it by heart. Some always pretended 
to doubt the reality of it, and insisted that Rip had 
been out of his head, and that this was one point on 
which he always remained flighty. The old Dutch in¬ 
habitants, however, almost universally gave it full 
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credit. Even to this day, they never hear a thunder¬ 
storm of a summer afternoon about the Kaatskills, but, 
they say Hendrick Hudson and his crew are at their 
game of ninepins; and it is a common wish of all hen¬ 
pecked husbands in the neighborhood, when life hangs 
heavy on their hands, that they might have a quieting 
draught out of Rip Van Winkle’s ilagon. 
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NOTE 


The foregoing tale, one would suspect, had been sug¬ 
gested to Mr. Knickerbocker by a litile German super¬ 
stition about the Emperor Frederick der Rothbart and 
the Kypphauser mountain; the subjoined note, how¬ 
ever, which he had appended to the tale, shows that 
it is an absolute fact, narrated with his usual fidelity. 

‘‘The story of Rip Van Winkle may seem incredible 
to many, but nevertheless I give it my full belief, for 
I know the vicinity of our old Dutch settlements to 
have been very subject to marvellous events and ap¬ 
pearances. Indeed, I have heard many stranger stories 
than this in the villages along the Huason; all of which 
were too well authenticated to admit of a doubt. I 
have even talked with Rip Van Winkle myself, who, 
when last I saw him, was a venerable old man, and so 
perfectly rational and consistent on every other point, 
that I think no conscientious person could refuse to 
take this into the bargain; nay, I have seen a certificate 
on the subject taken before a country justice, and 
signed with a cross in the justice’s own handwriting. 
The story, therefore, is beyond the possibility of doubt. 

“D. K." 


1819 -1820 



YOUNG GOODMAN BROWN 

Nathaniel Hawthorne 

1804-1864 


Young Goodman Brown came forth at sunset into the 
street at Salem village; but put his head back, after 
crossing the threshold, to exchange a parting kiss with 
his young wife. And Faitli, as the wife was aptly named, 
thrust her own pretty head into the street, letting the 
wind play with the pink ribbons of her cap while she 
called to Goodman Brown. 

“Dearest heart,” whispered she, softly and rather 
sadly, when her lips were close to his ear, “prithee put 
ofif your journey until sunrise and sleep in your own 
bed tonight. A lon«? woman is troubled with such 
dreams and such thoughts that she’s afeard of herself 
sometimes. Pray tarry with me this night, dear husband, 
of all nights in the year.” 

“My love and my Faith,” replied young Goodman 
Brown, “of all nights in the year, this one night must I 
tarry away from thee. My journey, as thou callest it, 
forth and back again, must needs be done ’twixt now 
and sunrise. What, my sweet, pretty wife, dost thou 
doubt me already, and we but three months married?” 

“Then God bless youl” said Faith, with the pink rib¬ 
bons; “and may you find all well when you come back.” 
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. "Amenl” cried Goodman Brown. “Say thy prayers, 
dear Faith, and go to bed at dusk, and no harm will 
come to thee." 

So they parted; and the young man pursued his way 
until, being about to turn tiit corner by the meeting¬ 
house, he looked back and saw the head of Faith still 
peeping after him with a melancholy air, in spite of her 
pink ribbons. 

“Poor little Faith!" thought he, for his heart smote 
him, “What a wretch am I to leave her on such an 
errand! She talks of dreams, too. Methought as she 
spoke there was trouble in her face, as if a dream had 
warned her what work is to be done tonight. But no, no; 
't would kill her to think it. Well, she’s a blessed angel 
on earth; and after this one night I’ll cling to her skirts 
and follow her to heaven.” 

With this excellent resolve for the future, Goodman 
Brown felt himself justified in making more haste on 
his present evil purpose. He had taken a dreary road, 
darkened by all the gloomiest trees of the forest, which 
barely stood aside to let the narrow path creep through, 
and closed immediately behind. It was all as lonely as 
could be; and there is this peculiarity in such a soli¬ 
tude, that the traveller knows not who may be con¬ 
cealed by the innumerable trunks and the thick boughs 
overhead; so that with lonely footsteps he may yet be 
passing through an unseen multitude. 

“There may be a devilish Indian behind every tree,” 
said Goodman Brown to himself; and he glanced fear¬ 
fully behind him as he added, “What if the devil him¬ 
self should be at my very elbow!” 

His head being turned back, he passed a crook of the 
road, and, looking forward again, beheld the figure of 
a man, in grave and decent attire, seated at the foot of 
an old tree. He arose at Goodman Brown’s approach 
and walked onward side by side with him. 

“You are late, Goodman Brown,” said he, “The clock 
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of the Old South was striking as I came through Bos¬ 
ton, and that is full fifteen minutes agone/' 

“Faith kept me back a while,” replied the young 
man, with a tremor in his voice, caused by the sudden 
appearance of his companion, though not wholly un¬ 
expected. 

It was now deep dusk in the forest, and deepest in 
that part of it where these two were joiirneying. As 
nearly as could be discerned, the second traveller was 
about fifty years old, apparently in the same rank of 
life as Goodman Brown, and bearing a considerable 
resemblance to him, though perhaps more in expres¬ 
sion than features. Still they might have been taken 
for father and son. And yet, though the elder person 
was as simply clad as the younger, and as simple in 
manner too, he had an indescribable air of one who 
knew the world, and who would not have felt abashed 
at the governor's dinner table or in King William’s 
court, were it possible that his affairs should call him 
thither. But the only thing about him that could be 
fixed upon as remarkable was his staff, which bore the 
likeness of a great black snake, so curiously wrought 
that it might almost be seen to twist and wriggle itself 
like a living serpent. This, of course, must have been 
an ocular deception, assisted by the uncertain light. 

“Come, Goodman Brown,” cried his fellow-traveller, 
“this is a dull pace for the beginning of a journey. Take 
my staff, if you are so soon weary.” 

“Friend," said the other, exchanging his slow pace 
for a full stop, “having kept covenant by meeting thee 
here, it is my purpose now to return whence I came. I 
have scruples touching the matter thou wot’st of.” 

“Sayest thou so?” replied he of the serpent, smiling 
apart. “Let us walk on, nevertheless, reasoning as we go; 
and if I convince thee not thou shalt turn back. We 
are but a little way in the forest yet.” 

"Too farl too far!” exclaimed the goodman, uncon- 
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sciously resuming his walk. “My father never went into 
■the woods on such an errand, nor his father before him. 
We have been a race of honest men and good Christians 
since the days of the martyrs; and shall I be the first of 
the name of Brown that ev.?r took his path and kept—” 

“Such company, thou woulcr.t say,” observed the 
elder person, interpreting his pause. “Well said, Good¬ 
man Brown! I have been as well acquainted with your 
family as with ever a one among the Puritans; and that's 
no trifle to say. I helped your grandfather, the constable, 
when he lashed the Quaker woman so smartly through 
the streets of Salem; and it was I that brought your fa¬ 
ther a pitch-pine knot, kindled at my own hearth, to set 
fire to an Indian village, in King Philip’s war. They 
were my good friends, both; and many a pleasant walk 
have we had along this path, and returned merrily 
after midnight. I would fain be friends with you for 
their sake.” 

“If it be as thou sayest,” replied Goodman Brown, “I 
marvel they never spoke of these matters; or, verily, I 
marvel not, seeing that the least rumor of the sort would 
have driven them from New England. We are a people 
of prayer, and good works to boot, and abide no such 
widtedness.” 

"Wickedness or not,” said the traveller with the 
twisted staff, “I have a very general acquaintance here 
in New England. The deacons ofimany a church have 
drunk the communion wine with me; the selectmen of 
divers towns make - \e their chairman; and a majority 
of the Great and General Court are firm supporters of 
my interest. The governor and I, too— But these are 
state secrets.” 

“Can this be so?” cried Goodman Brown, with a stare 
of amazement at his undisturbed companion. “How- 
beit, I have nothing to do with the governor and coun¬ 
cil; they have their own ways, and are no rule for a 
simple husbandman like me. But, were I to go on with 
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thee, how should I meet the eye of that good old man, 
our minister, at Salem village? Oh, his voice would 
make me tremble both Sabbath day and lecture day.” 

Thus far the elder traveller had listened with due 
gravity; but now burst into a fit of irrepressible mirth, 
shaking himself so violently that his snake-like staff 
actually seemed to wriggle in sympathy. 

‘‘Hal hal ha!” shouted he again and again; then com¬ 
posing himself, ‘‘Well, go on, Goodman Brown, go on; 
but, prithee, don’t kill me with laughing.” 

‘‘Well, then, to end the matter at once,” said Good¬ 
man Brown, considerably nettled, “there is my wife, 
Faith. It would break her dear little heart; and I’d 
rather break my own.” 

"Nay, if that be the case,” answered the other, “e’en 
go thy ways, Goodman Brown. I would not for twenty 
old women like the one hobbling before us that Faith 
should come to any harm.” 

As he spoke he pointed his staff at a female figure on 
the path, in whom Goodman Brown recognized a very 
pious and exemplary dame, who had taught him his 
catechism in youth, and was still his moral and spiritual 
adviser, jointly with the minister and Deacon Gookin. 

“A marvel, truly, that Goody Cloyse should be so tar 
in the wilderness at nightfall,” said he. “But with your 
leave, friend, I shall take a cut through the woods until 
we have left this Christian woman behind. Being a 
stranger to you, she‘might ask whom I was consorting 
with and whither I was going.” 

“Be it so,” said his fellow-traveller. “Betake you to 
the woods, and let me keep the path.” 

Accordingly the young man turned aside, but took 
care to watch his companion, who advanced softly along 
the road until he had come within a staff’s length of the 
old dame. She, meanwhile, was making the best of her 
way, with singular speed for so aged a woman, and 
mumbling some indistinct words—a prayer, doubtless— 
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as she went. The traveller put forth his stalf and 
touched her withered neck with what seemed the ser¬ 
pent's tail. 

“The devil!" screamed the pious old lady. 

“Then Goody Cloyse know, ^er old friend?" observed 
the traveller, confronting her and I'^anijig on his writh¬ 
ing stick. 

“Ah, forsooth, and is it your worship indeed?” cried 
the good dame. “Yea, truly is it, and in the very image 
of my old gossip, Goodman Brown, the giandfather of 
the silly fellow that now is. But-would your v;orship 
believe it?“my broomstick hath strangely disappeared, 
stolen, as I suspect, by that unhanged witch. Goody 
Cory, and that, too, when I was all anointed with the 
juice of smallage, and cinquefoil, and wolf’s bane—” 

“Mingled with fine wheat and the fat of a new-born 
babe," said the shape of old Goodman Brown. 

“Ah, your worship knows the recipe,” cried the old 
lady, cackling aloud. “So, as I was saying, being all 
ready for the meeting, and no horse to ride on, I made 
up my mind to foot it; for they tell me there is a nice 
young man to be taken into communion tonight. But 
now your good worship will lend me your arm, and we 
shall be there hr a twinkling." 

“That can hardly be," answered her friend. “I may 
not spare you my arm, Goody Cloyse; but here is my 
staff, if you will.” 

So saying, he threw it down at her feet, where, per¬ 
haps, it assumed life, being one of the rods which its 
owner had formerly lent to the Egyptian magi. Of this 
fact, however, Goodman Brown could not take cogni¬ 
zance. He had cast up his eyes in astonishment, and, 
looking down again, beheld neither Goody (Jloyse nor 
the serpentine staff, but his fellow-traveller alone, who 
waited for him as calmly as if nothing had happened. 

“That old woman taught me rny catechism,” said the 
young man; and there was a world of meaning in this 
simple comment. 
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They continued to walk onward, while the elder trav. 
eller exhorted his companion to make good speed and 
persevere in the path, discoursing so aptly that his argu¬ 
ments seemed rather to spring up in the bosom of his 
auditor than to be suggested by himself. As they went, 
he plucked a branch of maple to serve for a walking 
stick, and began to strip it of the twigs and little boughs, 
which were wet with evening dew. The moment his 
fingers touched them they became strangely withered 
and dried up as with a week's sunshine. Thus the pair 
proceeded, at a good free pace, until suddenly, in a 
gloomy hollow of the road, Goodman Brown sat himself 
down on the stump of a tree and refused to go any 
farther. 

"Friend,” said he, stubbornly, "my mind is made up. 
Not another step will I budge on this errand. What if 
a wretched old woman do choose to go to the devil 
when I thought she was going to heaven: is that any 
reason why I should quit my dear Faith and go after 
her?” 

"You will think better of this by and by,” said his 
acquaintance, composedly. "Sit here and rest yourself a 
while; and when you feel like moving again, there is 
my staff to help you along.” 

Without more words, he threw his companion the 
maple stick, and wa^ as speedily out of sight as if he 
had vanished into the deepening gloom. The young 
man sat a few moments by the roadside, applauding 
himself greatly, and thinking with how clear a con¬ 
science he should meet the minister in his morning 
walk, nor shrink from the eye of good old Deacon 
Gookin. And what calm sleep would be his that very 
night, which was to have been spent so wickedly, but 
so purely and sweetly now, in the arms of Faithl Amidst 
these pleasant and praiseworthy meditations, Goodman 
Brown heard the tramp of horses along the road, and 
deemed it advisable to conceal himself within the verge 
of the forest, conscious of the guilty purpose that had 
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brought him thither, though now so happily turned 
from it. 

On came the hoof tramps and the voices of the riders, 
two grave old voices, conversing soberly as they drew 
near. These mingled sounds apj.:c?3red to pass along the 
road, within a few yards of the you'^'g man’s hiding- 
place; but, owing doubtless to the depth of the gloom 
at that particular spot, neither the travelleis nor their 
steeds were visible. Though their figures brushed the 
small boughs by the wayside, it could not be seen that 
they intercepted, even tor a moment, the faint gleam 
from the strip of bright sky athwart which they must 
have passed. Goodman Brown alternately crouched and 
stood on tiptoe, pulling aside the branches and thrust¬ 
ing forth his head as far as he durst without discerning 
so much as a shadow. It vexed him the more, because he 
could have sworn, were such a thing possible, that he 
recognized the voices of the minister and Deacon 
Gookin, jogging along quietly, as they were wont to do, 
when bound to some ordination or ecclesiastical coun¬ 
cil. While yet within hearing, one of the riders stopped 
to pluck a switch. 

“Of the two, reverend sir,” said the voire like the 
deacon's, “I had rather miss an ordination dinner than 
tonight’s meeting. I’hey tell me that some of our com¬ 
munity are to be here from Falmouth and beyond, and 
others from Connecticut and Rhodb Island, besides sev¬ 
eral of the Indian powwows, who, after their fashion, 
know almost as much deviltry as the best of us. More¬ 
over, there is a goodly young woman to be taken into 
communion.” 

“Mighty well. Deacon Gookinl” replied the solemn 
old tones of the minister. “Spur up, or we shall be late. 
Nothing can be done, you know, until I get on the 
ground.” 

The hoofs clattered again; and the voices, talking so 
strangely in the empty air, passed on through the forest, 
where no church had ever been gathered or solitary 
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Christian prayed. Whither, then, could these holy mep 
be journeying so deep into the heathen wilderness? 
Young Goodman Brown caught hold of a tree for sup¬ 
port, being ready to sink down on the ground, faint and 
overburdened with the heavy sickness of his heart. He 
looked up to the sky, doubting whether there really was 
a heaven above him. Yet there was the blue arch, and 
the stars brightening in it. 

“With heaven above and Faith below, I will yet stand 
firm against the devill" cried Goodman Brown. 

While he still gazed upward into the deep arch of the 
firmament and had lifted his hands to pray, a cloud, 
though no wind was stirring, hurried across the zenith 
and hid the brightening stars. The blue sky was still 
visible, except directly overhead, where this black mass 
of cloud was sweeping swiftly northward. Aloft in the 
air, as if from the depths of the cloud, came a confused 
and doubtful sound of voices. Once the listener fancied 
that he could distinguish the accents of towns-people of 
his own, men and women, both pious and ungodly, 
many of whom he had met at the communion table, and 
had seen others rioting at the tavern. The next moment, 
so indistinct were the sounds, he doubted whether he 
had heard aught but the murmur of the old forest, 
whispering without a wind. Then came a stronger swell 
of those familiar tones, heard daily in the sunshine at 
Salem village, but 'never until now from a cloud of 
night. There was one voice of a young woman, uttering 
lamentations, yet with an uncertain sorrow, and entreat¬ 
ing for some favor, which, perhaps, it would grieve her 
to obtain; and all the unseen multitude, both saints and 
sinners, seemed to encourage her onward. 

“Faithl” shouted Goodman Brown, in a voice of 
agony and desperation; and the echoes of the forest 
mocked him, crying, “FaithI Faithl” as if bewildered 
wretches were seeking her all through the wilderness. 

The cry of grief, rage, and terror was yet piercing the 
night, when the unhappy husband held his breath for 
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a. response. There was a scream, drowned immediately 
in a louder murmur of voices, fading into far-off laugh¬ 
ter, as the dark cloud swept away, leaving the clear and 
silent sky above Goodman I!rown. But something flut¬ 
tered lightly down through the air and caught on the 
branch of a tree. The young man seized it, and beheld 
a pink ribbon. 

“My Faith is gone!” cried he, after one stupefied mo¬ 
ment. “There is no good on earth; and sin is but a name. 
Come, devil; for to thee is this world given.” 

And, maddened with despair, so that he laughed loud 
and long, did Goodman Brown grasp his staff and set 
forth again, at such a rate that he seemed to fly along 
the forest path rather than to walk or run. The road 
grew wilder an'd drearier and more faintly traced, and 
vanished at length, leaving him in the heart of the dark 
wilderness, still rushing onward with the instinct that 
guides mortal man to evil. The whole forest was peo¬ 
pled with frightful sounds—the creaking of the trees, 
the howling of wild beasts, and the yell of Indians; 
while sometimes the wind tolled like a distant church 
bell, and sometimes gave a broad roar around the trav¬ 
eller, as if all Nature were laughing him to scorn. But 
he was himself the chief horror of the scene, and shrank 
not from its other horrors. 

“Hal ha I ha!” roared Goodmap Brown when the 
wind laughed at him. “Let us hear which will laugh 
loudest. Think not tc frighten me with your deviltry. 
Come witch, come wizard, come Indian powwow, come 
devil himself, and here comes Goodman Brown. You 
may as well fear him as he fear you.” 

In truth, all through the haunted forest there could 
be nothing more fr-ghtful than the figure of Goodman 
Brown. On he flew among the black pines, brandishing 
his staff with frenzied gestures, now giving vent to an 
inspiration of horrid blasphemy, and now shouting 
forth such laughter as set all the echoes of the forest 
laughing like demons around him. The fiend in his 
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own shape is less hideous than when he rages in the 
breast of man. Thus sped the demoniac on his course* 
until, quivering among the trees, he saw a red light be¬ 
fore him, as when the felled trunks and branches of a 
clearing have been set on fire, and throw up their lurid 
blaze against the sky, at the hour of midnight. He 
paused, in a lull of the tempest that had driven him on¬ 
ward, and heard the swell of what seemed a hymn, roll¬ 
ing solemnly from a distance with the weight ol many 
voices. He knew the tune; it was a familiar one in the 
choir of the village meeting-house. The verse died heav¬ 
ily away, and was lengthened by a chorus, not of human 
voices, l3ut of all the sounds of the benighted wilderness 
pealing in awful harmony together. Goodman Brown 
cried out, and his cry was lost to his own ear by its uni¬ 
son with the cry of the desert. 

In the interval of silence he stole forward until the 
light glared full upon his eyes. At one extremity of an 
open space, hemmed in by the dark wall of the forest, 
arose a rock, bearing some rude, natural resemblance 
either to an altar or a pulpit, and surrounded by four 
blazing pines, their tops aflame, their stems untouched, 
like candles at an evening meeting. The mass of foliage 
that had overgrown the summit of the rock was all on 
fire, blazing high into the night and fitfully illuminat¬ 
ing the whole field. Each pendent twig and leafy festoon 
was in a blaze. As tl#e red light arose and fell, a numer¬ 
ous congregation alternately shone forth, then disap¬ 
peared in shadow, and again grew, as it were, out of the 
darkness, peopling the heart of the solitary woods at 
once. 

“A grave and dark-clad company,” quoth Goodman 
Brown. 

In truth they were such. Among them, quivering to 
and fro between gloom and splendor, appeared faces 
that would be seen next day at the council board of 
the province, and others which. Sabbath after Sabbath, 
looked devoutly heavenward, and benignantly over the 
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g-owded pews, from the holiest pulpits in the land. 
Some affirm that the lady of the governor was there. At 
least there were high dames well known to her, and 
wives of honored husbands, md widows, a great multi¬ 
tude, and ancient maidens, all oi "vcellent repute, and 
fair young girls, who trembled lest then mothers should 
espy them. Either the sudden gleams of light flashing 
over the obscure field bedazzled Goodman Brown, or he 
recognized a score of the church members of Salem vil¬ 
lage famous for their especial sanctity. Good old Deacon 
Gookin had arrived, and waited at the skirts of that 
venerable saint, his revered pastor. But, irreverently 
consorting with these grave, reputable, and pious peo¬ 
ple, these elders of the church, these chaste dames and 
dewy virgins, there were men of dissolute lives and 
women of spotted fame, wretches given over to all mean 
and filthy vice, and suspected even of horrid crimes. It 
was strange to see that the good shrank not from the 
wicked, nor were the sinners abashed by the saints. Scat¬ 
tered also among their pale-faced enemies were the In¬ 
dian priests, or powwows, who had often scared their 
native forest with more hideous incantations than any 
known to English witchcraft. 

“But where is Faith?” thought Goodman Brown; 
and, as hope came into his heart, he trembled. 

Another verse of the hymn arose, a slow and mourn¬ 
ful strain, such as the pious love, but joined to words 
which expressed all th^t our nature can conceive of sin, 
and darkly hinted at tar more. Unfathomable to mere 
mortals is the lore of fiends. Verse after verse was sung; 
and still the chorus of the desert swelled between like 
the deepest tone of a mighty organ; and with the final 
peal of that dreadful anthem there came a sound, as if 
the roaring wind, the rushing streams, the howling 
beasts, and every other voice of the unconcerted wilder¬ 
ness were mingling and according with the voice of 
guilty man in homage to the prince of all. The four 
blazing pines threw up a loftier flame, and obscurely 
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discovered shapes and visages of horror on the smokt? 
wreaths above the impious assembly. At the same mo¬ 
ment the fire on the rock shot redly forth and formed 
a glowing arch above its base, where now appeared a 
figure. With reverence be it spoken, the figuie bore no 
slight similitude, both in garb and manner, to some 
grave divine of the New England churches. 

“Bring forth the convertsi’’ cried a voice that echoed 
through the field and rolled into the forest. 

At the word, Goodman Brown stepped forth Irom 
the shadow of the trees and approached the corigrega- 
lion. with whom he felt a loathful brotherhood by the 
sympathy of all that was wicked in his heart. He could 
have well-nigh sworn that the shape of his own dead 
father beckoned him to advance, looking downward 
from a smoke wreath, while a woman, with dim features 
of despair, threw out her hand to warn him back. Was 
it his mother? But he had no power to retreat one step, 
nor to resist, even in thought, when the minister and 
good old Deacon Cookin seized his arms and led him 
to the blazing rock. Tbitlier came also the slender form 
of a veiled female, led between Goody Cloyse, that pi¬ 
ous teacher of the catechism, and Martha Carrier, who 
had received the devil’s promise to be queen of hell. A 
rampant hag was she. And there stood the proselytes 
beneath the canopy of fire. 

“Welcome, my children,” said the dark figure, “to the 
communion of your race. Ye have found thus young 
your nature and your destiny. My children, look behind 
youl” 

They turned; and flashing forth, as it were, in a sheet 
of flame, the fiend worshippers were seen; the smile of 
welcome gleamed darkly on every visage. 

“There,” resumed the sable form, “are all whom ye 
have reverenced from youth. Ye deemed them holier 
than yourselves, and shrank from your own sin, con¬ 
trasting it with their lives of righteousness and prayer¬ 
ful aspirations heavenward. Yet here are they all in my 
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• worshipping assembly. This night it shall be granted 
you to know their secret deeds: how hoary-bearded 
elders of the church have whispered wanton words to 
the young maids of theii households; how many a 
woman, eager for widows' weeds, has given her husband 
a drink at bedtime and let him sleep his last sleep in her 
bosom; how beardless youths have made haste to inherit 
their fathers' wealth; and how fair damsels—blush not, 
sweet ones—have dug little graves in the garden, and 
bidden me, the sole guest to an infant's funeral. By the 
sympathy of your human hearts for sin ye shall scent 
out all the places—whether in church, bedchamber, 
street, field, or forest—where crime has been committed, 
and shall exult to behold the whole earth one stain of 
guilt, one mighty blood spot. Far more than this. It 
shall be yours to penetrate, in every bosom, the deep 
mystery of sin, the fountain of all wicked arts, and 
which inexhaustibly supplies more evil impulses than 
human power—than my power at its utmost—can make 
manifest in deeds. And now, my children, look upon 
each other.” 

They did so; and, by the blaze of the hell-kindled 
torches, the wretched man beheld his Faith, and the 
wife her husband, trembling before that unhallowed 
altar. 

“Lo, there ye stand, my children,” said the figure, in 
a deep and solemn tone, almost sad with its despairing 
awfulness, as if his o.iCe angelic nature could yet mourn 
for our miserable race. “Depending upon one another’s 
hearts, ye had still hoped that virtue were not all a 
dream. Now are ye undeceived. Evil is the nature of 
mankind. Evil must be your only happiness. Welcome 
again, my children, to the communion of your race.” 

“Welcome,” repeated the fiend worshippers, in one 
cry of despair and triumph. 

And there they stood, the only pair, as it seemed, who 
were yet hesitating on the verge of wickedness in this 
dark world. A basin was hollowed, naturally, in the 
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rock. Did it contain water, reddened by the lurid light? 
or was it blood? or, perchance, a liquid flame? Herein 
did the shape of evil dip his hand and prepare to lay the 
mark of baptism upon their foreheads, that they might 
be {partakers of the mystery of sin, more conscious of the 
secret guilt of others, both in deed anrl thought, than 
they could now be of their own. The husband cast one 
look at his pale wile, and Faith at him. What polluted 
wretches would the next glance show them to each 
other, shuddering alike at what they disclosed and what 
they saw! 

“Faithl Faith!” cried the husband, "look up to 
heaven, and resist the wicked one.” 

Whether Faith obeyed he knew not. Hardly had he 
spoken w'hen he found him.self amid calm night and sol¬ 
itude, listening to a roar of the wind which died heavily 
away through the forest. He staggered against the rock, 
and felt it chill and damp; while a hanging twig, that 
had been all on fire, besprinkled his cheek with the 
coldest dew. 

The next morning young Goodman Brown came 
slowly into the .street of Salem village, staring arounfl 
him like a bewildered man. The good old mini.ster was 
taking a walk along the graveyard to get an appetite lor 
breakfast and meditate his seimon, and bestowed a 
blessing, as he passed* on Goodman Brown. He shrank 
from the venerable saint as if to avoid an anathema. Old 
Deacon Gookin was at domestic worship, and the holy 
words of his prayer were heard through the open win¬ 
dow. “What God doth the wizard pray to?” quoth 
Goodman Brown. Goody Cloyse, that excellent old 
Christian, stood in the early sunshine at her own lattice, 
catechizing a little girl who had brought her a pint of 
morning’s milk. Goodman Brown snatched away the 
child as from the grasp of the fiend himself. Turning 
the corner by the meeting-house, he spied the head of 
Faith, with the pink ribbons, gazing anxiously forth, 
and bursting into such joy at sight of him that she 
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' skipped along the street and almost kissed her husband 
before the whole village. But Goodman Brown looked 
sternly and sadly into her face, and passed on without 

' a greeting. 

Had Goodman Brown fallen asicon in the forest and 
only dreamed a wild dream of a witch-meeting? 

Be it so if you will; but, alasi it was a dream of evil 
omen for young Goodman Brown. A stern, a sad, a 
darkly meditative, a distrustful, if not a desperate man 
did he become from the night of that fearful dream. On 
the Sabbath day, when the congregation were singing a 
holy psalm, he could not listen because an anthem of 
sin rushed loudly upon his ear and drowned all the 
blessed strain. When the minister spoke from the pulpit 
witli power and fervid eloquence, and, with his hand on 
the open Bible, of the sacred truths of our religion, and 
of saint-like lives and triumphant deaths, and of future 
bliss or misery unutterable, then did Goodman Brown 
turn pale, dreading lest the roof should thunder down 
upon the gray blasphemer and his hearers. Often, wak¬ 
ing suddenly at midnight, he shrank from the bosom of 
Faith; and at morning or eventide, when the family 
knelt down at prayer, he scowled and muttered to him¬ 
self, and gazed sternly at his wife, and turned away. And 
when he had lived long, and was borne to his grave a 
hoary corpse, followed by Faith,‘an aged woman, and 
children and grandchildren, a goodly procession, be¬ 
sides neighbors not a few, they carved no hopeful verse 
upon his tombstone, for his dying hour was gloom. 

1835 



THE FALL OF 
THE HOUSE OF USHER 

Edgar Allan Poe 
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During the whole of a dull, dark, and soundkss day in 
the autumn of flie year, when the clouds hung oppres¬ 
sively low in the heavens, 1 hail been passing ak>ne, on 
horsebaik, through a singulaily drca/y tr.ii t of counfry; 
anti at length found rayseif, as the sharles ol the evening 
diev.^ on, within view ol life au-laruholy Hoiise of 
b'sher. I know not how it was—but, with the fiist 
glimpse of the building, a sense ol insullerabie t(looia 
pervaded my spirit. l*say insuflerable; for the leebng 
wa.s unrelieved by any of that hali-pleasiiiabJe, because 
poetii, sentiment with which the mind usually receives 
even the sternest natural images of the desolate or terri¬ 
ble. I looked upon the scene helore me-upon the mere 
hou.se, and the simple landscape features of the domain, 
upon the bleak walls, upon the vacant eye-like windows, 
upon a few' rank sedges, and upon a few white trunks 
of decayed trees—with an utter depression of soul whii h 
I can compare to no earthly sensation more pioperly 
than to the after-dream of the reveler upon opium; the 
bitter lapse into everyday life, the hideous dropping off 
of the veil. There was an iciness, a sinking, a sickening 



70 EDGAR ALLAN POE 

of the heart, an unredeemed dreariness of thought 
which no goading of the imagination could torture into 
aught of the sublime. What was it—I paused to think— 
what was it that so unnerved me in tne contemplation 
of the House of Usher? It was a mystery all insoluble; 
nor could I grapple with the shadowy fancies that 
crowded upon me as I pondered. J was forced to fall 
back upon the unsatisfactory conclusion, that while, be¬ 
yond doubt, there are combinations of very simple 
natural objects which have the power of thus affecting 
us, still the analysis of this power lies among considera¬ 
tions beyond our depth. It was possible, I reflected, 
that a mere different arrangement of the particulars of 
the scene, of the details of the picture, would be suffi¬ 
cient to modify, or perhaps to annihilate, its capacity 
for sorrowful impression; and acting upon this idea, I 
reined my horse to the precipitous brink of a black and 
lurid tarn that lay in unruffled luster by the dwelling, 
and gazed down—but with a shudder even more thrill¬ 
ing than before—upon the remodeled and inverted 
images of the gray sedge, and the ghastly tree stems, and 
the vacant and eye-like windows. 

Nevertheless, in this mansion of gloom I now pro¬ 
posed to myself a sojourn of some weeks. Its proprietor, 
Roderick Usher, had been one of my boon companions 
in boyhood; but many years had elapsed since our last 
meeting. A letter, however, had lately reached me in a 
distant part of the country—a letter from him—which 
in its wildly importunate nature had admitted of no 
other than a personal reply. The MS. gave evidence of 
nervous agitation. The writer spoke of acute bodily ill¬ 
ness, of a mental disorder which oppressed him, and of 
an earnest desire to see me, as his best and indeed his 
only personal friend, with a view of attempting by the 
cheerfulness of my society, some alleviation of his mal¬ 
ady. It was the manner in which all this, and much 
more, was said—it was the apparent heart that went 
with his request—which allowed me no room for hesi- 
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tation; and I accordingly obeyed forthwith what I still 
considered a very singular summons. 

Although as boys we had been even intimate asso¬ 
ciates, yet I really knew little of my friend. His reserve 
had been always excessive and habitual, I was aware, 
however, that his very ancient family had been noted, 
time out of mind, for a peculiar sensibility of tempera¬ 
ment, displaying itself, through long ages, in many 
works of exalted art, and manifested ol late in repeated 
deeds of munificent yet unobtrusive charity, as well as 
in a passionate devotion to the intricacies, perhaps even 
more than to the orthodox and easily recognizable beau¬ 
ties, of musical science. I had learned, too, the very re¬ 
markable fart that the stem of the Usher race, all time- 
honored as it was, had put forth at no period any endur¬ 
ing branch; in other words, that the entire family lay in 
the direct line of descent, and had always, with very tri¬ 
fling and very temporary variation, so lain. It was this 
deficiency, I considered, while running over in thought 
the perfect keeping of the character of the premises with 
the accredited character of the people, and v/hile specu¬ 
lating upon the possible influence which the one, in 
the long lapse of centuries, might have exercised upon 
the other- it was this deficiency, perhaps, of collateral 
issue, and the consequent undeviating transmission 
from sire to son of the patrimony with the name, which 
had, at length, so identified the two as to merge the 
original title of the estate in the quaint and equivocal 
appellation of the "House of Usher"—an ap/pellation 
which seemed to include, in the minds of the peasantry 
who med it, both the family and the family mansion. 

I have said that the sole effect of ray sornew^hat child¬ 
ish experiment, that of looking down within the tarn, 
had been to deepen the first singular impression. There 
can be no doubt that the consciousness of the rapid in¬ 
crease of my superstition—for why should 1 not so term 
it?—served mainly to accelerate the increase itself. vSnrh, 

I have long known, is the paradoxical law of all .send- 
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' ments having terror as a basis. And it might have been 
for this reason only, that, when I again uplifted my 
eyes to the house itself, from its image in the pool, there 
grew in my mind a strange fancy—a fancy so ridiculous, 
indeed, that I but mention it to show the vivid force of 
the sensations which oppressed me. I had so worked 
upon my imagination as really to oe’ieve that about the 
whole mansion and domain there hung an atmosphere 
peculiar to themselves and their immediate vicinity: an 
atmosphere which had no affinity with the air of heaven, 
but which had reeked up from the decayed trees, and 
the gray wall, and the silent tarn: a pestilent and mystic 
vapor, dull, sluggish, faintly discernible, and leaden- 
hued. 

Shaking off from my spirit what must have been a 
dream, I scanned more narrowly the real aspect of the 
building. Its principal feature seemed to be that of an 
excessive antiquity. The discoloration of ages had been 
great. Minute fungi overspread the whole exterior, 
hanging in a fine tangled webwork from the eaves. Yet 
all this was apart from any extraordinary dilapidation. 
No portion of the masonry had fallen; and there ap¬ 
peared to be a wild inconsistency between its still 
perfect adaptation of parts and the crumbling condi¬ 
tion of the individual stones. In this there was much 
that reminded me of the specious totality of old wood¬ 
work which had rotted for long years in some neglected 
vault, with no disturbance from the breath of the 
external air. Beyond this indication of excessive decay, 
however, the fabric gave little token of instability. Per¬ 
haps the eye of a scrutinizing observer might have 
discovered a barely perceptible fissure, which, extend¬ 
ing from the roof of the building in front, made its way 
down the wall in a zigzag direction, until it became lost 
in the sullen waters of the tarn. 

Noticing these things, I rode over a short causeway 
to the house. A servant in waiting took my horse, ana 
I entered the Gothic archway of the hall. A valet, of 
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stealthy step, thence conducted me, in silence, tl»rough* 
many dark and intricate passages in my progress to the 
studio of his master. Much that I encountered on the 
way contributed, I know not how, to heighten the vague 
sentiments of which I have already spoken. While the 
objects around me—while the carvings of the ceilings, 
the somber tapestries of the walls, the ebon blackness 
of the floors, and the phantasmagoric armorial trophies 
which rattled as I strode, were but matters to which, or 
to such as which, I had been accustomed from my in¬ 
fancy-while I hesitated not to acknowledge how fa¬ 
miliar was all this—I still wondered to find how unfa¬ 
miliar were the fancies which ordinary images were stir¬ 
ring up. On one of the staircases, I met the physician of 
the family. His countenance, 1 thought, wore a mingled 
expression of low cunning and perplexity. He accosted 
me with trepidation and passed on. The valet now 
threw open a door and ushered me into the presence of 
his master. 

The room in which I found myself was very large and 
lofty. The windows were long, narrow, and pointed, 
and at so vast a distance from the black oaken floor as 
to be altogether inaccessible from within. Feeble gleams 
of encrimsoned light made their way through the trel- 
lised panes, and served to render sufficiently distinct the 
more prominent otijects around; the eye. however, 
struggled in vain to reach the remoter angles of the 
chamber, or the recesses of the vaulted and fretted ceil¬ 
ing. Dark draperies hung upon the walls. The general 
furniture was profuse, comfortless, antique, and tat¬ 
tered. Many books and mu.sical instruments lay scat-, 
tered about, but failed to give any vitality to the scene. 

I felt that I breathed an atmosphere of sorrow. An air 
of stern, deep, and irredeemable gloom hung over and 
pervaded all. 

Upon my entrance. Usher arose from a sofa on which 
he had been lying at full length, and greeted me with a 
vivacious wannth which had much in it, I at first 
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thought, of an overdone cordiality—of the constrained 
effort of the ennuy^ man of the world. A glance, how¬ 
ever, at his countenance, convinced me of his perfect 
sincerity. We sat down; and for some moments, while 
he spoke not. I gazed upo»i him with a feeling half of 
pity, half of awe. Surely man had never before so terri¬ 
bly altered in so brief a period as had Roderick Usherl 
It was with difficulty that I could bring myself to admit 
the identity of the wan being before me with the com¬ 
panion of my early boyhood. Yet the character of his 
face had been at all times remarkable. A cadaverousness 
of complexion; an eye large, liquid, and luminous be¬ 
yond comparison; lips somewhat thin and very pallid, 
but of a surpassingly beautiful curve; a nose of a deli¬ 
cate Hebrew model, but with a breadth of nostril 
unusual in similar formations; a finely molded chin, 
speaking, in its want of prominence, of a want of moral 
energy; hair of a more than weblike softness and tenu¬ 
ity; these features, with an inordinate expansion above 
the regions of the temple, made up altogether a counte¬ 
nance not easily to be forgotten. And now in the mere 
exaggeration of the prevailing character of these fea¬ 
tures, and of the expression they were wont to convey, 
lay so much of change that I doubted to whom t spoke. 
The now ghostly pallor of the skin, and the now mirac¬ 
ulous luster of the eye, above a*il things startled and 
even awed me. The silken hair, too, had been suffered 
to grow all unheeded, and as, in its wild gossamer tex¬ 
ture, it floated rather than fell about the face, I could 
not, even with effort, connect its arabesque expression 
with any idea of simple humanity. 

In the manner of my friend I was at once struck with 
an incoherence, an inconsistency; and I soon found this 
to arise from a series of feeble and futile struggles to 
overcome an habitual trepidancy, an excessive nervous 
agitation. For something of this nature I had indeed 
been prepared, no less by his letter than by remi¬ 
niscences of certain boyish traits, and by conclusions 



The Fall of the House of Usher 75* 

deduced from his peculiar physical conformation and 
temperament. His action was alternatively vivacious 
and sullen. His voice varied rapidly from a tremulous 
indecision (when the animal spirits seemed utterly in 
abeyance) to that species of energetic concision—that 
abrupt, weighty, unhurried, and hollow-sounding enun¬ 
ciation—that leaden, self-balanced and perfectly modu¬ 
lated guttural utterance—which may be observed in the 
lost drunkard, or the irreclaimable eater of opium, dur¬ 
ing the periods of his most intense excitement. 

It was thus that he spoke of the object of my visit, of 
his earnest desire to see me, and of the solace he ex¬ 
pected me to afford him. He entered, at some length, 
into what he conceived to be the nature of his malady. 
It was, he said, a constitutional and a family evil, and 
one for which he despaired to find a remedy—a mere 
nervous affection, he immediately added, which would 
undoubtedly soon pass off. It displayed itself in a host 
of unnatural sensations. Some of these, as he detailed 
them, interested and bewildered me; although, perhaps, 
the terms and the general manner of the narration had 
their weight. He suffered much from a morbid acute¬ 
ness of the senses; the most insipid food was alone en¬ 
durable; he could wear only garments of a certain 
texture; the odors oj all flowers were oppressive; his 
eyes were tortured by even a faint light; and there were 
but peculiar sounds, and these from stringed instru¬ 
ments, which did not inspire him with horror. 

To an anomalous species of terror I found him a 
bounden slave. “I shall perish,” said he, “I must perish 
in this deplorable folly. Thus, thus, and not otherwise, 
shall I be lost, I dread the events of the future, not in 
themselves, but in their results. I shudder at the 
thought of any, even the most trivial, incident, whicfi 
may operate upon this intolerable agitation of soul. I 
have, indeed, no abhorrence of danger, except in its 
absolute effect—in terror. In this unnerved—in this piti¬ 
able condition, I feel that the period will sooner or 
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later arrive when I must abandon life and reason to¬ 
gether, in some struggle with the grim phantasm, Fear.” 

I learned moreover at intervals, and through broken 
and equivocal hints, another singular feature of his 
mental condition. He was enchained by certain super¬ 
stitious impressions in regard t.'' the dwelling which he 
tenanted, and whence, for many years, he had never 
ventured forth—in regard to an influence whose suppos¬ 
ititious force was conveyed in terms too shadowy here to 
be restated—an influence which some pecidiarities in 
the mere form and substance of his family mansion, 
had, by dint of long sufferance, he said, obtained over 
his spirit—an effect which the physique of the gray walls 
and turrets, and of the dim tarn into which they all 
looked down, had, at length, brought about upon the 
morale of his existence. 

He admitted, however, although with hesitation, that 
much of the peculiar gloom which thus afflicted him 
could be traced to a more natural and far more palpable 
origin—to the severe and long-continued illness, indeed 
to the evidently approaching dissolution, of a tenderly 
beloved sister—his sole companion for long years, his 
last and only relative on earth. “Her decease,” he said, 
with a bitterness which 1 can never forget, “would leave 
him (him the hopeless and the frail) the last of the 
ancient race of the Ushers.” While he spoke, the lady 
Madeline (for so was she called) passed slowly through 
a remote portion of the apartment, and, without having 
noticed my presence, disappeared. I regarded her with 
an utter astonishment not unmingled with dread, and 
yet I found it impossible to account for such feelings. 
A sensation of stupor oppressed me, as my eyes followed 
her retreating steps. When a door, al length, closed 
upon her, my glance sought instinctively and eagerly 
the countenance of the brother; but he had buried his 
face in his bands, and I could only perceive that a far 
more than ordinary wanness had overspread the emaci- 
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ated fingers through which trickled many passionate 
tears. 

The disease of the lady Madeline had long baffled the 
skill of her physicians. A settled apathy, a gradual wast¬ 
ing away of the person, and frequent although transient 
affections of a partially cataleptical character, were the 
unusual diagnosis. Hitherto she had steadily borne up 
against the pressure of her malady, and had not betaken 
herself finally to bed; but, on the closing in of the eve¬ 
ning of my arrival at the house, she succumbed (as her 
brother told me at night with inexpressible agitation) 
to the prostrating power of the destroyer; and I learned 
that the glimpse I had obtained of her person would 
thus probably be the last I should obtain—that the lady, 
at least while living, would be seen by me no more. 

For several days ensuing, her name was unmentioned 
by either Usher or myself; and during this period I was 
busied in earnest endeavors to alleviate the melan¬ 
choly of my friend. We painted and read together; or I 
listened, as if in a dream, to the wild improvisation of 
his speaking guitar. And thus, as a closer and still closer 
intimacy admitted me more unreservedly into the re¬ 
cesses of his spirit, the more bitterly did I perceive the 
futility of all attempt at cheering a mind from which 
darkness, as if an inherent positive quality, poured 
forth upon all objecfs of the moral and physical uni¬ 
verse, in one unceasing radiation of gloom. 

I shall ever bear about me a memory of the many 
solemn hours I thus spent alone with the master of the 
House of Usher. Yet I should fail in any attempt to 
convey an idea of the exact character of the studies, or 
of the occupations, in which he involved me, or led me 
the way. An excited and highly distempered ideality 
threw a sulphurous luster over all. His long impro¬ 
vised dirges will ring forever in my ears. Among other 
things, I hold painfully in mind a certain singular per¬ 
version and amplification of the wild air of the last 
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waltz of Von Weber. From the paintings over which 
his elaborate fancy brooded, and which grew, touch by 
touch, into vagueness at which I shuddered the more 
thrillingly because I shuddered knowing not why;— 
from these paintings (vivid as their images now are 
before me) I would in vain t.:>deavor to educe more 
than a small portion which shoula I’e within the com¬ 
pass of merely written words. By the utter simplicity, by 
the nakedness of his designs, he arrested and overawed 
attention. If ever mortal painted an idea, that mortal 
was Roderick Usher. For me at least, in the circum¬ 
stances then surrounding me, there arose, out of the 
pure abstractions which the hypochondriac contrived 
to throw upon his canvas, an intensity of intolerable 
awe, no shadow of which felt I ever yet in the contem¬ 
plation of the certainly glowing yet too concrete reveries 
of Fuseli. 

One of the phantasmagoric conceptions of my ft tend, 
partaking not so rigidly of the spirit of abstraction, may 
be shadowed forth, although feebly, in words. A small 
picture presented the interior of an immensely long 
and rectangular vault or tunnel, with low walls, smooth, 
white, and without interruptioxi or device. Certain ac¬ 
cessory points of the design served well to convey the 
idea that this excavation lay at an exceeding depth 
below the surface of the earth. No outlet was observed 
in any portion of its vast extent, and no torch or other 
artificial source vi light was discernible; yet a flood of 
intense rays rolled throughout, and bathed the whole in 
a ghastly and inappropriate splendor. 

I have just spoken of that morbid condition of the 
auditory nerve which rendered all music intolerable to 
the sufferer, with the exception of certain effects of 
stringed instruments. It was, perhaps, the narrow limits 
to which he thus confined himself upon the guitar, 
which gave birth, in great measure, to the fantastic 
character of his performances. But the fervid facility of 
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his impromptus could not be so accounte<l for. They' 
must have been, and were, in th< notes, as well as in 
the words of his wild fantasias (for he not iinfrequently 
accompanied himself with rhymed verbal impiovisa- 
tions), the result of that intense mental collectedness 
and Concentration to which I have previously alluded 
as observable only in parti''ular moments of the highest 
artificial excitement. The words of one ol these rhap¬ 
sodies I have easily remembered. I was, [terhaps, the 
more torcildy imj>ressed with it, as he gave it, because, 
in the under or mystic current of its meaning, 1 fancied 
that I perceived, and for the first time, a full conscious¬ 
ness, on the part of U.sher, of the tottering of his lofty 
reason upon her throne. The verses, which were entitled 
“The Haunted Palace,” ran very nearly, if not accu¬ 
rately, tlius: 


I 

In the greenest of our valleys 
By good angels tenanted, 

Once n fair and stately palace— 
Radiant palate—reared its head. 

In the monart h Thought’s dominion, 
It <:lood there: 

Nevrt seraph spread a pinion 
Over fabric half so fair. 

II 

Banners yellow, glorious, golden. 

On its roof (ltd Pont and flow, 

(This—all this—was in the olden 
Time long ago) 

And every gentle air that dallied. 

In that sweet day, 

✓ 

Along the ramparts plumed and pallid, 
A winged odor went away. 
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III 

Wanderers in that happy valley 

Through two luminous windows saw 
Spirits moving musically 
To a lute's well~tunkd tary. 

Round about a throne where, oiiting, 
Porphyrogene, 

In state his glory well befitting, 

The ruler of the realm xoas seen. 

rv 

And all with pearl and ruby glowing 
Was the fair palace door. 

Through ruhich came flowing, flowing, flowing. 
And sparkling evermore, 

A troop of Echoes whose sweet duty 
Was hut to sing. 

In voices of surpassing beauty. 

The wit and wisdom of their king. 


But ernl things, in robes of sorrow. 
Assailed the monarch’s high estate; 
(Ah, let us mourn, for never morrow 
Shall dawn upon him, desolate!) 
And round about his home the glory 
That blushed and bloomed 
Is hut a dim-remembered story 
Of the old time ^ ntombed. 

VI 

And travelers now within that valley 
Through the red-litten windows see 
Vast forms that noi>e fantastically 
To a discordant melody; 

While, like a ghastly rapid river. 
Through the pale door 
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A hideous throng rush out forever. 

And laugh—but smile no more. 

I well remember that suggestions arising from this 
ballad led us into a train of thought, wherein there be¬ 
came manifest an opinion of Usher’s which 1 meiuion 
not so much on account of its novelty (for other men 
have thought thus) as on account of the peitinacity 
with which he maintained it. 'I his opinion, in its gen¬ 
eral form, was that of the sentience of all vegetable 
things. But in his disordered faruy the idea liad as¬ 
sumed a more daring character, and trespassed, under 
certain conditions, upon the kingdom of inorgani/a- 
tion. I lack words to express the lull extent, or the 
earnest abandon of his persuasion. The belief, however, 
was connected (as I have previously hinted) with the 
gray stones of the home of his forefathers. The condi¬ 
tions of the sentience had been here, he imagined, 
fulfilled in the method of collocation of these stones- 
in the order of their arrangement, as well as in that of 
the many fungi which overspread them, and of the 
decayed trees which stood around—above all, in the 
long undisturbed endurance of this airangement, and 
in its reduplication in the still waters of the tarn. Its 
evidence—the evidence of the sentience—w'as to be seen, 
he said (and I here started as he spoke), in the gradual 
yet certain condensation of an atmosphere of their own 
about the waters and the walls. The result was distov- 
erable, he added, in that silent, yet importunate and 
terrible influence which for centuries had molded (he 
destinies of his family, and which made him what 1 now 
saw him—what he was. Such opinions need no comment, 
and 1 will make none. 

Our books—the books which, for years, had formed no 
small portion of the mental existence of the invalid— 
w^ere, as might be supposed, in strict keeping with this 
character of phantasm. We pored together over such 
works as the Ververt and Chartreuse of Cresset; the 
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Belphegor of Machiavelli; the Heaven and Hell of 
Swedenborg; the Subterranean Voyage of Nicholas 
Klimm by Holberg; the Chiromancy of Robert Find, of 
Jean D’lndagin^, and of De la Chambre; the Journey 
into the Blue Distance of Tieck; and the City of the 
Sun of Campanella. One i.*vorite volume was a small 
octavo edition of the Directoimm Inquisilorium, by 
the Dominican Eymcric de Gironnc; and there were 
passages in Foniponius Mela, about the old African 
Satyrs and yFgipans, over which Usher would sit dream¬ 
ing for hours. His chief delight, however, was found in 
the perusal of an exceedingly rare and curious book in 
quarto Gothic—the manual of a forgotten thurch—the 
Vigilice Mortuorum Secundum Chorum Ecclesire Mag- 
untina. 

I could not help thinking of the wild ritual of this 
work, and of its probable influence upon the hypochon¬ 
driac, when one evening, having informed me abruptly 
that the lady Madeline was no more, he stated his inten¬ 
tion of preserving her corpse for a fortnight (previously 
to its final interment) in one of the numerous vaults 
within the main walls of the building. The worldly 
reason, however, assigned for this singular proceeding 
was one which I did not feel at liberty to dispute. The 
brother had been led to his resolution (so he told me) 
by consideration of the unusual character of the malady 
of the deceased, of certain obtrusive and eager inquiries 
on the part of her medical men, and (A the remote and 
exposed situation of the burial-ground ol the family. I 
will not deny that when I called to mind the sinister 
countenance of the person whom I met upon the stair¬ 
case, on the day of my arrival at the house, I had no 
desire to oppose what I regarded as at best but a harm¬ 
less, and by no means an unnatural, precaution. 

At the reques,. of Usher, I personally aided him in 
the arrangements for the temporary entombment. The 
body having been encoffined, we two alone bore it to 
its rest. The vault in which we placed it (and which 
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had been so long unopened that our torches, half 
smothered in its oppressive atmosphere, gave us little 
opportunity for investigation) was small, damp, and 
entirely v/ithout means of admission for light: lying, at 
great depth, immediately beneath that portion ol the 
building in which was my own sleeping apartment. It 
had been used, apparently, in remote feudal times, for 
the worst purposes of a donjonkeep, and in later d.iys 
as a place of deposit for powder, oi some other highly 
combustible substance, as a portion of its floor, and the 
whole interior of a long archway through which we 
reached it, were carefully sheathed with copper. Hie 
door, of ma.ssive iron, had been also similarly protected. 
Its immense weight caused an unusually sharp grating 
sound, as it moved upon its hinges. 

Having deposited our mournful burden upon trestles 
within this region of horror, we partially turned aside 
the yet unscrewed lid of the coffin, and looked upon the 
face of the tenant, A striking similitude between the 
brother and sister now first arrested my attention; and 
Usher divining, perhaps, my thoughts, murmured out 
some few w'ords from which I learned that the deceased 
and himself had been twins, and that sympathies of a 
scarcely intelligible nature had always existed between 
them. Our glances, however, rested not long upon the 
dead—for we could not regard her unawed. The di.sca.se 
which had thus entombed the lady in the maturity of 
youth, had left, as usual in all maladies of a strictly 
cataleptical character, tlie mockery of a faint blush 
upon the bosom and the face, and that suspiciously lin¬ 
gering smile upon the lip which is so terrible in death. 
We replaced and screwed down the lid, and, having 
secured the door of iron, made our way, with toil, into 
the scarcely less gloomy apartments of the upper por¬ 
tion of the house. 

And now, some days of bitter grief having elapsed, an 
observable change came over the features of the mental 
disorder of my friend. His ordinary manner had van- 
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ished. His ordinary occupations were neglected or for¬ 
gotten. He roamed from chamber to chamber with hur¬ 
ried, unequal, and objectless step. The pallor of his 
countenance had assumed, if possible, a more ghastly 
hue—but the luminousness of his eye had utterly gone 
out. The once occasional liu^kiness of his tone was 
heard no more; and a tremulous ouaver, as if of ex¬ 
treme terror, habitually characterized his utterance. 
There were times, indeed, when I thought his unceas¬ 
ingly agitated mind was laboring with some oppressive 
secret, to divulge which he struggled for the necessary 
courage. At times, again, I was obliged to resolve all 
into the mere inexplicable vagaries of madness, for I 
beheld him gazing upon vacancy for long hours, in an 
attitude of the profoundest attention, as if listening to 
some imaginary sound. It was no wonder that his condi¬ 
tion terrified—that it infected me. I felt creeping upon 
me, by slow yet certain degrees, the wild influences of 
his own fantastic yet impressive superstitions. 

It was, especially, upon retiring to bed late in the 
night of the seventh or eighth day after the placing of 
the lady Madeline within the donjon, that I experi¬ 
enced the full power of such feelings. Sleep came not 
near my couch, while the hours waned and waned away. 
I struggled to reason off the nervousness which had 
dominion over me. 1 endeavored'to believe that much, 
it not all, of what I felt was due to the bewildering in¬ 
fluence of the gloomy furniture of the room—of the 
dark and tattered draperies which, tortured into mo¬ 
tion by the breath of a rising tempest, swayed fitfully 
to and fro upon the walls, and rustled uneasily about 
the decorations of the bed. But my efforts were fruitless. 
An irrepressible tremor gradually pervaded my frame; 
and at length there sat upon my very heart an incubus 
of utterly causeless alarm. Shaking this off with a gasp 
and a struggle, I uplifted myself upon the pillows, and, 
peering earnestly within the intense darkness of the 
chamber, hearkened—I know not why, except that an 
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instinctive spirit prompted me—to certain low and in¬ 
definite sounds which came, through the pauses of the 
storm, at long intervals, I knew not whence. Overpow¬ 
ered by an intense sentiment of horror, unaccountable 
yet unendurable, I threw on my clothes with haste (for 
I felt that I should sleep no more during the night) and 
endeavored to arouse myself from the pitiable condition 
into which I had fallen, by pacing rapidly to and fro 
through the apartment. 

I had taken but few turns in this manner, when a 
light step on an adjoining staircase arrested my atten¬ 
tion. I presently recognized it as that of Usher. In an 
instant afterward he rapped with a gentle touch at my 
door, and entered, bearing a lamp. His countenance 
was, as usual, cadaverously wan—but, moreover, there 
was a species of mad hilarity in his eyes—an evidently 
restrained hysteria in his whole demeanor. His air ap¬ 
palled me—but anything was preferable to the solitude 
which I had so long endured, and I even welcomed his 
presence as a relief. 

“And you have not seen it?” he said abruptly, after 
having stared about him for some moments in sdence— 
“you liave not then seen it?—but, stay! you shall.’’ Thus 
speaking, and having carefully shaded his lamp, he hur 
ried to one of the casements, and threw it freely open to 
the storm. ^ 

The impetuous fury of the entering gust nearly lifted 
us from our feet. It was, indeed, a tempestuous yet 
sternly beautiful night, and one wildly singular in its 
terror and its beauty. A whirlwind had apparently col¬ 
lected its force in our vicinity; for there were frequent 
and violent alterations in the direction of the wind; and 
the exceeding density of the clouds (which hung so low 
as to press upon the turrets of the house) did not pre¬ 
vent our perceiving the lifelike velocity with which they 
flew careering from all points against each other, with¬ 
out passing away into the distance. I say that even their 
exceeding density did not prevent our perceiving this; 
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yet we had no glimpse of the moon or stars, nor was 
there any flashing forth of the lightning. But the under 
surfaces of the huge masses of agitated vapor, as well as 
all terrestrial objects immediately around us, were 
glowing in the unnaturrJ light of a faintly luminous 
and distinctly visible gaseous exhalation which hung 
about and enshrouded the mansion. 

“You must not—you shall not behold this!” said I, 
shudderingly, to Usher, as I led him with a gentle vio¬ 
lence from the window to a seat. “These appearances, 
which bewilder you, are merely electrical phenomena 
not uncommon—or it may be that they have their 
ghastly origin in the rank miasma of the tarn. Let us 
close this casement; the air is chilling and dangerous to 
your frame. Here is one of your favorite romances. I 
will read, and you .shall listen;—and so we will pass away 
this terrible night together.” 

The antique volume which I had taken up was the 
Mad Trist of Sir Launcelot Canning; but I had called 
it a favorite of Usher’s more in sad jest than in earnest; 
for, in truth, there is little in its uncouth and unimag¬ 
inative prolixity which could have had interest for the 
lofty and spiritual ideality of my friend. It was, how¬ 
ever, the only book immediately at hand; and I in¬ 
dulged a vague hope that the excitement which now 
agitated the hypochondriac migh^ find relief (for the 
history of mental disorder is full of similar anomalies) 
even in the extremeness of the folly which I should read. 
Could I have jud^d, indeed, by the wild overstrained 
air of vivacity with which he hearkened, or apparently 
hearkened, to the words of the tale, I might well have 
congratulated myself upon the success of my design. 

I had arrived at that well-known portion of the story 
where Ethelred, the hero of the Trist, having sought in 
vain for peaceable admission into the dwelling of the 
hermit, proceeds to make good an entrance by force. 
Here, it will be remembered, the words of the narrative 
run thus: 
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"And Ethelred, who was by nature of a doughty heart, and 
who was now mighty withal, on aceount of the powerfulness 
of the wine which he had drunken, waited no longer to hold 
parley with the hermit, who, in sooth, was of an obstinate 
and inaliceful turn, but, feeling the rain upon his shoulders, 
and fearing the rising of the tempest, uplifted his mate out¬ 
right, and with blows made quickly room in the plankings 
of the door for his gauntleted hand: and now pulling there¬ 
with sturdily, he so tracked, and ripped, and tote all asun¬ 
der, that the noise of the diy and hollow sounding wood 
alarumed and reverberated throughout the forest." 

At the termination of this sentence I started, and for 
a moment paused; for it appeared to me (altliough I at 
once concluded that my excited fancy had deceived me) 
—it appeared to me that from some very reraote portion 
of the mansion there came, indistinctly, to my ears, 
what might have been, in its exact similarity of charac¬ 
ter, the echo (but a stilled and dull one certainly) of 
the very cracking and ripping sound which Sir Launce- 
lot had so particularly described. It was. beyond doubt, 
the coincidence alone which had arrested my attention; 
for, amid the rattling of the saslies of the casements, and 
the ordinary commingled noises of the still increasing 
storm, the sound, in itself, had nothing, surely, which 
should have interested or disturbed me. I continued the 
story: , 

"But the good champion Ethelred, now entering within 
the door, was sore enr.iged and ama/ed to perceive no sig 
nal of the maliceful hermit; but, in the stead thereof, 
dragon of a scaly and prodigious demeanor, and of a fi(Ty 
tongue, which sate in guard before a palace of gold, with a 
floor of silver: and upon the wall there hung a shield of 
shining brass with this legend enwritlen— 

Who entereth herein, a conqueror hath bin; 

Who slayeth the dragon, the shield he shall win. 

And Ethelred uplifted his mace, and struck upon the head 
ol tile dragon, which fell bcloie him, and gave up his pesty 
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breath, with a shriek so horrid and harsh, and withal so 
piercing, that Ethelred had fain to close his ears with his 
hands against the dreadful noise of it, the like whereof was 
never before heard.” 

Here again I paused abi uptly, and now with a feeling 
of wild amazement; for there coidd be no doubt what¬ 
ever that, in this instance, I did actually hear (although 
from what direction it proceeded I found it impossible 
to say) a low and apparently distant, but harsh, pro¬ 
tracted, and most unusual screaming or grating sound 
—the exact counterpart of what my fancy had already 
conjured up for the dragon’s unnatural shriek as de¬ 
scribed by the romancer. 

Oppressed, as I certainly was, upon the occurrence 
of this second and most extraordinary coincidence, by 
a thousand conflicting sensations, in which wonder and 
extreme terror were predominant, I still retained suffi¬ 
cient presence of mind to avoid exciting, by any obser¬ 
vation, the sensitive nervousness of my companion. I 
was by no means certain that he had noticed the sounds 
in question: although, assuredly, a strange alteration 
had during the last few minutes taken place in his de¬ 
meanor. From a position fronting my own, he had grad¬ 
ually brought round his chair, so as to sit with his face 
to the door of the chamber; and^thus I could but par¬ 
tially perceive his features, although I saw that his lips 
trembled as if he were murmuring inaudiblv. His head 
had dropped upv>n his breast—yet I knew that he was 
not asleep, from the wide and rigid opening of the eye 
as I caught a glance of it in profile. The motion of his 
body, too, was at variance with this idea—for he rocked 
from side to side with a gentle yet constant and uni¬ 
form sway. Having rapidly taken notice of all this, I 
resumed the narrative of Sir Launcelot, which thus 
proceeded: 
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“And now, the champion having escaped from the ter- ^ 
rible fury of the dragon, bethinking himself of the brazen 
shield, and of the breaking up of the enchantment which 
was upon it, removed the carcass from out of the way before 
him, and approached valorously over the silver pavenicnt of 
the castle to where the shield was upon the wall; which in 
sooth tarried not for his full coming, but fell down at his 
feet upon the silver floor, with a mighty great and terrible 
ringing sound.” 

No sooner had these syllables passed ray lips, than— 
as if a shield of brass had indeed, at the moment, fallen 
heavily upon a floor of silver—I became aware of a dis¬ 
tinct, hollow, metallic and clangorous, yet apparently 
muffled reverberation. Completely unnerved, I leaped 
to my feet; but the measured rocking movement of 
Usher was undisturbed. I rushed to the chair in which 
he sat. His eyes were bent fixedly before him, and 
throughout his whole countenance there reigned a 
stony rigidity. But, as I placed my hand upon his shoul¬ 
der, there came a strong shudder over his whole person; 
a sickly smile quivered about his lips; and I saw that he 
spoke in a low, hurried, and gibbering murmur, as if 
unconscious of my presence. Bending closely over him, 

I at length drank in the hideous import of his words. 

“Not hear it?—yes, I hear it, and have heard it. Long 
—long—long—many minutes, many hours, many days, 
have I heard it—yet i dared not—oh, pity me, miserable 
wretch that I am!—I dared not—/ dared not speak! We 
have put her living in the tomb! Said I not that my 
senses were acute? I now tell you that I heard her first 
feeble movements in the hollow coffin. I heard them— 
many, many days ago—yet I dared not—/ dared not 
speak! And now—tonight—Ethelred—hal hal—the break¬ 
ing of the hermit’s door, and the death-cry of the 
dragon, and the clangor of the shieldl—say, rather, the 
rending of her coffin, and the grating of the iron hinges 
of her prison, and her struggles within the coppered 
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archway of the vault! Oh, whither shall I fly? Will she 
not be here anon? Is she not hurrying to upbraid me 
for my haste? Have I not heard her footsteps on the 
stair? Do I not distinguish that heavy and horrible beat¬ 
ing of her heart? Madraa’^!”—here he sprang furiously 
to his feet, and shrieked out syllables, as if in the 
effort he were giving up his soul— \''^a(hnan! I tell you 
that she noxo stands xoithout the door!” 

As if in the superhuman energy ol his utterance there 
had been found the potency of a spell, the huge antique 
panels to which the speaker pointed drew slowly back, 
upon the instant, their ponderous and ebony jaws. It 
was the work of the rushing gust—but then without the 
doors there did stand the lolty and enshrouded figure of 
the lady Madeline of Usher. Tf here was blood upon her 
white robes, and the evidence of some bitter struggle 
upon every portion of her emaciated frame. For a mo¬ 
ment she remained trembling and reeling to and Iro 
upon the threshold—then, with a low moaning cry, fell 
heavily inward upon the person of her brother, and, in 
her violent and now final death agonies, bore him to 
the floor a corpse, and a victim to the terrors he had 
anticipated. 

From that chamber, and frc>m that mansion, I fled 
aghast. The storm was still abroad in all its wrath as I 
found myself crossing the old causeway. Suddenly there 
shot along the path a wild light, and I turned to see 
whence a gleam so unusual could have issued; tor the 
vast house and its shadows were alone behind me. The 
radiance was that of the full, setting, and blood-red 
moon, which now shone vividly through that once 
barely discernible fissure, of which I have before spoken 
as extending from the roof of the building, in a zig7ag 
direction, to the base. While I gazed, this fissure rapidly 
widened—there came a fierce breath of the whirlwind 
—the entire orb of the satellite burst at once upon my 
sight—my brain reeled as I saw the mighty walls rush- 
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ing asunder—there was a long tumultuous shouting' 
sound like the voice of a thousand waters—and the deep 
and dank tarn at my feet closed sullenly and silently 
over the fragments of the House of Usher. 

1839 



BARTLEBY THE SCRIVENER 

A Story of Wall Street 

Herman Melville 

1819-1891 


I am a rather elderly man. The nature of my avocations 
for the Iasi thirty years has brought me into more than 
ordinary contact w’itli what would seem an interesting 
and somewhat singular set ol men, of whoio as yet noth¬ 
ing that 1 kn(»w ol has ever been written:—I mean the 
law-copyists or scriveners. I have known very many of 
ihern, piolessicmally and privately, and it I pleased, 
could relate divers histories, at which good-natured 
gentlemen might smile, and sentimental souls might 
weep. Bui I waive the bicjgraphies of all other scriveners 
tcjr a fenv passages in the life of Bartleby, who was a 
scrivener the siraneest I ever saw or heard of. While of 
other law-copyists 1 might write the complete life, of 
Bartleby notliing of that sort can be done. I believe that 
no materials exist for a full and satisfactory biography 
of this man. It is an irreparable loss to literature. Bar¬ 
tleby was one of those beings of whom nothing is ascer¬ 
tainable, except from the original sources, and in his 
case those are very small. What my own astonished eyes 
saw of Bartleby, that is all T know of him, except, in¬ 
deed, one vague report which will appear in the sequel. 
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Ere introducing the scrivener, as he first appeared to 
me, it is fit I make some mention of myself^ my em¬ 
ployes, my business, my chambers, and general sur¬ 
roundings; because some such description is indispensa¬ 
ble to an adequate understanding of the chief character 
about to be presented. 

Imprimis: I am a man who, from his youth upward, 
has been filled with a profound conviction that the 
easiest way of life is the best. Hence, though I belong 
to a profession proverbially energetic and nervous, even 
to turbulence, at times, yet nothing of that sort have I 
ever suffered to invade my peace. I am one of those un¬ 
ambitious lawyers who never addresses a jury, or in any 
way draws down public applause; but in the cool tran¬ 
quillity of a snug retreat, do a snug business among 
rich men’s bonds and mortgages and title-deeds. All 
who know me, consider me an eminently safe man. The 
late John Jacob Astor, a person.age little given to poetic 
enthusiasm, had no hesitation in pronouncing my first 
grand point to be prudence; my next, method. I do not 
speak it in vanity, but simply record the fact, that I was 
not unemployed in my profession by the late John 
Jacob Astor; a name which, I admit, I love to repeat, 
for it hath a rounded and orbicular sound to it, and 
rings like unto bullion. I will freely add, that I was not 
insensible to the lat£ John Jacob Astor’s good opinion. 

Some time prior to the period at which this little his¬ 
tory begins, my avocations had been largely increased. 
The good old office, now extinct in the State of New 
York, of a Master in Chancery, had been conferred upon 
me. It was not a very arduous office, but very pleasantly 
remunerative. I seldom lose my temper; much more 
seldom indulge in dangerous indignation at wrongs 
and outrages; but I must be permitted to be rash here 
and declare, that I consider the sudden and violent ab¬ 
rogation of the office of Master in Chancery, by the new 

Constitution, as a-premature act; inasmuch as I had 

counted upon a life-lease of the profits, whereas I only 
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received those of a few short years. But this is by the 
way. 

My chambers were upstairs at No. — Wall Street, At 
one end they looked upon the white wall of the interior 
of a spacious sky-light sh.rift, penetrating the building 
from top to bottom. This view >.iight have been consid¬ 
ered rather tame than otherwise, deii^ient in what land¬ 
scape painters call “life.” But if so, the view from the 
other end of my chambers offered, at least, a contrast, 
if nothing more. In that direction my windows com¬ 
manded an unobstructed view of a lofty brick wall, 
black by age and everlasting shade; which wall required 
no spy-glass to bring out its lurking beauties, but for the 
benefit of all near-sighted spectators, was pushed up to 
within ten feet of my wdndow panes. Owing to the great 
height of the surrounding buildings, and my chambers 
being on the second floor, the interval between this wall 
and mine not a little resembled a huge square cistern. 

At the period just preceding the advent of Rartleby, 
T had two persons as copyists in my employment, and a 
promising lad as an office-boy. First, Turkey; second, 
Nippers; third, Ginger Nut. These may seem names, 
the like ol which are not usually found in the Directory. 
In truth they weie nicknames, mutually conferred 
upon each other by my three cletks, and were deemed 
expressive of their respective persons or characters. 
Turkey was a short, pursy Englishman of about my own 
age, that is, somewhere not far from sixty. In the morn¬ 
ing, one might say, his face was of a fine florid hue, but 
after twelve o’clock, meridian—his dinner hour—it 
blazed like a grate full of Christmas coals; and con¬ 
tinued blazing—but, as it were, with a gradual wane- 
till 6 o'cloik p.M. or thereabouts, after which I saw no 
more of the pronrietor of the face, which, gaining its 
meridian with the sun, seemed to set with it, to rise, 
culminate, and decline the following day, with the like 
regularity and undiminished glory. There are many 
singular coincidences I have known in the course of 



Bartleby the Scnuener 95 

my life, not the least among which was the fact, that 
exactly when Turkey displayed his fullest beams from 
his red and radiant countenance, just then, too, at that 
critical moment, began the daily period when I con¬ 
sidered his business capacities as seriously disturbed 
for the remainder of the twenty-four hours. Not that he 
was absolutely idle, or averse to business then; far from 
it. The difficulty was, he was apt to be altogether too 
energetic. There was a strange, inllarned, flurried, 
flighty recklessness of activity about him. He would 
be incautious in dipping his pen into his inkstand. All 
his blots upon my documents, were dropped there after 
twelve o’clock, meridian. Indeed, not only would he 
be reckless and .sadly given to making blots in the after¬ 
noon, but some days he went further, and was rather 
noisy. At such times, too, his fare flamed with aug¬ 
mented blazonry, as if canneJ roal had been heaped on 
anthracite. He made an unpleasant racket with his 
chair; spilled his sand-box; in mending his pens, im¬ 
patiently split them all to pieces, and threw them on 
the floor in a sudden passion; stood up and leaned 
over his table, boxing his papers about in a most in¬ 
decorous manner, very sad to behold in an elderly man 
like him. Nevertheless, as he was in many ways a most 
valuable person to me, and all the time before twelve 
o’clock, meridian, was the quickest, steadiest creature, 
too, accomplishing a'great deal of work in a stvie not 
easy to be matched—for these reasons, 1 was willing to 
overlook his eccentricities, though indeed, occasionally, 

I remonstrated with him. I did this very gently, how¬ 
ever, because, though the civilest, nay, the blandest 
and most reverential of men in the morning, yet in the 
afternoon he was disposed, upon provocation, to be 
slightly rash with his tongue, in fact, insolent. Now, 
valuing his morning services as I did, and resolving not 
to lose them—yet, at the same time, made uncomfort¬ 
able by his inflamed ways after twelve o’clock; and being 
a man of peace, unwilling by my admonilion.s to call 
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' forth unseemly retorts from him—I took upon me, one 
Saturday noon (he was always worse on Saturdays), to 
hint to him, very kindly, that perhaps now that he was 
growing old, it might be well to abridge his labours; 
in short, he need not come to my chambers after twelve 
o’clock, but, dinner over, b.;;? best go home to his lodg¬ 
ings and rest himself till tea-tim*' But no; he insisted 
upon his afternoon devotions. His countenance became 
intolerably fervid, as he oratorically assured me—gestic¬ 
ulating, with a long ruler, at the other side of the room 
—that if his services in the morning were useful, how 
indispensable, then, in the afternoon? 

“With submission, sir,” said Turkey on this occa¬ 
sion, “I consider myself your right-hand man. In the 
morning I but marshal and deploy my columns; but in 
the afternoon I put myself at their head, and gallantly 
charge the foe, thusl”—and he made a violent thrust 
with the ruler. 

“But the blots, Turkey,” intimated I. 

“True,—bur, with submission, sir, behold these hairs! 
I am getting old. Surely, sir, a blot or two of a warm 
afternoon is not to be severely urged against grey hairs. 
Old age—even if it blot the page—is honourable. With 
submission, sir, we both are getting old.” 

This appeal to rny fellow-feeling was hardly to be 
resisted. At all events, I saw that^go he would not. So 
I made up my mind to let him stay, resolving, never¬ 
theless, to see to it, that during the afternoon he had 
to do with my less important papers. 

Nij)pers, the second on my list, was a whiskered, sal¬ 
low, and, upon the whole, rather piratical-looking 
young man of about five and twenty. I always deemed 
him tlie victim of two evil powers-ambition and indi¬ 
gestion. The ambition was evinced by a certain impa¬ 
tience of the auties of a mere copyist—an unwarrant¬ 
able usurpation of strictly professional affairs, such as 
the original drawing up of legal documents. The indi¬ 
gestion seemed betokened in an occasional nervous tes- 
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tiness and grinning irritability, causing the teeth to 
audibly grind together over mistakes committed in 
copying; unnecessary maledictions, hissed, rather than 
spoken, in the heat of business; and especially by a 
continual discontent with the height of the table where 
he worked. Though of a very ingenious mechanical 
turn, Nippers could never get this table to suit him. He 
put chips under it, blocks ot various sort.s, bits of paste¬ 
board, and at last went so far as to attempt an exquisite 
adjustment by final pieces of folded blotting paper. But 
no invention would answer. If, for the sake of easing 
his back, he brought the fable lid at a sharp angle well 
up toward his chin, and wrote there like a man using 
the steep roof of a Dutch house for his desk—then he 
declared that it stopped the circulation in his arms. If 
now he lowered the table to his waistbands, and stooped 
over it in writing, then there was a sore aching in his 
back. In short, the truth of the matter was, Nippers 
knew not what he wanted. Or, if he wanted anything, 
it was to be rid of a scrivener’s table altogether. Among 
the manifestations of his diseased ambition was a fond¬ 
ness he had for receiving visits from certain ambiguou.s- 
looking fellows in seedy coats, whom he called his cli¬ 
ents. Indeed I was aware that not only %vas he, at times, 
considerable of a ward-politician, but he occasionally 
did a little business at the Justices’ courts, and was not 
unknown on the stCjfts of the 7'ombs. I have good rea¬ 
son to believe, however, that one individual who called 
upon him at my chambers, and who, with a grand air, 
he insisted was his client, was no other than a dun, and 
the alleged title-deed, a bill. But with all his tailings, 
and the annoyances he caused me, Nippers, like his 
compatriot Turkey, was a very useful man to me; wrote 
a neat, swift hand; and, when he chc*sc, was not defi¬ 
cient in a gentlemanly sort of deportment. Added to 
this, he always dressed in a gentlemanly sort of way; 
and so, incidentally, reflected credit upon my chambers. 
Whereas with respect to Turkey, I had much ado to 
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• keep him from being a reproach to me. His clothes were 
apt to look oily and smell of eating-houses. He wore his 
pantaloons very loose and baggy in summer. His coats 
were execrable; his hat not to be handled. But while 
the hat was a thing of indifference to me, inasmuch as 
his natural civility and deference, as a dependent Eng¬ 
lishman, always led him to do.ff it the moment he en¬ 
tered the room, yet his coat was another matter. Con¬ 
cerning his coats, I reasoned with him; but with no 
effect. The truth was, I suppose, that a man with so 
small an income, could not afford to sport .such a lus¬ 
trous face and a lustrous coat at one and the same time. 
As Nippers once observed, Turkey’s money went chiefly 
for red ink. One winter day I presented Turkey with a 
highly-respectable looking coat of my own, a padded 
grey coat, of a most comfortable warmth, and which 
buttoned straight up from the knee to the neck. I 
thought Turkey would appreciate the favour, and 
abate his rashness and obstreperousness of afternoons. 
But no. I verily believe that buttoning himself up in 
so downy and blanket-like a coat had a pernicious effect 
upon him; upon the same principle that too much oats 
are bad for horses. In fact, precisely as a rash, restive 
horse is said to feel his oats, so Turkey felt his coat. It 
made him insolent. He was a man whom prosperity 
harmed. 

Though concerning the self-indulgent habits of Tur¬ 
key I had my own private surmises, yet touching Nip¬ 
pers I was well persuaded that whatever might be his 
faults in other r jpects, he was, at least, a temperate 
young man. But, indeed, nature herself seemed to have 
been his vintner, and at his birth charged him so 
thoroughly with an irritable, brandy-like disposition, 
that all subsequent potations were needless. When I 
consider how, mid the stillness of my chambers, Nip¬ 
pers would sometimes impatiently rise from his seat, 
and stooping over his table, spread his arms wide apart, 
seize the whole desk, and move it, and jerk it, with a 
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grim, grinding motion on the floor, as if the table were 
a perverse voluntary agent, intent on thwarting and 
vexing him; I plainly perceive that for Nippers, brandy 
and water were altogether superfluous. 

It was fortunate for me that, owing to its peculiar 
cause—indigestion—the irritability and conse(juent 
nervousness of Nippers, were mainly observable in the 
morning, while in the afternoon he was comparatively 
mild. So that Turkey's paroxysms only coming on about 
twelve o’clock, I never had to do with their eccentrici 
ties at one time. Their fits relieved each other like 
guards. When Nippers’s was on, Turkey’s was off; and 
vice versa. This was a good natural arrangement under 
the circumstances. 

Ginger Nut, the third on my list, was a lad some 
twelve years old. His father was a carman, ambitious 
of seeing his son on the bench in.stead of a cart, before 
he died. So he sent him to my office as student at law, 
errand boy, and cleaner and sweeper, at the rate of one 
dollar a week. He had a little desk to himself, but he 
did not use it much. Upon inspection, the drawer ex¬ 
hibited a great array of the shells of various sorts of 
nuts. Indeed, to this quick-witted yoiith the whole no¬ 
ble science of the law was contained in a nut shell. Not 
the least among the employments of Ginger Nut, as 
well as one which he discharged with the most alacrity, 
was his duty as cake^and apple ptirv’eyor for Turkey 
and .Nippers. Copying law papers being proverbially a 
dry, husky sort of business, my two scriveners were fain 
to moisten their mouths very often with Spit/enbeigs 
to be had at the numerous stalls nigh the Custom House 
and Post Office. Also, they sent Ginger Nut very fre¬ 
quently for that peculiar cake—small, flat, round, and 
very spicy—after which he had been named by them. Of 
a cold morning, when business was but dull, Turkey 
would gobble up scores of these cakes, as if they were 
mere wafers—indeed they sell them at the rate of six 
or eight for a penny—the scrape of his pen blending 
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with the crunching of the crisp particles in his mouth. 
Of all the fiery afternoon blunders and flurried rash¬ 
ness of Turkey, was his once moistening a ginger- 
cake between his lips, and clapping it on to a mortgage 
for a seal. I came within an ace of dismissing him then. 
But he mollified me by making an oriental bow and 
saying—“With submission, sir, it was generous of me 
to find you in stationery on my Ov'n account.” 

Now my original business—that of a conveyancer and 
title hunter, and drawer-up of recondite documents 
of all sorts—was considerably increased by receiving the 
master’s office. There was now great work for scriven¬ 
ers. Not only must I push the clerks already with me, 
but I must have additional help. In answer to my ad¬ 
vertisement, a motionless young man one morning 
stood upon my office threshold, the door being open, 
for it was summer. I can see that figure now—pallidly 
neat, pitiably respectable, incurably forloml It was 
Bartleby. 

After a few words touching his qualifications, I en¬ 
gaged him, glad to have among my corps of copyists a 
man of so singularly sedate an aspect, which I thought 
might operate beneficially upon the flighty temper of 
Turkey, and the fiery one of Nippers. 

I should have stated before that ground glass fold¬ 
ing-doors divided my premises into two parts, one of 
which was occupied by my scri/^eners, the other by 
myself. According to my humour I threw open these 
doors, or closed them. I resolved to assign Bartleby a 
corner by the foMing-doors, but on my side of them, 
so as to have this quiet man within easy call, in case 
any trifling thing was to be done. I placed his desk 
close up to a small side-window in that part of the 
room, a window which originally had afforded a lateral 
view of certain grimy back-yards and bricks, but which, 
owing to subseouent erections, commanded at present 
no view at all, tnough it gave some light. Within three 
feet of the panes was a wall, and the light came down 
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from far above, between two lofty buildings, as from 
a very small opening in a dome. Still further to a satis¬ 
factory arrangement, I procure<l a high green folding 
screen, which might entirely isolate Bartleby from rny 
sight, though not remove him from my voice. And thus, 
in a manner, privacy and society were conjoined. 

At first Bartleby did an extraordinary Cjuantity of 
writing. As if long famishing lor something to copy, lie 
seemed to gorge himself on my documents. There was 
no pause lor digestion. He ran a day and niglit line, 
copying by sun-light and by candle-light. 1 should 
have been quite delighted with his application, had 
he been cheerfully industrious. But he wrote on silently, 
palely, mechanically. 

It is, of course, an indispensable part of a scrivener’s 
business to verify the accuracy of his copy, word by 
word. Where there are two or more scriveners in an 
office, they assist each other in this examination, one 
reading from the copy, the other holding the original. 
It is a very dull, weari.some, and lethargic affair. I can 
readily imagine that to some sanguine temperaments 
it would be altogether intolerable. For example, I can¬ 
not credit that the mettlesome poet Byron w'ould have 
contentedly sat down with Bartleby to examine a law 
document of, say five hundred pages, closely written in 
a crimpy hand. 

Now and then, in the haste of business, it had been 
my habit to assist inf* comparing some brief document 
myself, calling Turkey or Nippers for this purpose. One 
object I had in placing Bartleby so handy to rne behind 
the screen, was to avail myself of his services on such 
trivial occasions. It was on the third day, 1 think, of 
his being with me, and before any necessity had arisen 
for having his own writing examined, that, being much 
hurried to complete a small affair I had in hand, I 
abruptly called to Bartleby. In my haste and natural 
expectancy of instant compliance, I sat with my head 
bent over the original on my desk, and my right hand 
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sideways, and somewhat nervously extended with the 
“ copy, so that immediately upon emerging from his re* 
treat, Bartleby might snatch it and proceed to business 
without the least delay. 

In this very attitude did I sit when I called to him, 
rapidly stating what it was I wanted him to do—namely, 
to examine a small paper with me. Imagine my sur¬ 
prise, nay, my consternation, wli^n without moving 
from his privacy, Bartleby in a singularly mild, firm 
voice, replied, “I would prefer not to.” 

I sat awhile in perfect silence, rallying my stunned 
faculties. Immediately it occurred to me that ray ears 
had deceived me, or Bartleby had entirely misunder¬ 
stood my meaning. I repeated my request in the clear¬ 
est tone I could assume. But in quite as clear a one 
came the previous reply, “I would prefer not to.” 

“Prefer not to,” echoed I, rising in high excitement, 
and crossing the room with a stride. “What do you 
mean? Are you moon-struck? I want you to help me 
compare this sheet here—take it,” and I thrust it toward 
him. 

“I would prefer not to,” said he. 

I looked at him steadfastly. His face was leanly com¬ 
posed; his CTey eye dimly calm. Not a wrinkle of agi¬ 
tation rippled him. Had there been the least uneasi¬ 
ness, anger, impatience or impertinence in his manner; 
in other words, had there been anything ordinarily 
human about him; doubtless I should have violently 
dismissed him from the premises. But as it was, 1 should 
have as soon thought of turning my pale plaster-of-paris 
bust of Cicero out of doors. I stood gazing at him 
awhile, as he went on with his own writing, and then 
reseated myself at my desk. This is very strange, thought 
I. What had one best do? But my business hurried me. 
I concluded to forget the matter for the present, reserv¬ 
ing it for my future leisure. So calling Nippers from 
the other room, the paper was speedily examined. 

A few days after this, Bartleby concluded four 
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lengthy documents, being quadruplicates oi a week’s 
testimony taken before me in mv High Clourt of Cfian- 
rery. It became necessary to examine them. It was an 
important suit, and great accuracy was impeiaiivc. Hav¬ 
ing all things arranged, I called Turkey, Nippeis and 
fiinger Nut from the next room, meaning to pla<c the 
lour copies in the hands of my fcjiir clerks, while I 
should read from the original. Accordingly "1 urkey, 
Nippers and Ginger Nut had taken their .seats in a row, 
each with liis document in hand, when I called to 
Bartlehy to join this interesting group. 

“Bartlebyl quick, I am waiting.” 

I heard a slow scrape of his chair legs on the uncar- 
peted floor, and soon he appeared standing at the en¬ 
trance of his hermitage. 

“What is wanted?” said he mildly, 

“The copies, the copies,” said I hurriedly. “We are 
going to examine them. There”—and I held toward 
him the fourth quadruplicate. 

“I would prefer not to,” he said, and gently disap¬ 
peared behind the screen. 

For a few moments I was turned into a pillar of salt, 
standing at the head of my seated column of clerks. Re¬ 
covering myself, 1 advanced toward the screen, and de- 
maiulecl the reason for such extraordinary conduct. 

"Why do you refuse?” 

“T would prefer n«»t to.” 

With any other man 1 .should have flown outright 
into a dreadful passion, scorned all further words, and 
thrust him ignorniniously from my presence. But (hc're 
was something about Barileby that not only strangely 
di.sarmecl me, but in a wonderful manner umched and 
disconcerted me. I began to rea.son with him. 

“These are your own copies we are about to examine. 
It is labour saving to you, because one examination 
will answer for your four papers. It is common usage. 
Every copvist is bound to help examine his copy. Is it 
nut .so? Will you not speak? Answerl” 
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“I prefer not to,” he replied in a flute-like tone. It 
seemed to me that while I had been addressing him, 
he carefully revolved every statement that I made; 
fully comprehended the meaning; could not gainsay 
the irresistible conclusion; but, at the same time, some 
paramount consideration pr**vailed with him to reply 
as he did. 

“You are decided, then, not to comply with my re¬ 
quest—a request made according to common usage and 
common sense?” 

He briefly gave me to understand that on that point 
my judgment was sound. Yes: his decision was irrever¬ 
sible. 

It is not seldom the case that when a man is brow¬ 
beaten in some unprecedented and violently unreason¬ 
able way, he begins to stagger in his own plainest faith. 
He begins, as it were, vaguely to surmise that, wonder¬ 
ful as it may be, all the justice and all the reason are 
on the other side. Accordingly, if any disinterested per¬ 
sons are present, he turns to them for some reinforce¬ 
ment for his own faltering mind. 

“Turkey,” said I, "what do you think of this? Am I 
not ri^ht?” 

“With submission, sir,” said Turkey, with his bland¬ 
est tone, “I think that you are.” 

“Nippers,” said I, “what do you think of it?” 

“I think I should kick him out of the office.” 

(The reader of nice perceptions will here perceive 
that, it being morning, Turkey’s answer is couched in 
polite and tranquil terms but Nippers’s reply in ill- 
tempered ones. Or, to repeat a previous sentence. Nip¬ 
pers’s ugly mood was on duty, and Turkey’s off.) 

“Ginger Nut,” said I, willing to enlist the smallest 
suffrage in my behalf, “what do you think of it?” 

"I think, sir, he’s a little luny,” replied Ginger Nut, 
with a grin. 

"You hear what they say,” said I, turning towards 
the screen, “come forth and do your duty.” 
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But he vouchsafed no reply. I pondered a moment in 
sore perplexity. But once more business hurried me. I 
determined again to postpone the consideration of 
this dilemma to my future leisure. With a little trouble 
we made out to examine the papers without Bartleby, 
though at every page or two, Turkey deferentially 
dropped his opinion that this proceeding was quite out 
of the common; while Nippers, twitching in his chair 
with a dyspeptic nervousness, ground out between his 
set teeth occasional hissing maledictions against the 
stubborn oaf behind the screen. And for his (Nippers’s) 
part, this was the first and the last time he would do 
another man’s business without pay. 

Meanwhile Bartleby sat in his hermitage, oblivious 
to everything but his own peculiar business there. 

Some days passed, the scrivener being employed upon 
another lengthy work. His late remarkable conduct led 
me to regard his ways narrowly. I observed that he never 
went to dinner; indeed that he never went any where. 
As yet I had never of my personal knowledge known 
him to be outside of my office. He was a perpetual sen¬ 
try in the corner. At about eleven o’clock though, in 
the morning, I noticed that Ginger Nut would advance 
towards the opening in Bartleby’s screen, as if silently 
beckoned thither by a gesture invisible to me where I 
sat. The boy would then leave the office jingling a few 
pence, and reappeai* with a handful of ginger-nuts 
which he delivered in the hermitage, receiving two of 
the cakes for his trouble. 

He lives, then, on ginger-nuts, thought I; never eats 
a dinner, properly speaking; he must be a vegetarian 
then; but no; he never eats even vegetables, he eats 
nothing but ginger-nuts. My mind then ran on in rev¬ 
eries concerning the probable effects upon the human 
constitution of living entirely on ginger-nuts. Ginger- 
nuts are so called because they contain ginger as one of 
their peculiar constituents, and the final flavouring one. 
Now what was ginger? A hot, spicy thing. Was Bartleby 
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hot and spicy? Not at all. Ginger, then, had no effect 
upon Bartleby. Probably he preferred it should have 
none. 

Nothing so aggravates an earnest person as a passive 
resistance. If the individual so resisted be of a not in¬ 
humane temper, and tin: resisting one perfectly harm¬ 
less in his passivity: then, in better moods of the 
former, he will endeavour charitably to construe to his 
imagination what proves impossible to be solved by his 
judgment. Even so, for the most part, I regarded Bar¬ 
tleby and his ways. Poor fellow! thought I, he means 
no mischief; it is plain he intends no insolence; his 
aspect sufficiently evinces that his eccentricities are in¬ 
voluntary. He is useful to me. I can get along with him. 
If I turn him away, the chances are he will fall in with 
some less indulgent employer, and then he will be 
rudely treated, and perhaps driven foith miserably to 
starve. Yes. Here I can cheaply purchase a delicious self¬ 
approval. To befriend Bartleby; to humour him in his 
strange wilfulness, will cost me little or nothing, while 
I lay up in my soul what will eventually prove a sweet 
morsel for my conscience. But this mood was not in¬ 
variable with me. The passiveness of Bartleby some¬ 
times irritated me. I felt strangely goaded on to en¬ 
counter him in new opposition, to elicit some angry 
spark from him answerable to my own. But indeed I 
might as well have essayed to strike fire with my knuck¬ 
les against a hit of Windsor soap. But one afternoon 
the evil impulse in me mastered me, and the following 
little scene ensued: 

“Bartleby,” said I. "when those papers are all cop¬ 
ied. I will compare them with you.” 

“I would prefer not to.” 

“How? Surely you do not mean to persist in that 
mulish vagary.” 

No answer. 

I threw open the folding-doors near by, and turning 
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upon Turkey and Nippers, exclaimed in an excited 
manner: 

"He says, a second time, he won't examine his papers. 
What do you think of it, Turkey?" 

It was afternoon, be it remembered. Turkey sat glow¬ 
ing like a brass boiler, his bald head steaming, his hands 
reeling among his blotted papers. 

"Think of it?" roared Turkey; "I think I’ll just step 
behind his screen, and black his eyes for hiral" 

So saying, Turkey rose to his feet and threw his arms 
into a pugilistic position. He was hurrying away to 
make good his promise, when I detained him, alarmed 
at the effect of incautiously rousing Turkey’s combat¬ 
iveness after dinner. 

"Sit down, Turkey,” said I, "and hear what Nippers 
has to say. What do you think of it, Nippers? Would I 
not be justified in immediately dismissing Bartleby?” 

"Excuse me, that is for you to decide, sir. I think his 
conduct quite unusual, and indeed unjust, as regards 
Turkey and myself. But it may only be a passing whim.” 

“Ah,” exclaimed I, "you have strangely changed 
your mind then—you speak very gently of him now,” 

"All beer,” cried Turkey; "gentleness is effects of 
beer—Nippers and I dined together today. You see how 
gentle / am, sir. Shall I go and black his eyes?" 

"You refer to Bartleby, I suppose. No, not today, Tur¬ 
key," I replied; "pray, put up your fists.” 

I closed the doors, and again advanced towards Bar¬ 
tleby. I felt additional incentives tempting me to my 
fate. I burned to be rebelled against again. I remem¬ 
bered that Bartleby never left the office. 

"Bartleby,” said I, "Ginger Nut is away; just step 
round to the Post Office, won't you? (it was but a three 
minutes’ walk), and see if there is anything for me." 

"I would prefer not to.” 

"You will not?" 

"I prefer not.” 
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I Staggered to my desk, and sat there in a deep study. 
My blind inveteracy returned. Was there any other 
thing in which I could procure myself to be ignomini- 
ously repulsed by this lean, penniless wight?—my hired 
clerk? What added thing is there, peiiectly reasonable, 
that he will be sure to r'^fuse to do? 

"Bartlebyl” 

No answer. 

"Bartleby,” in a louder tone. 

No answer. 

“Bartleby,” I roared. 

Like a very ghost, agreeably to the laws of magical 
invocation, at the third summons, he appeared at the 
entrance of his hermitage. 

“Go to the next room, and tell Nippers to come to 
me. 

“I prefer not to,” he respectfully and slowly said, 
and mildly disappeared. 

“Very good, Bartleby,” said I, in a quiet sort of se¬ 
renely severe self-possessed tone, intimating the unal¬ 
terable purpose of some terrible retribution very close 
at hand. At the moment I half intended something of 
the kind. But upon the whole, as it was drawing towards 
my dinner-hour, I thought it best to put on ray hat and 
walk home for the day, suffering much from perplexity 
and distress of mind. 

Shall I acknowledge it? The conclusion of this whole 
business was, that it soon became a fixed fact of my 
chambers, that a pale young scrivener, by the name of 
Bartleby, had a desk there; that he copied for me at the 
usual rate of four cents a folio (one hundred words); 
but he was permanently exempt from examining the 
work done by him, that duty being transferred to Tur- 
key and Nippers, out of compliment doubtless to their 
superior acuteness; moreover, said Bartleby was never 
on any account to be despatched on the most trivial 
errand of any sort; and that even if entreated to take 
upon him such a matter, it was generally understood 
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that he would prefer not to—in other words, that he 
would refuse point-blank. 

As days passed on, I became considerably reconciled 
to Bartleby. His steadiness, his freedom from all dissi¬ 
pation, his incessant industry ^except when he chose 
to throw himself into a standing revery behind his 
screen), his great stillness, his unalterableness of de¬ 
meanour under all circumstances, made him a valuable 
acquisition. One prime thing was this,—/le was always 
there;—first in the morning, continually through the 
day, and the last at night. I had a singular confidence 
in his honesty. I felt my most precious papers perfectly 
safe in his hands. Sometimes to be sure I could not, 
for the very soul of me, avoid falling into sudden spas¬ 
modic passions with him. For it was exceeding difficult 
to bear in mind all the time those strange peculiarities, 
privileges, and unheard of exemptions, forming the 
tacit stipulations on Bartleby’s part under which he 
remained in my office. Now and then, in the eagerness 
of despatching pressing business, I would inadvertently 
summon Bartleby, in a short, rapid tone, to put his 
finger, say, on the incipient tie of a bit of red tape with 
which I was about compressing some papers. Of course, 
from behind the screen the usual answer, "I prefer not 
to,” was sure to come; and then, how could a human 
creature with the common infirmities of our nature, 
refrain from bitterly exclaiming upwn such perverse¬ 
ness—such unreasonableness. However, every added re¬ 
pulse of this sort which I received only tended to lessen 
the probability of my repeating the inadvertence. 

Here it must be said, that according to the custom of 
most legal gentlemen occupying chambers in densely- 
populated law buildings, there were several keys to my 
door. One was kept by a woman residing in the attic, 
which person weekly scrubbed and daily swept and 
dusted my apartments. Another was kept by Turkey 
for convenience sake. The third I sometimes carried 
in my own pocket. The fourth I knew not who had. 
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Now, one Sunday morning I happened to go to Trin¬ 
ity Church, to hear a celebrated preacher, and finding 
myself rather early on the ground, I thought I would 
walk round to my chambers for awhile. Luckily I had 
my key with me; but upon applying it to the lock, I 
found it resisted by soji^ething inserted from the inside. 
Quite surprised, I called out, when to my consternation 
a key was turned from within; and thrusting his lean 
visage at me, and holding the door ajar, the appari¬ 
tion of Bartleby appeared, in his shirt sleeves, and 
otherwise in a strangely tattered dishabille, saying 
quietly that he was sorry, but he was deeply engaged 
just then, and—preferred not admitting me at present. 
In a brief word or two, he moreover added, that per¬ 
haps I had better walk round the block two or three 
times, and by that time he would probably have con¬ 
cluded his affairs. 

Now, the utterly unsurmised appearance of Bartleby, 
tenanting my lav/-chambers of a Sunday morning, with 
his cadaverously gentlemanly nonchalance, yet withal 
firm and self-possessed, had such a strange effect upon 
me, that incontinently I slunk away from my own door, 
and did as desired. But not without sundry twinges of 
impotent rebellion against the mild effrontery of this 
unaccountable scrivener. Indeed, it was his wonderful 
mildness chiefly, which not only disarmed me, but un¬ 
manned me, as it were. For I (Consider that one, for 
the time, is in a way unmanned when he tranquilly per¬ 
mits his hired clerk to dictate to him, and order him 
away from h: own premises. Furthermore, I was full 
of uneasiness as to what Bartleby could possibly be 
doing in my office in his shirt sleeves, and in an other¬ 
wise dismantled condition of a Sunday morning. Was 
anything amiss going on? Nay, that was out of the 
question. I( was not to be thought of for a moment that 
Bartleby was an immoral person. But what could he 
be doing there—copying? Nay again, whatever might be 
his ecceirtricities, Bartleby was an eminently decorous 
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person. He would be the last man to sit down to his 
desk in any state approaching to nudity. Besides, it was 
Sunday; and there was something about Bartleby that 
forbade the supposition that he would by any secular 
occupation violate the proprieties of the day. 

Nevertheless, my mind was not pacified; and full of 
a restless curiosity, at last I returned to the door. With¬ 
out hindrance I inserted my key, opened it, and en¬ 
tered. Bartleby was not to be seen. I looked round 
anxiously, peeped behind his screen; but it was very 
plain that he was gone. Upon more closely examining 
the place, I surmised that for an indefinite period Bar¬ 
tleby must have ate, dressed, and slept in ray office, and 
that too without plate, mirror, or bed. The cushioned 
seat of a rickety old sofa in one comer bore the faint 
impress of a lean, reclining form. Rolled away under 
his desk, I found a blanket; under the empty grate, a 
blacking box and brush; on a chair, a tin basin, witli 
soap and a ragged towel; in a newspaper a few crumbs 
of ginger-nuts and a morsel of cheese. Yes, thought I, 
it is evident enough that Bartleby has been making his 
home here, keeping bachelor's hall all by himself. Im¬ 
mediately then the thought came sweeping across me. 
What miserable friendlessness and loneliness are here 
revealed! His poverty is great; but his .solitude, how 
horrible! Think of it. Of a Sunday, Wall street is de¬ 
serted as Petra; and every night of every day it is an 
emptine.s.s. This building too, which of week-days hums 
with industry and life, at nightfall echoes with sheer 
vacancy, and all through Sunday is forlorn. And here 
Bartleby makes his home; sole spectator of a solitude 
which he has seen all populous—a sort of innocent 
and transformed Marius brooding among the ruins of 
Carthage! 

For the first time in my life a feeling of overpowering 
stinging melancholy seized me. Before, I had never 
experienced aught but a not-unpleasing sadness. The 
bond of a common humanity now drew me irresistibly 
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to gloom. A fraternal melancholyl For both I and Bar- 
tlehy were sons of Adam. I remembered the bright silks 
and sparkling faces I had seen that day, in gala trim, 
swan-like sailing down the Mississippi of Broadway; 
and I contrasted them with the pallid copyist, and 
thought to myself, Ah, happiness courts the light, so we 
deem the world is ga), but misery hides aloof, so we 
deem that misery there is n .<ne. These sad fancyings— 
chimeras, doubtless, of a sick ai»d silly brain—led on 
to other and more special thoughts, concerning the ec¬ 
centricities of Bartleby. Presentiments of strange dis¬ 
coveries hovered round me. The scrivener’s pale form 
appeared to me laid out, among uncaring strangers, in 
its shivering winding sheet. 

Suddenly I was attracted by Bartleby’s closed desk, 
the key in open sight left in the lock. 

I mean no mischief, seek the gratification of no heart¬ 
less curiosity, thought I; besides, the desk is mine, and 
its contents, too, so I will make bold to look within. 
Everything was methodically arranged, the papers 
smoothly placed. The pigeon holes were deep, and, re¬ 
moving the files of documents, I groped into their re¬ 
cesses. Presently I felt something there, and dragged it 
out. It was an old bandana handkerchief, heavy and 
knotted. T opened it, and saw it was a savings’ bank. 

I now recalled all the quiet mysteries which I had 
noted in the man. I remembered that he never spoke 
but to answer; that though at intervals he had consid¬ 
erable time to himself, yet I had never seen him reading 
—no, not even a newspaper; that for long periods he 
would stand loo’ ing out, at his pale window behind the 
screen, upon the dead brick wall; I was quite sure he 
never visited any refectory or eating-house; while his 
pale face clearly indicated that he never drank beer like 
Turkey, or tea and coffee even, like other men; that he 
never went anywhere in particular that I could learn; 
never went out for a walk, unless indeed that was the 
case at present; that he had declined telling who he was. 
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or whence he came, or whether he had any relatives in 
the world; that though so thin and pale, he never com¬ 
plained of ill health. And more than all, I remembered 
a certain unconscious air of pallid—how shall I call it? 
—of pallid haughtiness, say, or rather an austere reserve 
about him, which had positively awed me into my tame 
compliance with his eccentricities, when I had feared 
to ask him to do the slightest incidental thing for me, 
even though 1 might know, from his long-continued 
motionlessness, that behind his screen he must be stand¬ 
ing in one of those dead-wall reveries of his. 

Revolving all these things, and coupling them with 
the recently discovered fact that he made my office his 
constant abiding place and home, and not forgetful of 
his morbid moodiness; revolving all these things, a pru¬ 
dential feeling began to steal over me. My first emo¬ 
tions had been those of pure melancholy and sincerest 
pity; but just in proportion as the forlornness of Bar- 
tleby grew and grew to my imagination, did that same 
melancholy merge into fear, that pity into repulsion. 
So true it is, and so terrible, too, that up to a certain 
point the thought or sight of misery enlists our best 
affections; but, in certain special cases, beyond that 
point it does not. They err who would assert that in 
variably this is owing to the inherent selfishness of the 
human heart. It rather proceeds from a certain hope¬ 
lessness of remedying excessive and organic ill. To a 
sensitive being, pity is not seldom pain. And when at 
last it is perceived that such pity cannot lead to effectual 
succour, common sense bids the soul be rid of it. What 
I saw that morning persuaded me that the scrivener was 
the victim of innate and incurable disorder. 1 might 
give alms to his body; but his body did not pain him; 
it was his soul that suffered, and his soul I could not 
reach. 

I did not accomplish the purpose of going to Trinity 
Church that morning. Somehow, the things I had seen 
disqualified me for the time from church-going. I 
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walked homeward, thinking what I would do with Bar- 
tleby. Finally, I resolved upon this:—I would put cer¬ 
tain calm questions to him the next morning, touching 
his history, &c., and if he declined to answer them 
openly and unreservedly (and I supposed he would 
prefer not), then to give him a twenty dollar bill over 
and above whatever I migiit owe him, and tell him his 
services were no longer required; hot that if in any other 
way I could assist him, I would be nappy to do so, es¬ 
pecially if he desired to return to his native place, 
wherever that might be, I would willingly help to de¬ 
fray the expenses. Moreover, if, after reaching home, 
he found himself at any time in want of aid, a letter 
from him would be sure of a reply. 

The next morning came, 

“Bartleby,” said I, gently calling to him behind his 
screen. 

No reply. 

“Bartleby,” said I, in a still gentler tone, "come here; 
I am not going to ask you to do anything you would 
prefer not to do—I simply wish to speak to you.” 

Upon this he noiselessly slid into view. 

“Will you tell me, Bartleby, where you were born?” 

“I would prefer not to.” 

“Will you tell me anything about yourself?” 

“I would prefer not to.” 

“But what reasonable objection can you have to 
speak to me? I feel friendly towards you.” 

He did not look at me while I spoke, but kept his 
glance fixed upon my bust of Cicero, which, as I then 
sat, was directly uehind me, some six inches above my 
head. 

“What is your answer, Bartleby?” said I, after wait¬ 
ing a considerable time for a reply, during which his 
countenance remained immovable, only there was the 
faintest conceivable tremor of the white attenuated 
mouth. 
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*‘At present I prefer to give no answer,” he said, and 
retired into his hermitage. 

It was rather weak in me I confess, but his manner 
on this occasion nettled me. Not only did there seem 
to lurk in it a certain calm disdain, but his perverse¬ 
ness seemed ungrateful, considering the undeniable 
good usage and indulgence he had received from me. 

Again 1 sat ruminating what I .should do. Mortified 
as I was at his behaviour, and resolved as I had been to 
dismiss him when I entered my office, nevertheless 1 
strangely felt something superstitious knocking at my 
heart, and forbidding me to carry out my purpose, and 
denouncing me for a villain if I dared to breathe one 
bitter word against this forlornest of mankind. At last, 
familiarly drawing ray chair behind his screen, I sat 
down and said: “Bartleby, never mind then about re¬ 
vealing your history; but let me entreat you, as a friend, 
to comply as far as may be with the usages of this office. 
Say now you will help to examine papers tomorrow or 
next day: in short, say now that in a day or two you 
will begin to be a little reasonable:—say so, Bartleby." 

“At present I would prefer not to be a little reason¬ 
able,” was his mildly cadaverous leply. 

Just then the folding-doors opened, and Nippers ap¬ 
proached. He seemed suffering from an unusually bad 
night's rest, induced by severer indigestion than com¬ 
mon. He overheard those final words of Bartleby. 

“Prefer not, eh?” gritted Nippers—“I’d prefer him, 
if I were you, sir,” addressing me—“I’d prefer him; I’d 
give him preferences, the stubborn mulel What is it, 
sir, pray, diat he prefers not to do now?” 

Bartleby moved not a limb. 

“Mr. Nippers,” said I, “I’d prefer that you would 
withdraw for the present.” 

Somehow, of late I had got into the way of involun¬ 
tarily using this word “prefer” upon all sorts of not 
exactly suitable occasions. And I trembled to think 
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that my contact with the scrivener had already and se¬ 
riously aflEected me in a mental way. And what further 
and deeper aberration might it not yet produce? This 
apprehension had not been without efficacy in deter¬ 
mining me to summary means. 

As Nippers, looking very sour and sulky, was de¬ 
parting, Turkey blandly and deferentially approached. 

“With submission, sir,” said ht, “yesterday I was 
thinking about Bartleby here, and I think that if he 
would but prefer to take a quart of good ale every day, 
it would do much towards mending him, and enabling 
him to assist in examining his papers." 

“So you have got the word, too," said I, slightly ex¬ 
cited. 

"With submission, what word, sir," asked Turkey, re¬ 
spectfully crowding himself into the contracted space 
behind the screen, and by so doing, making me jostle 
the scrivener. “What word, sir?” 

“I would prefer to be left alone here," said Bartleby, 
as if offended at being mobbed in his privacy. 

“That's the word, Turkey,” said 1—“that's it.” 

“Oh, prefer? oh, yes—queer word. I never use it my¬ 
self. But, sir, as I was saying, if he would but prefer—” 

“Turkey," interrupted I, “you will please withdraw." 

“Oh certainly, sir, if you prefer that I should.” 

As he opened the folding-door to retire, Nippers at 
his desk caught a glimpse of rae.^and asked whether I 
would prefer to have a certain paper copied on blue 
paper or white. He did not in the least roguishly ac¬ 
cent the word pi fer. It was plain that it involuntarily 
rolled from his tongue. I thought to myself, surely I 
must get rid of a demented man, who already has in 
some degree turned the tongues, if not the heads, of 
myself and clerks. But I thought it prudent not to break 
the dismission at once. 

The next day I noticed that Bartleby did nothing 
but stand at his window in his dead-wall revery. Upon 
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asking him why he did not write, he said that he had 
decided upon doing no more writing. 

“Why, how now? what next?” exclaimed I, “do no 
more writing?” 

“No more.” 

“And what is the reason?” 

“Do you not see the reason for yourself?” he indif¬ 
ferently replied. 

I looked steadfastly at him, and perceived that his 
eyes looked dull and glazed. Instantly it occurred to 
me, that his unexampled diligence in copying by his 
dim w'indow for the first few weeks of his stay with me 
might have tempoiarily impaired his vision. 

I was touched. I said something in condolence with 
him. I hinted that, of course, he did wisely in abstain¬ 
ing from writing for a while, and urged him to embrace 
that opportunity of taking wholesome exercise in the 
open air. This, however, he did not do. A few days 
after this, my other clerks being absent, and being in 
a great hurry to despatch certain letters by the mad, I 
thought that, having nothing else earthly to do, Bartle¬ 
by would surely be less inflexible than usual, and carry 
these letters to the Post Office. But he blankly declined. 
So, much to my inconvenience, I went myself. 

Still added days went by. Whether Bartleby’s eyes 
improved or not, I could not say. I'o all appearance, I 
thought they did. But when I asked him if they did, he 
vouchsafed no answer. At all events, he would do no 
copying. At last, in reply to my urgings, he informed 
me that he had pennanently given up copying. 

“What!” exclaimed I; “suppose your eyes should get 
entirely well—better than ever before—would you not 
copy then?” 

“I have given up copying,” he answered and slid 
aside. 

He remained, as ever, a fixture in my chamber. Nay 
—if that were possible—he became still more of a fixture 
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than before. What was to be done? He would do noth¬ 
ing in the office: why should he stay there? In plain 
fact, he had now become a millstone to me, not only 
useless as a necklace, but afflictive to bear. Yet I was 
sorry for him. I speak less than truth when I say that, 
on his own account, he occasioned me uneasiness. If 
he would but have named a i^ingle relative or friend, I 
would instantly have written, and urged their taking 
the poor fellow away to some convenient retreat. But 
he seemed alone, absolutely alone in the universe. A 
bit of wreckage in the mid-Atlantic. At length, neces¬ 
sities connected with my business tyrannized over all 
other considerations. Decently as I could, I told Bar- 
tleby that in six days’ time he must unconditionally 
leave the office. I warned him to take measures, in the 
interval, for procuring some other abode. I offered to 
assist him in this endeavour, if he himself would but 
take the first step towards a removal. “And when you 
finally quit me, Bartleby,” added I, “I shall see that 
you go away not entirely unprovided. Six days from 
this hour, remember.’’ 

At the expiration of that period, I peeped behind 
the screen, and lol Bartleby was there. 

I buttoned up my coat, balanced myself; advanced 
slowly towards him, touched his shoulder, and said, 
“The time has come; you must quit this place; I am 
sorry for you; here is money; but^you must go." 

“I would prefer not,’’ he replied, with his back still 
towards me. 

“You must.” 

He remained silent. 

Now I had an unbounded confidence in this man’s 
common honesty. He had frequently restored to me six¬ 
pences and shillings carelessly dropped upon the floor, 
for I am apt to be very reckless in such shirt-button af¬ 
fairs. The proceeding then which followed will not be 
deemed extraordinary. 

“Bartleby,” said I, “I owe you twelve dollars on ac- 
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count; here are thirty-two; the odd twenty are yours. 
—Will you take it?” and I handed the bills towards him. 

But he made no motion. 

“I will leave them here then,” putting them under a 
weight on the table. Then taking my hat and cane and 
going to the door, I tranquilly turned and added— 
“After you have removed your things from these offices, 
Bartleby, you will of course lock the door—since every 
one is now gone for the day but you—and if you please, 
slip your key underneath the mat, so that I may have 
it in the morning. I shall not see you again; .so good-bye 
to you. If hereafter in your new place of abode I can 
be of any service to you, do not fail to advise me by 
letter. Good-bye, Bartleby, and fare you well.” 

But he answered not a word; like the last column 
of some ruined temple, he remained standing mute and 
solitary in the middle of the otherwise deserted room. 

As I walked home in a pensive mood, my vanity got 
the better of my pity. I could not but highly plume 
myself on my masterly management in getting rid of 
Bartleby. Masterly I call it, and such it must appear to 
any dispassionate thinker. The beauty of my procedure 
seemed to consist in its perfect quietness. There was no 
vulgar bullying, no bravado of any sort, no choleric 
hectoring, no striding to and fro across the apartment, 
jerking out vehement commands for Bartleby to bun¬ 
dle himself off with his beggarly traps. Nothing of the 
kind. Without loudly bidding Bartleby depart-as an 
inferior genius might have done—I assumed the ground 
that depart he must; and upon that assumption built 
all I had to say. The more I tnought over my procedure, 
the more 1 was charmed with it. Nevertheless, next 
morning, upon awakening, I had my doubts,—I had 
somehow slept oflF the fumes of vanity. One of the cool¬ 
est and wisest hours a man has, is just after he awakes 
in the morning. My procedure seemed as sagacious as 
ever,—but only in theory. How it would prove in prac¬ 
tice—there was the rub. It was truly a beautiful thought 
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to have assumed Bartleby’s departure; but, after all, 
that assumption was simply my own, and none of Bar¬ 
tleby’s. The great point was, not whether I had assumed 
that he would quit me, but whether he would prefer so 
to do. He was more a man of preferences than assump¬ 
tions. 

After breakfast, I walked down town, arguing the 
probabilities pro and con. One moment I thought it 
would prove a miserable failure, and Bartleby would 
be found all alive at my office as usual; the next moment 
it seemed certain that I should see his chair empty. And 
so I kept veering about. At the corner of Broadway 
and Canal Street, I saw quite an excited group of peo¬ 
ple standing in earnest conversation, 

‘Til take odds he doesn’t,” said a voice as I passed. 

“Doesn’t go?—done!” said I, “put up your money.” 

I was instinctively putting my hand in my pocket to 
produce my own, when I remembered that this was an 
election day. The words I had overheard bore no refer¬ 
ence to Bartleby, but to the success or non-success of 
some candidate for the mayoralty. In my intent frame 
of mind, I had, as it were, imagined that all Broadway 
shared in my excitement, and were debating the same 
question with me. I passed on, very thankful that the 
uproar of the street screened my momentary absent- 
mindedness. 

As I had intended, I was earlior than usual at my of¬ 
fice door. I stood listening for a moment. All was still. 
He must be gone. I tried the knob. The door was 
locked. Yes, my ^'rocedure had worked to a charm; he 
indeed must be vanished. Yet a certain melancholy 
mixed with this: I was almost sorry for my brilliant suc¬ 
cess. I was fumbling under the door mat for the key, 
which Bartleby was to have left there for me, when 
accidentally my knee knocked against a panel, pro¬ 
ducing a summoning sound, and in response a voice 
came to me from within—“Not yet; I am occupied.” 

It was Bartleby. 



Bartleby the Scrivener 121 

I was thunderstruck. For an instant I stood like the 
man who, pipe in mouth, was killed one cloudless after¬ 
noon long ago in Virginia, by summer lightning; at his 
own warm open window he was killed, and remained 
leaning out there upon the dreamy afternoon, till some 
one touched him, and he fell. 

“Not gonel" I murmured at last. But again obeying 
that wondrous ascendency which the inscrutable scriv¬ 
ener had over me~and from which ascendency, for all 
my chafing, I could not completely escape—I slowly 
went down stairs and out into the street, and while 
walking round the block, considered what I should 
next do in this unheard-of perplexity. Turn the man 
out by an actual thrusting I could not; to drive him 
away by calling him hard names would not do; calling 
in the police was an unpleasant idea; and yet, permit 
him to enjoy his cadaverous triumph over me,—this 
too I could not think of. What was to be done? or, if 
nothing could be done, was there anything further that 
I could assume in the matter? Yes, as before I had pro¬ 
spectively assumed that Bartleby would depart, so now 
I might retrospectively assume that departed he was. In 
the legitimate carrying out of this assumption, I might 
enter my office in a great hurry, and pretending not to 
see Bartleby at all, walk straight against him as if he 
were air. Such a proceeding would in a singular degree 
have the appearance »of a home-thrust. It was hardly 
possible that Bartleby could withstand such an applica¬ 
tion of the doctrine of assumptions. But, upon second 
thought, the success of the plan seemed rather dubious. 
I resolved to argue the matter over with him again. 

“Bartleby," said I, entering the office, with a quietly 
severe expression, “I am seriously displeased. I am 
pained, Bartleby. I had thought better of you. I had 
imagined you of such a gentlemanly organization, that 
in any delicate dilemma a slight hint would suffice— 
in short, an assumption: but it appears I am deceived. 
Why,” I added, unaffectedly starting, “you have not 
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even touched that money yet,” pointing to it, just 
where I had left it the evening previous. 

He answered nothing. 

“Will you, or will you not, quit me?” I now de¬ 
manded in a sudden passion, advancing close to him. 

"I would prefer not u. quit you,” he replied, gently 
emphasizing the not. 

“What earthly right have you to stay here? Do you 
pay any rent? Do you pay my taxes? Or is this property 
yours?” 

He answered nothing. 

“Are you ready to go on and write now? Are your 
eyes recovered? Could you copy a small paper for me 
this morning? or help examine a few lines? or step 
round to the Post Office? In a word, will you do any 
thing at all, to give a colouring to your refusal to de¬ 
part the premises?” 

He silently retired into his hermitage. 

I was now in such a state of nervous resentment that 
I thought it but prudent to check myself, at present, 
from further demonstrations. Bartleby and I were 
alone. I remembered the tragedy of the unfortunate 
Adams and the still more unfoitunate Colt in the soli¬ 
tary office of the latter; and how poor Colt, being dread¬ 
fully incensed by Adams, and imprudently permitting 
himself to get wildly excited, was at unawares hurried 
into his fatal act—an act which cesrtainly no man could 
possibly deplore more than the actor himself. Often it 
had occurred lo me in my ponderings upon the subject, 
that had that a'tcrcation taken place in the public 
street, or at a private residence, it woidd not have termi¬ 
nated as it did. It was the circumstance of being alone 
in a solitary office, upstairs, of a building entirely un¬ 
hallowed by humanizing domestic associations—an 
uncarpeted office, doubtless, of a dusty, haggard sort 
of appearance;—this it must have been, which greatly 
helped to enhance the irritable desperation of the hap¬ 
less Colt. 
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But when this old Adam of resentment rose in me 
and tempted me concerning Bartleby, I grappled him 
and threw him. How? Why, simply by recalling the 
divine injunction: “A new commandment ^ive I unto 
you, that ye love one another.” Yes, this it was that 
saved me. Aside from higher considerations, charity 
often operates as a vastly wise and prudent principle— 
a great safeguard to its possessor. Men have committed 
murder for jealousy's sake, and anger’s sake, and 
hatred’s sake, and selfishness’ sake, and spiritual pride’s 
sake; but no man that ever I heard of, ever committed 
a diabolical murder for sweet charity’s sake. Mere self- 
interest, then, if no better motive can be enlisted, 
should, especially with high-tempered men, prompt all 
beings to charity and philanthropy. At any rate, upon 
the occasion in question, I strove to drown my exasper¬ 
ated feelings toward the scrivener by benevolently con¬ 
struing his conduct. Poor fellow, poor fellowl thought I, 
he doesn’t mean anything; and besides, he has seen 
hard times, and ought to be indulged. 

I endeavoured also immediately to occupy myself, 
and at the same time to comfort my despondency. I 
tried to fancy that in the course of the morning, at such 
time as might prove agreeable to him, Bartleby, of his 
own free accord, would emerge from his hermitage, and 
take up some decided line of march in the direction of 
the door. But no. Half-past twelve o’clock came; Tur¬ 
key began to glow in the face, overturn his inkstand, 
and become generally obstreperous; Nippers abated 
down into quietude and courtesy; Ginger Nut munched 
his noon apple; and Bartleby remained standing at his 
window in one of his profoundest dead-wall reveries. 
Will it be credited? Ought I to acknowledge it? That 
afternoon I left the office without saying one further 
word to him. 

Some days now passed, during which at leisure inter¬ 
vals I looked a little into "Edwards on the Will,” and 
"Priestley on Necessity.” Under the circumstances. 
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those books induced a salutary feeling. Gradually I 
slid into the persuasion that these troubles of mine, 
touching the scrivener, had been all predestinated from 
eternity, and Bartleby was billeted upon me for some 
mysterious purpose of an all-wise Providence, which it 
was not for a mere mortal like me to fathom. Yes, Bar¬ 
tleby, stay there behind screen, thought I; I shall 
persecute you no more; you are harmless and noise¬ 
less as any of these old chairs; in short, I never feel so 
private as when I know you are here. At least T see 
it, I feel it; 1 penetrate to the predestinated purpose of 
my life. I am content. Others may have loftier parts to 
enact; but my mission in this world, Bartleby, is to fur¬ 
nish you with office room for such period as you may 
see fit to remain. 

I believe that this wise and blessed frame of mind 
would have continued with me had it not been for the 
unsolicited and uncharitable remarks obtruded upon 
me by my professional friends who visited the rooms. 
But thus it often is, that the constant friction ot illib¬ 
eral minds wears out at last the best resolves of tbe 
more generous. Though to be sure, when I reflected 
upon it, it was not strange that people entering my 
office should be struck by the peculiar aspect of the 
unaccountable Bartleby, and so be tempted to throw 
out some sinister observations concerning him. Some¬ 
times an attorney having business with me, and call¬ 
ing at my office, and finding no One but the scrivener 
there, would undertake to obtain some sort of precise 
information from him touching my whereabouts; but 
without heeding his idle talk, Bartleby would remain 
standing immovable in the middle of the room. So, 
after contemplating him in that position for a time, the 
attorney would depart, no wiser than he came. 

Also, when a Reference was going on, and the room 
full of lawyers, and witnesses and business was driving 
fast, some deeply occupied legal gentleman present, 
seeing Ji.Trrlcby wholly unemployed, would request him 
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to run round to his (the legal gentleman’s) office and 
fetch some papers for him. Thereupon, Bartleby would 
tranquilly decline, and yet remain idle as before. Then 
the lawyer would give a great stare, and turn to me. 
And what could I say? At last I was made aware that 
all through the circle of my professional acquaintance, 
a whisper of wonder was running round, having refer¬ 
ence to the strange creature I kept at my office. This 
worried me very much. And as the idea came upon me 
of his possibly turning out a long-lived man, and keep 
occupying my chambers, and denying my authority; 
and perplexing my visitors; and scandalizing my pro¬ 
fessional reputation; and casting a general gloom over 
the premises; keeping soul and body together to the 
last upon his savings (for doubtless he spent but half 
a dime a day), and in the end perhaps outlive me, and 
claim possession of my office by right of his perpetual 
occupancy; as all these dark anticipations crowded 
upon me more and more, and my friends continually 
intruded their relentless remarks upon the apparition 
in my room, a great change was wrought in me. I re¬ 
solved to gather all my faculties together, and for ever 
rid me of this intolerable incubus. 

Ere revolving any complicated project, however, 
adapted to this end, I first simply suggested to Bartleby 
the propriety of his permanent departure. In a calm 
and serious tone, I commended the idea to his careful 
and mature consideration. But having taken three days 
to meditate upon it, he apprised me that his original 
determination remained the same; in short, that he still 
preferred to abide with me. 

What shall I do? I now said to myself, buttoning up 
my coat to the last button. What shall I do? what ought 
I to do? what does conscience say I should do with 
this man, or rather ghost? Rid myself of him, I must; go, 
he shall. But how? You will not thrust him, the poor, 

f )ale, passive mortal,—you will not thrust such a nelp- 
ess creature out of your door? you will not dishonour 
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yourself by such cruelty? No, I will not, I cannot do 
that. Rather would I let him live and die here, and 
then mason up his remains in the wall. What then will 
you do? For all your coaxing, he will not budge. Bribes 
he leaves under your own paper-weight on your table; 
in short, it is quite plain »hat he prefers to cling to you. 

Then something severe, soir.^thing unusual must be 
done. What! surely you will not h.'ve him collared by 
a constable, and commit his innocent pallor to the com¬ 
mon jail? And upon what ground could you procure 
such a thing to be done?—a vagrant, is he? What! he a 
vagrant, a wanderer, who refuses to budge? It is because 
he will not be a vagrant, then, that you seek to count 
him as a vagrant. That is too absurd. No visible means 
of support: there I have him. Wrong again: for indubi¬ 
tably he does support himself, and that is the only 
unanswerable proof that any man can show of his pos¬ 
sessing the means so to do. No more then. Since he 
will not quit me, I must quit him. I will change my 
offices; I will move elsewhere; and give him fair notice, 
that if I find him on my new premises I will then pro¬ 
ceed against him as a common trespasser. 

Acting accordingly, next day I thus addressed him: 
“I find these chambers too far from the City Hall; the 
air is unwholesome. In a word, I propose to remove 
my offices next week, and shall no longer require your 
services. I tell you this now, in order that you may seek 
another place.” * 

He made no reply, and nothing more was said. 

On the appointed day I engaged carts and men, pro¬ 
ceeded to my chambers, and having but little furni¬ 
ture, everything was removed in a few hours. Through¬ 
out all, the scrivener remained standing behind the 
screen, which I directed to be removed the last thing. 
It was withdrawn; and being folded up like a huge 
folio, left him the motionless occupant of a naked 
room. I stood in the entry watching him a moment, 
while something from within me upbraided me. 
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I re-entered, with my hand in my pocket—and—and 
my heart in my mouth. 

“Good-bye, Bartleby; I am going—good-bye, and God 
some way bless you; and take that," slipping something 
in his hand. But it dropped upon the floor and then- 
strange to say—I tore myself from him whom I had so 
longed to be rid of. 

Established in my new quarters, for a day or two I 
kept the door locked, and started at every footfall in 
the passages. When I returned to my rooms after any 
little absence, I would pause at the threshold for an 
instant, and attentively listen, ere applying my key. 
But these fears were needless. Bartleby never came nigh 
me. 

I thought all was going well, when a perturbed look¬ 
ing stranger visited me, inquiring whether I was the 
person who had recently occupied rooms at No. — 
Wall street. 

Full of forebodings, I replied that I was. 

“Then sir,” said the stranger, who proved a lawyer, 
“you are responsible for the man you left there. He 
refuses to do any copying, he refuses to do anything; 
and he says he prefers not to; and he refuses to quit 
the premises.” 

“I am very sorry, sir,” said I, with assumed tranquil¬ 
lity, but an inwaid tremor, “but, really, the man you 
allude to is nothing tq me—he is no relation or appren¬ 
tice of mine, that you should hold me responsible for 
him." 

“In mercy's name, who is he?” 

“I certainly cannot inform you. I know nothing 
about him. Formerly I employed him as a copyist; but 
he has done nothing for me now for some time past.” 

“I shall settle him then,—good morning, sir.” 

Several days passed, and I heard nothing more; and 
though I often felt a charitable prompting to call at the 
place and see poor Bartleby, yet a certain squeamish¬ 
ness of I know not what withheld me. 
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All is over with him, by this time, thought I at last, 
when through another week no further intelligence 
reached me. But coming to my room the day after, I 
found several persons waiting at my door in a high 
state of nervous excitement. 

“That's the man—here L'* comes,” cried the foremost 
one, whom 1 recognized as the lawyer who had pre¬ 
viously called upon me alone. 

“You must take him away, sir, at once,” cried a portly 
person among them, advancing upon me, and whom I 
knew to be the landlord of No. — Wall street. “These 
gentlemen, my tenants, cannot stand it any longer; 

Mr. B-,” pointing to the lawyer, “has turned him 

out of his room, and be now persists in haunting the 
building generally, sitting upon the banisters of tlie 
stairs by day, and sleeping in the entry by night. Every¬ 
body here is concerned; clients are leaving the offices; 
some fears are entertained of a mob; something you 
must do, and that without delay.” 

Aghast at this torrent, I fell back before it, and would 
fain have locked myself in my new quarters. In vain I 
persisted that Bartleby was nothing to me—no more 
than to any one else there. In vain:—I was the last 
person known to have anything to do with him, and 
they held me to the terrible account. Fearful then of 
being exposed in the papers (as one person present ob¬ 
scurely threatened) I considered the matter, and at 
length said, that if the lawyer would give me a confi¬ 
dential interview with the scrivener, in his (the law¬ 
yer’s) own room, I would that afternoon strive my best 
to rid them of the nuisance they complained of. 

Going up stairs to my old haunt, there was Bartleby 
silently sitting upon the banister at the landing. 

“What are you doing here, Bartleby?” said I. 

“Sitting upon the banister,” he mildly replied. 

I motioned him into the lawyer's room, who then left 
us. 

“Bartleby,” said I, “are you aware that you are the 
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cause of great tribulation to me, by persisting in oc¬ 
cupying the entry after being dismissed from the office?” 

No answer. 

“Now one of two things must take place. Either you 
must do something, or something must be done to you. 
Now what sort of business would you like to engage in? 
Would you like to re-engage in copying for some one?” 

"No; I would prefer not to make any change.” 

"Would you like a clerkship in a dry-goods store?” 

"There is too much confinement about that. No, 1 
would not like a clerkship; but I am not particular.” 

"Too much confinement,” 1 cxied, "why you keep 
yourself confined all the timel” 

"I would prefer not to take a clerkship,” he rejoined, 
as if to settle that little item at once. 

"How would a bartender’s business suit you? There 
is no trying of the eyesight in that.” 

"I would not like it at all; though, as I said before, 
I am not particular.” 

His unwonted wordiness inspirited me, I returned to 
the charge. 

“Well then, would you like to travel through the 
country collecting bills for the merchants? 7’hat would 
improve your health.” 

"No, I would prefer to be doing something else.” 

“How then would going as a companion to Europe 
to entertain some youyg gentleman with your conver¬ 
sation,—how would that suit you?” 

"Not at all. It does not strike me that there is any¬ 
thing definite about that. I like to be stationary. But I 
am not particular.” 

"Stationary you shall be then,” I cried, now losing 
all patience, and for the first time in all my exasperating 
connection with him fairly Hying into a passion. "It 
you do not go away from these premises before night, 
I shall feel bound—indeed I am bound—to—to—to unit 
the premises myself 1” I rather absurdly concluded, 
knowing not with what possible threat to try to frighten 
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his immobility into compliance. Despairing of all fur¬ 
ther efforts, I was precipitately leaving him, when a 
final thought occurred to me—one which had not been 
wholly unindulged before. 

“Bartleby,” said I, in the kindest tone I could assume 
under such exciting circumstances, "will you go home 
with me now—not to my cPice, but my dwclling--and 
remain there till we can conciude upon some cc^nven- 
ient arrangement for you at our leisure? Come, let us 
start now, right away.” 

“No: at present I would prefer not to make any 
change at all.” 

I answered nothing; but effectually dodging every 
one by the suddenness and rapidity of my flight, rushed 
from the building, ran up Wall street toward Broad¬ 
way, and then jumping into the first omnibus was soon 
removed from pursuit. As soon as tranquillity returnefl 
I distinctly perceived that I had now done all that I 
possibly could, both in respect to the demands of the 
landlord and his tenants, and with regard to my own 
desire and sense of duty, to benefit Bartleby, and shield 
him from rude persecution. I now strove to be entirely 
carefree and quiescent; and my conscience justifiof! 
me in the attempt; though indeed it was not so sue 
cessful as I could have wished. So fearful was I of being 
again hunted out by the incensed landlord and his ex 
asperated tenants, that, surrendering my business i<j 
Nippers, for a few days T drove about the upper par* 
of the town and through the suburbs, in my rockaway; 
crossed over tc Jersey City anid Hoboken, and paid fugi¬ 
tive visits to Manhattanville and Astoria. In fact I al¬ 
most lived in my rockaway for the time. 

When again I entered my office, lo, a note from the 
landlord lay upon the desk. I opened it with trembling 
hands. It informed me that the writer had sent to the 
police, and had Bartleby removed to the Tombs as a 
vagrant. Moreover, since I knew more about him than 
any one else, he wished me to appear at that place, and 
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make a suitable statement of the facts. These tidings 
had a conflicting effect upon me. At first I was indig¬ 
nant; but at last almost approved. The landlord’s 
energetic, summary disposition had led him to adopt 
a procedure which I do not think I would h.ive decided 
upon myself; and yet as a last resort, under such pe¬ 
culiar circumstances, it seemed the only plan. 

As I afterwards learned, the poor scrivener, when 
told that he must be conducted to the Tombs, olfered 
not the slightest obstacle, but in his own pale, unmov¬ 
ing way silently acquiesced. 

Some of the compassionate and curious bystanders 
joined the party; and headed by one of the constables, 
arm-in-arm witli Bartleby the silent procession filed its 
way through all the noise, and heat, and joy of the 
roaring thoroughfares at noon. 

The same day 1 received the note I went to the 
Tombs, or, to speak more properly, the Halls of Justice. 
Seeking the right officer, I stated the purpose of my 
call, and was informed that the individual f described 
was indeed within. I then Assured the functionary that 
Bartleby was a perfectly honest man, and greatly to be 
a compassionated (however unaccountable) eccentric. 
I narrated all 1 knew, and closed by suggesting the idea 
of letting him remain in as indulgent confinement as 
possible till something less harsh might be done— 
though indeed I hardly knew what. At all events, if 
nothing else could be decided upon, the alms-house 
must receive him. I then begged to have an interview. 

Being under no disgraceful charge, and quite serene 
and harmless in- all his ways, they had permitted him 
freely to wander about the prison, and especially in 
the inclosed grass-platted yards thereof. And so I found 
him there, standing all alone in the quietest of the 
yards, his face toward a high wall-while all around, 
from the narrow slits of the jail windows, I thought I 
saw peering out upon him the eyes of murderers and 
thieves. 
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"Bartlebyl” 

"I know you,” he said, without looking round,—“and 
I want nothing to say to you.” 

"It was not I that brought you here, Bartleby,” said 
I, keenly pained at his implied suspicion. “And to you, 
this should not be so viic place. Nothing reproachful 
attaches to you by being here. And see, it is not so sad a 
place as one might think. Look, there is the sky and 
here is the grass.” 

“I know where I am,” he replied, but would say 
nothing more, and so I left him. 

As I entered the corridor again a broad, meat-like 
man in an apron accosted me, and jerking his thumb 
over his shoulder said—“Is that your friend?” 

“Yes.” 

“Does he want to starve? If he does, let him live on 
the prison fare, that’s all.” 

“Who are you?” asked I, not knowing what to make 
of such an unofficially speaking person in such a place. 

“I am the grub-man. Such gentlemen as have friends 
here, hire me to provide them with something good to 
eat.” 

“Is this so?" said I, turning to the turnkey. 

He said it was. 

“Well then,” said I, slipping some silver into the 
grub-man’s hands (for so they called him), “I want you 
to give particular attention to mj; friend there; let him 
have the best dinner you can get. And you must be as 
polite to him as possible.” 

“Introduce ri..e, will you?” said the grub-man, look¬ 
ing at me with an expression which seemed to say he 
was all impatience for an opportunity to give a speci¬ 
men of his breeding. 

Thinking it would prove of benefit to the scrivener, I 
acquiesced; ..nd asking the grub-man his name, went 
up with him to Bartleby. 

“Bartleby, this is Mr. Cutlets; you will find him very 
useful to you.” 
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“Your sarvant, sir, your sarvant,” said the grub-man, 
making a low salutation behind his apron. “Hope you 
find it pleasant here, sir;—spacious grounds—cool apart¬ 
ments, sir—hope you'll stay with us some time—try to 
make it agreeable. May Mrs. Cutlets and I have the 
pleasure of your company to dinner, sir, in Mrs. Cut¬ 
lets’ private room?” 

“I prefer not to dine today,” said Bartleby, turning 
away. “It would disagree with me; I am unused to din¬ 
ners.” So saying, he slowly moved to the other side of 
the inclosure and took up a position fronting the dead- 
wall. 

“How’s this?” said the grub-man, addressing me with 
a stare of astonishment. “He’s odd, ain’t he?” 

“I think he is a little deranged,” said I, sadly. 

“Deranged? deranged is it? Well now, upon my word, 
I thought that friend of yourn was a gentleman forger; 
they are always pale and genteel-like, them forgers. I 
can’t help pity ’em—can’t help it, sir. Did you know 
Monroe Edwards?” he added touchingly, and paused. 
Then, laying his hand pityingly on my shoulder, sighed, 
“he died of the consumption at Sing-Sing. So you 
weren't acquainted with Monroe?” 

“No, I was never socially acquainted with any forgers. 
But I cannot stop longer, l.ook to my friend yonder. 
You will not lose by it. I will see you again.” 

Some few days afte'; this, I again obtained admission 
to the Tombs, and went through the corridors in quest 
of Bartleby; but without finding him. 

“I saw him coming from his cell not long ago,” said 
a turnkey, “maybe he’s gone to loiter in the yards.” 

So I went in that direction. 

“Are you looking for the silent man?” said another 
turnkey passing me. “Yonder he lies—sleeping in the 
yard there. 'Tis not twenty minutes since I saw him lie 
down.” 

The yard was entirely quiet. It was not accessible to 
the common prisoners. The surrounding walls, of amaz- 
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ing thickness, kept ofiE all sounds behind them. The 
Egyptian character of the masonry weighed upon me 
with its gloom. But a soft imprisoned turf grew under 
foot. The heart of the eternal pyramids, it seemed, 
wherein by some strange magic, through the clefts 
grass-seed, dropped by bu'ds, had sprung. 

Strangely huddled at the base of the wall—his knees 
drawn up, and lying on his side, tiis head touching the 
cold stones—1 saw the wasted Bartleby. But nothing 
stirred. I paused; then went close up to him; stooped 
over, and saw that his dim eyes were open; otherwise 
he seemed profoundly sleeping. Something prompted 
me to touch him. I felt his hand, when a tingling shiver 
ran up my arm and down my spine to my feet. 

The round face of the grub-man peered upon me 
now. “His dinner is ready. Won’t he dine today, either? 
Or does he live without dining?” 

“Lives without dining,” said I, and closed the eyes. 

“Ehl—He’s asleep, ain't he?” 

“With kings and counsellors,” murmured I. 

There would seem little need for proceeding further 
in this history. Imagination will readily supply the 
meagre recital of poor Bartleby’s interment. But ere 
parting with the reader, let me say, that if this little 
narrative has sufficiently interested him, to awaken 
curiosity as to who Bartleby was,, and what manner of 
life he led prior to the present narrator’s making his 
acquaintance, I can only reply, that in such curiosity I 
fully share—bu. am wholly unable to gratify it. Yet 
here I hardly know whether I should divulge one little 
item of rumour, which came to my ear a few months 
after the scrivener’s decease. Upon what basis it rested, 
I could never ascertain; and hence, how true it is I 
cannot now tjll. But inasmuch as this vague report has 
not been without a certain strange suggestive interest to 
me, however sad, it may prove the same with some 
others; and so I will briefly mention it. The report was 
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this: that Bartleby had been a subordinate clerk in the 
Dead Letter Office at Washington, from which he had 
been suddenly removed by a change in the administra¬ 
tion. When I think over this rumour I cannot ade¬ 
quately express the emotions which seize me. Dead let¬ 
ters! does it not sound like dead men? Conceive a man 
by nature and misfortune prone to a pallid hopeless¬ 
ness: can any business seem more fitted to heighten it 
than that of continually handling these dead letters, 
and assorting them for the flamesr' For by the cartload 
they are annually burned. Sometimes Irom out the 
folded paper the pale cleik takes a ring:-the fingei it 
was meant for, perhaps, moulders in the grave; a bank¬ 
note sent in swiftest charity:- he whom it would relieve, 
nor eats iXir hungers any more; pardon for those who 
died despairing; hope for those who died unhojiing; 
good tidings for those who died stifled by unrelieved 
calamities. On etrands of life, the.se letters speed to 
death. 

Ah Bartleby I Ah humanity? 

m3 
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Animals talk to each other, of course. There can be no 
question about that; but I suppose there are very few 
people who can understand them. I never knew but one 
man who could. I knew he could, however, because he 
told me so himself. He was a middle-aged, simple- 
hearted miner who had lived in a lonely corner of Cali¬ 
fornia, among the woods and mountains, a good many 
years, and had studied the ways of his only neighbors, 
the beasts and the birds, until he believed he could 
accurately translate any remark which they made. This 
was Jim Baker. According to Jin^ Baker, some animals 
have only a limited education, and use only very simple 
words, and scarcely ever a comparison or a flowery fig¬ 
ure, whereas, cer ain other animals have a large vocabu¬ 
lary, a fine command of language and a ready and fluent 
delivery; consequently these latter talk a great deal; 
they like it; they are conscious of their talent, and they 
enjoy "showing off.” Baker said, that after long and 
careful obser ation, he had come to the conclusion 
that the bluejays were the best talkers he had found 
among birds and beasts. Said he: 

"There’s more to a bluejay than any other creature. 
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He has got more moods, and more different kinds of 
feelings than other creatures; and, mind you, whatever 
a bluejay feels, he can put into language. And no mere 
commonplace language, either, but rattling, out-and- 
out book-talk—and bristling with metaphor, too—just 
bristlingl And as for command of language—why you 
never see a bluejay get stuck for a word. No man ever 
did. They just boil out of him! And another thing: 
I’ve noticed a good deal, and there’s no bird, or cow, or 
anything that uses as good grammar as a bluejay. You 
may say a cat uses good grammar. Well, a cat does—but 
you let a cat get excited once; you let a cat get to pull¬ 
ing fur with another cat on a shed, nights, and you’ll 
hear grammar that will give you the lockjaw. Ignorant 
people think it’s the noise which fighting cats make that 
IS so aggravating, but it ain’t so; it’s the sickening gram¬ 
mar they use. Now I've never heard a jay use bad gram¬ 
mar but very seldom; and when they do, they are as 
ashamed as a human; they shut right down and leave. 

“You may call a jay a bird. Well, so he is, in a meas¬ 
ure—because he’s got feathers on him, and don’t belong 
to no church, perhaps; but otherwise he is just as much 
a human as you be. And I’ll tell you for why. A jay’s 
gifts, and instincts, and feelings, and interests, cover 
the whole gjround. A jay hasn’t got any more principle 
than a Congressman. A jay will lie, a jay will steal, a 
jay will deceive, a jay will betray; and four times out of 
five, a jay will go back on his solemnest promise. 7'he 
sacredness of an obligation is a thing which you can’t 
cram into no bluejay’s head. Now, on top of all this, 
there’s another thing; a jay can outswear any gentleman 
in the mines. You think a cat can swear. Well, a cat can; 
but you give a bluejay a subject that calls for his reserve- 
powers, and where is your cat? Don’t talk to me—I know 
too much about this thing. And there’s yet another 
thing; in the one little particular of scolding—just good, 
clean, out-and-out scolding—a bluejay can lay over any¬ 
thing, human or divine. Yes, sir, a jay is everything that 
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a man is. A jay can cry, a jay can laugh, a jay can feel 
shame, a jay can reason and plan and discuss, a jay likes 
gossip and scandal, a jay has got a sense of humor, a 
jay knows when he is an ass just as well as you do— 
maybe better. If a jay ain’t human, he better take in his 
sign, that’s all. Now I'lU going to tell you a perfectly 
true fact about some blue]ays. 

“When I first begun to understand jay language cor¬ 
rectly, there was a little incident happiened here. Seven 
years ago, the last man in this region but me moved 
away. There stands his house,—been empty ever since; a 
log house, with a plank roof—just one big room, and 
no more; no ceiling—nothing between the rafters and 
the floor. Well, one Sunday morning I was sitting out 
here in front of my cabin, with my cat, taking the sun, 
and looking at the blue hills, and listening to the leaves 
rustling so lonely in the trees, and thinking of the home 
away yonder in the states, that I hadn’t heard from in 
thirteen years, when a bluejay lit on that bouse, with 
an acorn in his mouth, and says, ‘Hello, I reckon I’ve 
struck something.’ When he spoke, the acorn dropped 
out of his mouth and rolled down the roof, of course, 
but he didn’t care; his mind was all on the thing he 
had struck. It was a knot-hole in the roof. He cocked 
his head to one side, shut one eye and put the other one 
to the hole, like a ’possum looking down a jug; then he 
glanced up with his bright eye^, ^ave a wink or two 
with his wings—which signifies gratification, you under¬ 
stand,—and says, ‘It looks like a hole, it’s located like a 
hole,—blamed i*^ I don't believe it is ft hole!’ 

“Then he cocked his head down and took another 
look; he glances up perfectly joyful, this time; winks his 
wings and his tail both, and says, ‘Oh, no, this ain’t no 
fat thing, I reckon! If I ain’t in luck!—why it’s a per¬ 
fectly elegant hole!’ .So he flew down and got that acorn, 
and fetched it up and dropped it in, and was just tilting 
bis head back, with the heavenliest smile on his face, 
when all of a sudden he was paralyzed into a listening 
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attitude and that smile faded gradually out of his coun¬ 
tenance like breath off’n a razor, and the queerest look 
of surprise took its place. Then he says, ‘Why, I didn't 
hear it falll’ He cocked his eye at the hole again, and 
took a long look; raised up and shook his head; stepped 
around to the other side of the hole and took another 
look from that side; shook his head again. He studied a 
while, then he just went into the details—walked round 
and round the hole and spied into it from every point 
of the compass. No use. Now he took a thinking atti¬ 
tude on the comb of the roof and scratched the back of 
his head with his right foot a minute, and finally says, 
‘Well, it’s too many for me, that’s certain; must be a 
mighty long hole; however, I ain’t got no time to fool 
around here, I got to ’tend to business; I reckon it’s all 
right—chance it, anyway.’ 

“So he flew off and fetched another acorn and 
dropped it in, and tried to flirt his eye to the hole quick 
enough to see what become of it, but he was too late. 
He held his eye there as much as a minute; then he 
raised up and sighed, and says, ‘Confound it, I don’t 
seem to understand this thing, no way; however. I'll 
tackle her again.’ He fetched another acorn, and done 
his level best to see what become of it, but he couldn’t. 
He says, ‘Well, I never struck no such a hole as this 
before; I’m of the opinion it’s a totally new kind of a 
hole.’ Then he begun to gel mad. He held in for a spell, 
walking up and down the comb of the roof and shaking 
his head and muttering to himself; but his feelings got 
the upper hand of him, presently, and he broke loose 
and cussed himself black in the face. I never see a bird 
take on so about a little thing. When he got through 
he walks to the hole and looks in again for half a min¬ 
ute; then he says, ‘Well, you’re a long hole, and a deep 
hole, and a mighty singular hole altogether—but I’ve 
started in to fill you, and I’m d—d if I don’t fill you, if it 
takes a hundred years!’ 

“And with that, away he went. You never see a bird 
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work so since you was born. He laid into his work like a 
nigger, and the way he hove acorns into that hole for 
about two hours and a half was one of the most exciting 
and astonishing spectacles I ever struck. He never 
stopped to take a look any more—he just hove ’em in 
and went for more. Well, last he could hardly Hop his 
wings, he was so tuckered out. He comes a-drooping 
down, once more, sweating like an ice-pitcher, drops 
his acorn in and says, ‘Now 1 guess I've got the bulge on 
you by this tirael' So he bent down for a look. If you’ll 
believe me, when his head come up again he was just 
pale with rage. He says, ‘I’ve shoveled acorns enough 
in there to keep the family thirty years, and if I can see 
a sign of one of ’em I wish I may land in a museum with 
a belly full of sawdust in two minutesl' 

“He just had strength enough to crawl up on to the 
comb and lean his back agin the chimbly, and then he 
collected his impressions and begun to free his mind. I 
see in a second that what I had mistook for profanity 
in the mines was only just the rudiments, as you may 
say. 

“Another jay was going by, and heard him doing his 
devotions, and stops to inquire what was up. The suf¬ 
ferer told him the whole circumstance, and says, ‘Now 
yonder’s the hole, and if you dcui’t believe me, go and 
look for yourself.’ So this fellow went and looked, and 
comes back and says, ‘How many did you say you put 
in there?’ ‘N'/t any less than two tons,’ says the sufferer. 
The other jay went and looked again. He couldn’t seem 
to make it out, so he raised a yell, and three more jays 
come. They all examined the hole, they all made the 
sufferer tell it over again, then they all discussed it, and 
got off as many leather-headed opinions about it as an 
average crowd of humans could have done. 

“They called in more jays; then more and more, till 
pretty soon this whole region ’peared to have a blue 
flush about it. There must have been five thousand of 
them; and such another jawing and disputing and 
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ripping and cussing, you never heard. Every jay in the 
whole lot put his eye to the hole and delivered a more 
chuckle-headed opinion about the mystery than the 
jay that went there before him. They examined the 
house all over, too. The door was standing half open, 
and at last one old jay happened to go and light on it 
and look in. Of course, that knocked the mystery galley- 
west in a second. There lay the acorns, scattered all 
over the floor. He flopped his wings and raised a whoop. 
‘Come here!' he says, ‘Come here, everybody; hang’d 
if this fool hasn’t been trying to fill up a house with 
acornsl’ They all came a-swooping down like a blue 
cloud, and as each fellow lit on the door and took a 
glance, the whole absurdity of the contract that that 
first jay had tackled hit him home and he fell over 
backwards suffocating with laughter, and the next jay 
took his place and done the same. 

“Well, sir, they roosted around here on the house¬ 
top and the trees for an hour, and guffawed over that 
thing like human beings. It ain't any use to tell me a 
bluejay hasn't got a sense of humor, because I know 
better. And memory, too. They brought jays here from 
all over the United States to look down that hole, every 
summer for three years. Other birds, too. And they 
could all see the point, except an owl that come from 
Nova Scotia to visit the Yo Semite, and he took this 
thing in on his way back. He said he couldn’t see any¬ 
thing funny in it. But^then he was a good deal disap¬ 
pointed about Yo Semite, too.” 

1880 
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I do not think that we ever knew his real name. Our 
ignorance of it certainly never gave us any social in¬ 
convenience, for at Sandy Bar in 1854 most men were 
christened anew. Sometimes these appellatives were de¬ 
rived from some distinctiveness of dress, as in the case 
of "Dungaree Jack"; or from some peculiarity of habit, 
as shown in “Saleratus Bill.” so called from an undue 
proportion of that chemical in his daily bread; or from 
some unlucky slip, as exhibited in “The Iron Pirate," 
a mild, inoffensive man, who earned that baleful title 
by his unfortunate mispronunciation of the term 
“iron pyrites.” Perhaps this may have been the begin¬ 
ning of a rude heraldry; but I am constrained to think 
that it was because a man's real name in that day 
rested solely upon his own unsupported statement. 
“Call yourself Clifford, do you?” said Boston, address¬ 
ing a timid newcomer with infinite scorn; “hell is fidl 
of such Cliffordsl” He then introduced the unfortunate 
man, whose name happened to be really Clifford, as 
“Jay-bird Ciiarley”—an unhallowed inspiration of the 
moment that clung to him ever after. 

But to return to Tennessee’s Partner, whom we never 
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knew by any other than this relative title. That he had 
ever existed as a separate and distinct individuality we 
only learned later. It seems that in 1853 he left Poker 
Flat to go to San Francisco, ostensibly to procure a wife. 
He never got any farther than Stockton. At that j)lace 
he was attracted by a young person who waited upon 
the table at the hotel where he took his meals. One 
morning he said sometliing to her which caused her to 
smile not unkindly, to somewhat coquettishly break 
a plate of toast over his upturned, serious, simple lace, 
and to retreat to the kitchen. He followed her, and 
emerged a few moments later, covered with more toast 
and victory. That day week they were married by a 
justice of the peace, and returned to Poker Flat. I am 
aware that something more might be made of this epi¬ 
sode, but 1 prefer to tell it as it was current at Sandy 
Bar—in the gulches and barrooms—where all senti¬ 
ment was moclified by a strong sense of humor. 

Of their married felicity but little is known, perhaps 
for the reason that Tennessee, then living with his part¬ 
ner, one day took occasion to say something to the bride 
on his own account, at which it is said, she smiled not 
unkindly and chastely retreated—this time as far as 
Mary.sville, where Tennessee followed her, and where 
they went to housekeeping without the aid of a justice 
of the peace. Tennessee’s Partner took the lo,ss of his 
wife simply and seriously, as was his fashion. But to 
everybody’s surprise, when Tennessee one day returned 
from Marysville, without his partner's wife—she having 
smiled and retreated with somebody else—Tennessee’s 
Partner was the first man to shake his hand and greet 
him with affection. The boys who had gathered in the 
caiion to see the shooting were naturally indignant. 
Their indignation might have found vent in sarcasm 
but for a certain look in Tennessee’s Partner’s eye that 
indicated a lack of humorous appreciation. In fart, he 
was a grave man, with a steady appliration to practical 
detail which was unpleasant in a difficulty. 
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Meanwhile a popular feeling against Tennessee had 
grown up on the Bar. He was known to be a gambler; 
he was suspected to be a thief. In these suspicions Ten¬ 
nessee’s Partner was equally compromised; his contin¬ 
ued intimacy with Tennessee after the affair above 
quoted could only be accounted for on the hypothesis 
of a copartnership of cruj". At last Tennessee’s guilt 
became flagrant. One day he vertook a stranger on 
his way to Red Dog. The stranger afterward related 
that Tennessee beguiled the time with interesting anec¬ 
dote and reminiscence, but illogically concluded the 
interview in the following words: “And now, young 
man, I’ll trouble you for your knife, your pistols, and 
your money. You see your weppings might get you into 
trouble at Red Dog, and your money’s a temptation 
to the evilly disposed. I think you said your address was 
San Francisco. I shall endeavor to call.’’ It may be stated 
here that Tennessee had a fine flow of humor, which no 
business preoccupation could wholly subdue. 

This exploit was his last. Red Dog and Sandy Bar 
made common cause against the highwayman. Tennes¬ 
see was hunted in very much the same fashion as his 
prototype, the grizzly. As the toils closed around him, 
he made a desperate dash through the Bar, emptying his 
revolver at the crowd before the Arcade Saloon, and so 
on up Grizzly C^anon; but at its farther extremity he 
was stopped by a small man on a gray horse. The men 
looked at each other a moment in silence. B(Uh were 
fearless, both self-possessed and independent; and both 
types of a civilization that in the seventeenth century 
w'ould have been called heroic, but in the nineteenth 
simply “reckless.” 

“What have you got there?—I call,” said Tennessee, 
quietly. 

“Two bowers and an ace,” said the stranger, as 
quietly, .showing two revolvers and a bowie knife. 

“That takes me,” returned Tennessee; and, with this 
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gambler’s epigram, he threw away his useless pistol, 
and rode back with his captor. 

It was a warm night. The cool breeze which usually 
sprang up with the going down of the sun behind the 
chaparral-crested mountain was that evening widihcld 
from Sandy Bar. The little canon was siifling with 
heated resinous odors, and the decaying driftwood on 
the Bar sent forth faint, sickening exlialations. The fc’- 
verishness of day and its fierce passions still filled the 
camp. Lights moved restlessly along the bank of (he 
river, striking no answering reflection from its tawnv 
current. Against the blackness of the pines the windows 
of the old loft above the express office stood out star- 
ingly bright; and through their curtainless pan^s the 
loungers below could see the forms of thcjse who were 
even then deciding the fate Cif 'Fenncs.see. And abf.>ve 
all this, etched on the dark finnament, rose the Sierra, 
remote and passionless, crowned with remoter passion¬ 
less stars. 

The trial of Tennessee was conducted as fairly as was 
consistent with a judge ancl jury who felt themselves to 
some extent obliged to justily, in their verdict, the 
previous irregularities of arrest and indic tment. 1 he 
law of Sandy Bar wa.s implacable, but not vengeful. The 
excitement and pcrscrmil feeling of the chase were over; 
with Tennessee safe in their hands, thety were ready to 
listen patiently to any defense, which they were already 
satisfied was insnfficidnt. There being no douin in tlieir 
own minds, they were willing to give the prisoner (he* 
benefit of any that might exist. .Secure in the hypothesis 
that he ought to he hanged on general piincipJes, thciy 
indulged him with more latitude of defense' than his 
reckless hardihood seemed to ask. The judge appeared 
to be more anxious than the prisoner, who, otherwise 
unconcerned, evidently took a grim pleasure in the 
responsibility he had created. “I don’t take any hand 
in this yer game,” had been his invariable, but gcxxl- 
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humored reply to all questions. The judge—who was 
also his captor—for a moment vaguely regretted that he 
had not shot him “on sight’’ that morning, but pres¬ 
ently dismissed this human weakness as unworthy of 
the judicial mind. Nevertheless, when there was a tap 
at the door, and it was .aid that Tennessee’s Partner 
was there on behalf of the pri;oner, he was admitted at 
once without question. Perhaps tu ’ younger members 
of the jury, to whom the proceedings were becoming 
irksomely thoughtful, hailed him as a relief. 

For he was not, certainly, an imposing figure. Short 
and stout, with a square face, sunburned into a preter¬ 
natural redness, clad in a loose duck “jumper” and 
trousers streaked and splashed with red soil, his aspect 
under any circumstances would have been quaint, and 
was now even ridiculous. As he stooped to deposit at 
his feet a heavy carpetbag he was carrying, it became 
obvious, from partially developed legends and inscrip¬ 
tions, that the material with which his trousers had 
been patched had been originally intended for a less 
ambitious covering. Yet he advanced with great grav¬ 
ity, and after having shaken the hand of each person 
in the room with labored cordiality, he wiped his se¬ 
rious perplexed face on a red bandana handkerchief, 
a shade lighter than his complexion, laid his powerful 
hand upon the table to steady himself, and thus ad¬ 
dressed the judge: 

“I was passin’ by,” he began, by Vay of apology, “and 
I thought I'd just step in and see how things was gittin' 
on with Tennessee tnar—my pardner. It’s a hot night. 
I disremember any sich weather before on the Bar.” 

He paused a moment, but nobody volunteering any 
other meteorological recollection, he again had recourse 
to his pocket handkerchief, and for some moments 
mopped his face diligently. 

“Have you anything to say on behalf of the prisoner?” 
said the judge finally. 

“Thet’s it,” said Tennessee’s Partner, in a tone of 
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relief. “I come yar as Tennessee’s pardner—knowing 
him nigh on four year, off and on, wet and dry, in luck 
and out o’ luck. His ways ain’t aller my ways, but thar 
ain’t any p’ints in that young man, thar ain’t any live¬ 
liness as he’s been up to, as I don’t know. And you 
sez to me, sez you—confidcntial-like, and between man 
and man—sez you, ‘Do you know anything in his be¬ 
half?’ and I sez to you, sez 1—confulential-like, as be¬ 
tween man and man—'What should a man know of his 
pardner?’ ” 

“Js this all you have to say?” asked the judge impa¬ 
tiently, feeling, perhaps, that a dangerous sympathy of 
humor was beginning to humanize the court. 

“Thet’s so,” continued Tennessee's Partner. "It ain’t 
for me to say anything agin’ him. And now, what’s the 
case? Here’s Tennessee wants money, wants it bad, and 
doesn’t like to ask it of his old pardner. Well, what does 
Tennessee do? He lays for a stranger, and he fetches 
that stranger; and yon lays for him, and you fetches 
him: and the honors is easy. And I put it to you, bein’ 
a fa’r-minded man, and to you, gentlemen all, as fa’r- 
mindcd men, ef this isn’t so.” 

"Prisoner,” said the judge, interrupting, "have you 
any questions to ask this man?” 

"N(jI no!” continued Tennessee’s Partner, hastily. "1 
play this yer hand alone. To come down to the bedrot k, 
It’s just this: Tennessee, thar, has played it pretty rough 
and expensive-like on»a stranger, and on this yer camj). 
And now, what’s the fair thing? Some would say more, 
some would say less. Here’s seventeen hundred d<dlais 
in coarse gold and a watch,—it’s about all nty pile,— 
and call it square!” And before a hand could be raised 
to prevent him, he had emptied the contents of the 
carpetbag upon the table. 

For a moment his life was in jeopardy. One or two 
men sprang to their feet, several hands groped for hid¬ 
den weapons, and a suggestion to "throw him from the 
window” was only overridden by a gesture from the 
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judge. Tennessee laughed. And apparently oblivious 
of the excitement, Tennessee’s Partner improved the 
opportunity to mop his face again with his handker¬ 
chief. 

When order was restored, and the man was made to 
understand, by the use of Mrcible figures and rhetoric, 
that Tennessee's offense coiild not be condoned by 
money, his face took a more serious and sanguinary 
hue, and those who were nearest to him noticed that 
his rough band trembled slightly on the table. He hesi¬ 
tated a moment as he slowly returned the gold to the 
carpetbag, as if he had not yet entirely caught the ele¬ 
vated sense of justice which swayed the tribunal, and 
was perplexed with the belief that he had not offered 
enough. Then he turned to the judge, and saying, “This 
yer is a lone hand, played alone, and without my pard- 
ner,” he bowed to the jury and was about to withdraw, 
when the judge called him back: 

“If you have anything to say to Tennessee, you had 
better say it now.” 

For the first time that evening the eyes of the prisoner 
and his strange advocate met. Tennessee smiled, showed 
his white teeth, and saying, "Euchred, old man!” held 
out his hand. Tennessee’s Partner took it in his own, 
and saying, “I just dropped in as I was passin’ to see 
how things was gettin' on,” let the hand passively fall, 
and adding that “it was a warm night,” again mopped 
his face with his handkerchief, and without another 
word withdrew. 

The two men "'.ever again met each other alive. For 
the unparalleled insult of a bribe offered to Judge 
Lynch—who, whether bigoted, weak, or narrow, was 
at least incorruptible—firmly fixed in the mind of that 
mythical personage any wavering determination of 
Tennessee’s frte; and at the break of day he was 
marched, closely guarded, to meet it at the top of Mar- 
ley’s Hill. 
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How he met it, how cool he was, how he refused to 
say anything, how perfect were the arrangements of the 
committee, were all duly reported, w'ith the addition 
of a warning moral and example to all future evil-doers, 
in the Red Dog Clarion, by its editor, who was present, 
and to whose vigorous English I cheerlully refer the 
reader. But the beauty of that midsummer morning, the 
blessed amity of earth and air and sky, the awakened 
life of the free woods and hills, the joyous renewal and 
promise of Nature, and above all, the infinite serenity 
that thrilled through each, was not reported, as not 
being a part of the social lesson. And yet, when the 
w'eak and foolish deed was done, and a life, with its 
possibilities and responsibilities, had passed out of the 
misshapen tiring that dangled between earth and sky, 
the birds sang, the flowers bhxrmed, the sun shone, as 
cheerily as before; and possibly the Red Dog Clarion 
was right. 

Tennessee’.s Partner was not in the group that sur¬ 
rounded the ominous tree. But as they turned to dis¬ 
perse, attention was drawn to the singular appearance 
of a motionless donkey cart halted at the side of the 
road. As they approached, they at once recognized the 
venerable Jenny and the two-wheeled cart as the prop¬ 
erty of Tennessee’s Partner, used by him in carrying 
dirt from his claim; and a few paces distant the owner 
of the equipage hirn^lf, sitting under a buckeye tree, 
wiping the perspiration from his glowing face. In an¬ 
swer to an inquiry, he said he had come for the body 
of the “diseased,” “if it was all the same to the com¬ 
mittee.” He didn’t wish to “hurry anything”; he could 
“wait.” He was not working that day; and when the 
gentlemen were done with the “diseased,” he would 
take him. “Ef thar is any present,” he added, in his 
simple, serious way, “as would care to jine in the fun’l, 
they kin come.” Perhaps it was from a sense of humor, 
which I have already intimated was a feature of Sandy 
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Bar—perhaps it was from something even better than 
that, but two thirds of the loungers accepted the invi¬ 
tation at once. 

It was noon when the body of Tennessee was deliv¬ 
ered into the hands of his partner. As the cart drew 
up to the fatal tree, we noticed that it contained a rough 
oblong box,—apparently made Tr'^m a section of sluic¬ 
ing,—and half filled with bark and the tassels of pine. 
The cart was further decorated with slips of willow, and 
made fragrant with buckeye blossoms. When the body 
was deposited in the box, Tennessee’s Partner drew 
over it a piece of tarred canvas, and gravely mounting 
the narrow seat in front, with his feet upon the shafts, 
urged the little donkey forward. The equipage moved 
slowly on, at that decorous pace which was habitual 
with Jenny even under less solemn circumstances. The 
men—half curiously, half jestingly, but all good-hu¬ 
moredly-strolled along beside the cart, some in ad¬ 
vance, some a little in the rear of the homely catafalque. 
But whether from the narrowing of the road or some 
present sense of decorum, as the car passed on, the 
company fell to the rear in couples, keeping step, and 
otherwise assuming the external show of a formal pro¬ 
cession. Jack Folinsbee, who had at the outset played 
a funeral march in dumb show upon an imaginary 
trombone, desisted from a lack of sympathy and appre- 
ciation—not having, perhaps, yov.r true humorist’s ca¬ 
pacity to be content with the enjoyment of his own fun. 

The way led through Grizzly Canon, by this time 
clothed in funeieal drapery and shadows. The red¬ 
woods, burying their moccasined feet in the red soil, 
stood in Indian file along the track, trailing an un¬ 
couth benediction from their bending boughs upon the 
passing bier. A hare, surprised into helpless inactivity, 
sat upright and pulsating in the ferns by the roadside, 
as the cortege went by. Squirrels hastened to gain a 
secure outlook from higher boughs; and the bluejays, 
spreading their wings, fluttered before them like out- 
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riders, until the outskirts of Sandy Bar were reached, 
and the solitary cabin of Tennessee’s Partner. 

Viewed under more favorable circumstances, it 
would not have been a cheerful place. The unpictur- 
esque site, the rude and unlovely outlines, the unsa¬ 
vory details, which distinguish the nest-building ol the 
California miner, were all here, with the dreariness of 
decay superadded. A few paces from the cabin there 
was a rough enclosure, which, in the brief days of Ten¬ 
nessee’s Partner’s matrimonial felicity, had been used 
as a garden, but was now overgrown with fern. As we 
approached it, we were surprised to find that what we 
had taken for a recent attempt at cultivation was the 
broken soil about an open grave. 

The cart was halted before the enclosure, and reject¬ 
ing the offers of assistance with the same air of simple 
self-reliance he had displayed throughout, Tennessee’s 
Partner lifted the rough coffin on his back, and depos¬ 
ited it unaided within the shallow grave. He then 
nailed down the board which served as a lid, and mount¬ 
ing the little mound of earth beside it, took off his hat 
and slowly mopped his face with his handkerchief. 
This the crowd felt was a preliminary to speech, and 
they disposed themselves variously on stumps and 
boulders, and sat expectant. 

“When a man,” began 7’ennessee's Partner slowly, 
“has been running free all day, what's the natural thing 
for him to do? Why, io come home. And if he ain’t in 
a condition to go home, what can his best friend do? 
Why, bring him home. And here’s Tennessee has l>een 
running free, and we brings him home from his wander¬ 
ing.” fie paused and picked up a fragment of quartz, 
rubbed it thoughtfully on his sleeve and went on: “It 
ain’t the first time I’ve packed him on my back, as you 
see’d me now. It ain’t the first time that I brought him 
to this yer cabin when he couldn’t help himself; it ain’t 
the first time that I and Jinny have waited for him on 
yon hill, and picked him up and so fetched him home, 



152 BRET HARTE 

when he couldn’t speak and didn’t know me. And now 
that it’s the last time, why”—he paused, and rubbed 
the quartz gently on his sleeve—“you see it’s sort of 
rough on his pardner. And now, gentlemen,” he added 
abruptly, picking up his long-handled shovel, “the 
fun’l’s over; and my tlunks, and Tennessee’s thanks, 
to you for your trouble.” 

Resisting any proffers of assistance, he began to fill 
in the grave, turning his back upon the crowd, that 
after a few moments’ hesitation gradually withdrew. As 
they crossed the little ridge that hid Sandy Bar from 
view, some, looking back, thought they could see Ten¬ 
nessee’s Partner, his work done, sitting upon the grave, 
his shovel between his knees, and his face buried in his 
red bandana handkerchief. But it was argued by others 
that you couldn’t tell his face from his handkerchief 
at that distance, and this point remained undecided. 

In the reaction that followed the feverish excitement 
of that day, Tennessee’s Partner was not forgotten. A 
secret investigation had cleared him of any complicity 
in Tennessee's guilt, and left only a suspicion of his 
general sanity. Sandy Bar made a point of calling on 
him, and proffering various uncouth but well-meant 
kindnesses. But from that day his rude health and great 
strength seemed visibly to decline; and when the rainy 
season fairly set in, and the tiny grass blades were begin¬ 
ning to peep from the rocky mound above Tennessee’s 
grave, he took to his bed. ' 

One night, when the pines beside the cabin were 
swaying in the ?*orm and trailing their slender fingers 
over the roof, and the roar and rush of the swollen river 
were heard below, Tennessee's Partner lifted his head 
from the pillow, saying, "It is time to go for Tennessee; 

I must put Jinny in the cart”; and would have risen 
from his bed but for the restraint of his attendant. 
Struggling, he still pursued his singular fancy: "There, 
now, steady, Jinny—steady, old girl. How dark it isl 
Look out for the ruts—and look out for him, too, old 
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gal. Sometimes, you know, when he’s blind drunk, he 
drops down right in the trail. Keep on straight up to 
the pine on the top of the hill. Tharl I told you sol — 
thar he is—coming this way, too—all by himself, sober, 
and his face a-shining. Tennesseel Pardnerl” 

And so they met. 

1869 



THE BOARDED WINDOW 

Ambrose Bicice 
1842 - 1914 ? 


In 1830, only a few miles away from what is now the 
great city of Cincinnati, lay an immense and almost un- 
Ijroken forest. The whole region was sparsely settled 
l)y people of the frontier-restless souls who no sooner 
had hewn fahly habitable homes out of the wilderness 
and attained to that degree of prosperity which today 
we should call indigence than, impelled by some myste¬ 
rious impulse ol their nature, they abandoned all and 
pushed farther westward, to encounter new perils and 
})iivatjrms in the eflort tt> regain the meagre comforts 
which they had voluntarily renounced. Many of them 
had already forsaken that region? for the remoter set¬ 
tlements, but among those remaining was one who 
had been of (hose first arriving, ffe lived alone in a 
house of logs sui.ounded on all sides by the great for¬ 
est, of whose ghiom and silerue he seemed a jjart, for 
no one had ever known him to smile nor speak a need¬ 
less word. His simple wants w'cre supplied by the sale 
or baiter of skins of wild animals in the river town, for 
not a thing diu he grow upon the land which, if need¬ 
ful, he might have claimed by right of undisturbed 
possession. 'I'here were evidences of “improvement"— 
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a few acres of ground immediately about the house had 
once been cleared of its trees, the decayed stumps of 
which were half concealed by the new growth that had 
been suffered to repair the ravage wrought by the ax. 
Apparently the man’s zeal for agriculture had burned 
with a failing flame, expiring in penitential ashes. 

The little log house, with its chimney of sticks, its 
root of warping clapboards weighted with traversing 
poles and its “chinking” of clay, had a single door and, 
directly opposite, a window. The latter, however, was 
boarded up -nobody could remember a time when it 
was not. And none knew why it was so closed; certainly 
not because of the occupant's dislike of light and air, 
for on those rare occasions when a hunter had passed 
that lonely spot the recluse had commonly been seen 
sunning himself on his doorstep if heaven had pro¬ 
vided sunshine for his need. I fancy there are few per¬ 
sons living to-day who ever knew the secret of that 
window, but I am one, as you shall see. 

The man's name was said to be Murlock. He was ap¬ 
parently seventy years old, actually about fifty. Some¬ 
thing besides years had had a hand in his aging. His 
hair and long, full beard were white, his gray, lustre¬ 
less eyes sunken, his face singularly seamed with wrin¬ 
kles which appeared to belong to two intersecting sys¬ 
tems. In figure he was tall and spare, with a stoop of the 
shoulders—a burden .bearer. I never saw him; these 
particulars I learned from my grandfather, from whom 
also I got the man's story when I was a lad. He had 
known him when living near by in that early day. 

One day Murlock was found in his cabin, dead. It 
was not a time and place for coroners and newspapers, 
and I suppose it was agreed that he had died from 
natural causes or I should have been told, and should 
remember. I know only that with what was probably 
a sense of the fitness of things the body has buried near 
the cabin, alongside the grave of his wife, who had pre¬ 
ceded him by so many years that local tradition had 
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retained hardly a hint of her existence. That closes the 
final chapter of this true story—excepting, indeed, the 
circumstance that many years afterward, in company 
with an equally intrepid spirit, I penetrated to the 
place and ventured near enough to the ruined cabin 
to throw a stone against it, .'•nd ran away to avoid the 
ghost which every well-informed boy thereabout knew 
haunted the spot. But there is an earlier chapter—that 
supplied by my grandfather. 

When Murlock built his cabin and began laying 
sturdily about with his ax to hew out a farm—the rifle, 
meanwhile, his means of support—he was young, strong 
and full of hope. In that eastern country whence he 
came he had married, as was the fashion, a young 
woman in all ways worthy of his honest devotion, who 
shared the dangers and privations of his lot with a 
willing spirit and light heart. There is no known rec¬ 
ord of her name; of her charms of mind and person tra¬ 
dition is silent and the doubter is at liberty to entertain 
his doubt; but God forbid that I should share itl Of 
their affection and happiness there is abundant assur¬ 
ance in every added day of the man's widowed life; for 
what but the magnetism of a blessed memory could 
have chained that venturesome spirit to a lot like that? 

One day Murlock returned from gunning in a dis¬ 
tant part of the forest to find his wife prostrate with 
fever, and delirious. There was, no physician within 
miles, no neighbor; nor was she in a condition to be 
left, to summon help. So he set about the task of nurs¬ 
ing her back to health, but at the end of the third day 
she fell into unconsciousness and so passed away, ap¬ 
parently, with never a gleam of returning reason. 

From what we know of a nature like his we may ven¬ 
ture to sketch in some of the details of the outline pic¬ 
ture drawn by my grandfather. Wlien convinced that 
she was dead, Murlock had sense enough to remember 
that the dead must be prepared for burial. In per¬ 
formance of this sacred duty he blundered now and 
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again, did certain things incorrectly, and others which 
he did correctly were done over and over. His occasional 
failures to accomplish some simple and ordinary act 
filled him with astonishment, like that of a drunken 
man who wonders at the suspension of familiar natural 
laws. He was surprised, too, that he did not weep—sur¬ 
prised and a little ashamed; surely it is unkind not to 
weep for the dead. “Tomorrow,” he said aloud, “I shall 
have to make the coffin and dig the grave; and then I 
shall miss her, when she is no longer in sight; but now— 
she is dead, of course, but it is all right—it must be all 
right, somehow. Things cannot be so bad as they seem.” 

He stood over the body in the fading light, adjust¬ 
ing the hair and putting the finishing touches to the 
simple toilet, doing all mechanically, with soulless care. 
And still through his consciousness ran an undersense 
of conviction that all was right—that he should have 
her again as before, and everything explained. He had 
had no experience in grief; his capacity had not been 
enlarged by use. His heart could not contain it all, nor 
his imagination rightly conceive it. He did not know 
he was so hard struck; that knowledge would come later, 
and never go. Grief is an artist of powers as various as 
the instruments upon which he plays his dirges for the 
dead, evoking from some the sharpest, shrillest notes, 
from others the low, grave chords that throb recurrent 
like the slow beating of a distant drum. Some natures 
it startles; some it stupefies. To one it comes like the 
stroke of an arrow, stinging all the sensibilities to a 
keener life; to another as the blow of a bludgeon, which 
in crushing benumbs. We may conceive Murlock to 
have been that way affected, for (and here we are upon 
surer ground than that of conjecture) no sooner had 
he finished his pious work than, sinking into a chair by 
the side of the table upon which the body lay, and not¬ 
ing how white the profile showed in the deepening 
gloom, he laid his arms upon the table’s edge, and 
dropped his face into them, tearless yet and unutterably 
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weary. At that moment came in through the open win¬ 
dow a long, wailing sound like the cry of a lost child 
in the far deeps of the darkening woodl But the man 
did not move. Again, and nearer than before, sounded 
that unearthly cry upon his failing sense. Perhaps it 
was a wild beast; perhaps it was a dream. For Murlock 
was asleep. 

Some hours later, as it afterward appeared, this un¬ 
faithful watcher awoke and lifting his head from his 
arms intently listened—he knew not why. There in the 
black darkness by the side of the dead, recalling all 
without a shock, he strained his eyes to see—he knew 
not what. His senses were all alert, his breath was sus¬ 
pended, his blood had stilled its tides as if to assist the 
silence. Who—what had waked him, and where was it? 

Suddenly the table shook beneath his arms, and at 
the same moment he heard, or fancied that he heard, a 
light, soft step—another—sounds as of bare feet upon 
the floor 1 

He was terrified beyond the power to cry out or move. 
Perforce he waited—waited there in the darkness 
through seeming centuries of such dread as one may 
know, yet live to tell. He tried vainly to speak the dead 
woman's name, vainly to stretch forth his hand across 
the table to learn if she were there. His throat was pow¬ 
erless, his arms and hands were like lead. Then oc¬ 
curred something most frightfuj. Some heavy body 
seemed hurled against the table with an impetus that 
pushed it against his breast so sharply as nearly to 
overthrow him, and at the same instant he heard and 
felt the fall of something upon the floor with so vio¬ 
lent a thump that the whole house was shaken by the 
impact. A scuffling ensued, and a confusion of sounds 
impossible to describe. Murlock had risen to his feet. 
Fear had by excess forfeited control of his faculties. 
He flung his hands upon the table. Nothing was there! 

There is a point at which terror may turn to mad¬ 
ness; and madness incites to action. With no definite 
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intent, from no motive but the wayward impulse of a 
madman, Murlock sprang to the wall, with a little grop¬ 
ing seized his loaded rifle, and without aim discharged 
it. By the flash which lit up the room with a vivid il¬ 
lumination, he saw an enormous panther dragging the 
dead woman toward the window, its teeth fixed in her 
throatl Then there were darkness blacker than before, 
and silence; and when he returned to consciousness the 
sun was high and the wood vocal with songs of birds. 

The body lay near the window, where the beast had 
left it when frightened away by the fl.ash and report of 
the rifle. The clothing was deranged, the long hair in 
disorder, the limbs lay anyhow. From the throat, dread¬ 
fully lacerated, had issued a pool of blood not yet en¬ 
tirely coagulated. The ribbon with which he had bound 
the wrists was broken; the hands were tightly clenched. 
Between the teeth was a fragment of the animal’s ear. 

1891 



THE REAL THING 


Henry James 

1843-1916 


1 

When the porter’s wife, who used to answer the house- 
bell, announced “A gentleman and a lady, sir,” I had, 
as I often had in those days—the wish being father to 
the thought—an immediate vision of sitters. Sitters my 
visitors in this case proved to be; but not in the sense 
1 should have preferred. There was nothing at first 
however to indicate that they mightn't have come for 
a portrait. The gentleman, a man of fifty, very high and 
very straight, with a moustache slightly grizzled and a 
dark grey walking-coat admirably fitted, both of which 
I noted professionally—I don't mean as a barber or yet 
as a tailor—would have struck me ds a. celebrity if celeb¬ 
rities often were striking. It was a truth of which I had 
for some time bee; conscious that a figure with a good 
deal of frontage was, as one might say, almost never 
a public institution. A glance at the lady helped to 
remind me of this paradoxical law: she also looked 
too distinguished to be a “personality.” Moreover one 
would scarcely come across two variations together. 

Neither of the pair immediately spoke—they only 
prolonged the preliminary gaze suggesting that each 
wished to give the other a chance. They were visibly 
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shy; they stood there letting me take them m—which, 
as I afterwards perceived, was tlie most practical thing 
they could have done. In this way their embarrassment 
served their cause. 1 had seen people painfully reluc¬ 
tant to mention that they desired anything so gross as 
to be represented on canvas: but the scruples ol my 
new friends appeared almost insurmountable. Yet the 
gentleman might have said “I shouUl like a portrait of 
my wife,” and the lady might have said ‘‘I should like a 
portiait of my husband.” Perhaps tlu’y weren’t husband 
and wife—this naturally would make the matter more 
delicate. Perhaps they wished to be done together -in 
which case they ought to have brought a third person 
to break the news. 

“We tome from Mr. Rivet,” the lady hnally said with 
a dim smile that had the effect ol a moist sponge passed 
over a “sunk” piece of painting, as well as of a vague 
allusion to vanished beauty. She was as tall and straight, 
in her degree, as her companion, and with ten years 
less to carry. She looked as sad as a woman coidd look 
whose face was not charged with expression; that is her 
tinted oval mask showed waste as an exposed surface 
shows friction. The hand of time had played over her 
freely, but to an effect of elimination. She was slim and 
stiff, and so well-dressed, in dark blue cloth, with lap¬ 
pets and pockets and buttons, that it was clear she em¬ 
ployed the same tailor as her husband. The couple had 
an indefinable air of prosperous thrift -they evidently 
got a good deal of luxury for their money. If I was to be 
one of their luxuries it would behove me to cc^nsider 
my terms. 

“Ah (.Ilaude Rivet recommended me?” 1 echoed; and 
I added that it was very kind of him, though I could 
reflect that, as he only painted landscape, this wasn’t 
a sacrifice. 

The lady looked very hard at the gentleman, and the 
gentleman loc^ked round the room. Then staring at the 
floor a moment and stroking his moustache, he rested 
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his pleasant eyes on me with the remark: "He said you 
were the right one.” 

"I try to be, when people want to sit.” 

"Yes, we should like to,” said the lady anxiously. 

"Do you mean together?” 

My visitors exchanged p;lance. "If you could do any¬ 
thing with me I suppose it v,»>uld be double,” the gen¬ 
tleman stammered. 

"Oh yes, there’s naturally a higher charge for two 
figures than for one.” 

"We should like to make it pay,” the husband con¬ 
fessed. 

"That’s very good of you,” I returned, appreciating 
so unwonted a sympathy—for I supposed he meant pay 
the artist. 

A sense of strangeness seemed to dawn on the lady. 
"We mean for the illustrations—Mr. Rivet said you 
might put one in.” 

"Put in—an illustration?” I was equally confused. 

"Sketch her off, you know,” said the gentleman, col¬ 
ouring. 

It was only then that I understood the service Claude 
Rivet had rendered me; he had told them how I worked 
in black-and-white, for magazines, for storybooks, for 
sketches of contemporary life, and consequently had 
copious employment for models. These things were 
true, but it was not less true—I may confess it now; 
whether because the aspiration' was to lead to every¬ 
thing or to nothing I leave the reader to guess—that I 
couldn’t get the honours, to say nothing of the emolu¬ 
ments, of a great painter of portraits out of my head. 
My "illustrations” were my pot-boilers; I looked to a 
different branch of art—far and away the most inter¬ 
esting it had always seemed to me—to perpetuate my 
fame. There zas no shame in looking to it also to make 
my fortune; but that fortune was by so much further 
from being made from the moment my visitors wished 
to be “done” for nothing. I was disappointed; for in 
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the pictorial sense I had immediately seen them. I had 
seized their type—I had already settled what I would 
do with it. Something that wouldn’t absolutely have 
pleased them, I afterwards reflected. 

“Ah you’re—you’re—a—?’’ I began as soon as I had 
mastered my surprise. I couldn’t bring out the dingy 
word “models”: it seemed so little to fit the case. 

“We haven’t had much practice,” said the lady. 

"We’ve got to do something, and we've thought that 
an artist in your line might perhaps make something 
of us,” her husband threw off. He further mentioned 
that they didn’t know many artists and that they had 
gone first, on the off-chance—he painted views of course, 
but sometimes put in figures; perhaps I remembered— 
to Mr. Rivet, v;hom they had met a few years before at 
a place in Norfolk where he was sketching. 

“We used to sketch a little ourselves,” the lady 
hinted. 

“It’s very awkward, but we absolutely must do some¬ 
thing," her husband went on. 

“Of course we’re not so veiy young,” she admitted 
with a wan smile. 

With the remark that I might as well know some¬ 
thing more about them the husband had handed me a 
card extracted from a neat new pocket-book—their ap- 
piurtenances were all of the freshest—and inscribed with 
the words “Major Monarch.” Impressive as these words 
were they didn’t carry'ray knowledge much further; but 
my visitor presently added; “I’ve left the army and 
we’ve had the misfortune to lose our money. In fact 
our means are dreadfully small.” 

“It’s awfully trying—a regular strain,” said Mrs. Mon¬ 
arch. 

They evidently wished to be discreet—to take care not 
to swagger because they were gentlefolk. I felt them 
willing to recognise this as something of a drawback, 
at the same time that I guessed at an underlying sense— 
their consolation in adversity—that they had their 
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points. They certainly had; but these advantages struck 
me as preponderantly social; such for instance as would 
help to make a drawing-room look well. However, a 
drawing-room was always, or ought to be, a picture. 

In consequence of his wife's allusion to their age 
Major Monarch observed "Naturally it's more for the 
figure that we thought of guivg in. We can still hold 
ourselves up.” On the instant I saw that the figure was 
indeed their strong point. His "naturally” didn't sound 
vain, but it lighted up the question. “She has the best 
one,” he continued, nodding at his wife with a pleasant 
after-dinner absence of circumlocution. I could only 
reply, as if we were in fact sitting over our wine, that 
this didn't prevent his own from being very good; which 
led him in turn to make answer: "We thought that if 
you ever have to do people like us we might be some¬ 
thing like it. She particularly—for a lady in a book, you 
know.” 

I was so amused by them that, to get more of it, I did 
my best to take their point of view; and though it was 
an embarrassment to find myself appraising physically, 
as if they were animals on hire or useful blacks, a pair 
whom I should have expected to meet only in one of 
the relations in which criticism is tacit, I looked at 
Mrs. Monarch judicially enough to be able to exclaim 
after a moment with conviction: "Oh yes, a lady in a 
bookl” She was singularly like a bad illustration. 

"We'll stand up, if you like,” Said the Major; and he 
raised himself before me with a really grand air. 

I could take l.is measure at a glance—he was six feet 
two and a perfect gentleman. It would have paid any 
club in process of formation and in want of a stamp 
to engage him at a salary to stand in the principal win¬ 
dow. What struck me at once was that in coming to me 
they had rath jr missed their vocation; they could surely 
have been turned to better account for advertising 
purposes. I couldn't of course see the thing in detail, 
but I could see them make somebody's fortune—I don't 
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mean their own. There was something in them for a 
waistcoat-maker, an hotel-keeper or a soap-vendor. I 
could imagine “We always use it” pinned on their 
bosoms with the greatest effect; I had a vision of the 
brilliancy with which they would launch a table d’hote. 

Mrs. Monarch sat still, not from pride but from shy¬ 
ness, and presently her husband said to her: “Get up, 
my dear, and show how smart you are." She obeyed, 
but she had no need to get up to show it. She walked 
to the end of the studio and then came back blushing, 
her fliittered eyes on tlie partner of her appeal. I was 
reminded of an incident I had accidentally had a 
glimpse of in Paris—being with a friend there, a drama¬ 
tist about to produce a play, when an actress came to 
him to ask to be entrusted with a part. She went 
through her paces before him, walked up and down 
as Mrs. Monarch was doing. Mrs. Monarch did it quite 
as well, but I abstained from applauding. It was very 
odd to see such people apply for such poor pay. She 
looked as if she had ten thousand a year. Her husband 
had used the word that described her: she was in the 
I.ondon current jargon essentially and typically 
“smart.” Her figure was, in the same order of ideas, con¬ 
spicuously and irreproachably “good,” For a woman 
of her age her waist was surprisingly small; her elbow 
moreover had the orthodox crook. She held her head at 
the conventional angle, but why did she come to me? 
She ought to have tried on jackets at a big shop. I 
feared my visitors were not only destitute but “artistic” 
—which would be a great complication. When she sat 
down again I thanked her, observing that what a 
draughtsman most valued in his model was the faculty 
of keeping quiet. 

“Oh she can keep quiet,” said Major Monarch. Then 
he added jocosely: “I’ve always kept her quiet.” 

“I’m not a nasty fidget, am I?” It was going to wring 
tears from me, I felt, the way she hid her head, ostrich- 
like, in the other broad bosom. 
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The owner of this expanse addressed his answer to 
me. "Perhaps it isn't out of place to mention—because 
we ought to be quite business-like, oughtn’t we?—that 
when I married ner she was known as the Beautiful 
Statue.” 

"Oh dearl” said Mrs. Monarch ruefully. 

"Of course I should want a c“rtain amount of ex¬ 
pression,” I rejoined. 

"Of courie/”—and I had never heard such unanimity. 

"And then I suppose you know that you’ll get aw¬ 
fully tired.” 

"Oh, we never get tiredl” they eagerly cried. 

“Have you had any kind of practice?” 

They hesitated—they looked at each other. "We’ve 
been photographed—immensely/' said Mrs. Monarch. 

"She means the fellows have asked us themselves,” 
added the Major. 

"I see—because you’re so good-looking.” 

"I don’t know what they thought, but they were al¬ 
ways after us.” 

“We always got our photographs for nothing,” smiled 
Mrs. Monarch. 

“We might have brought some, my dear,” her hus¬ 
band remarked. 

"I’m not sure we have any left. We’ve given quan¬ 
tities away,” she explained to me. 

"With our autographs and that sort of thing,” said 
the Major. 

"Are they to be got in the shops?” I enquired as a 
harmless pleasantry. 

"Oh yes, hers—they used to be.” 

"Not now,” said Mrs. Monarch with her eyes on the 
floor. 
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I could fancy the “sort of thing” they put on the pres¬ 
entation co]>ics of their j)liotogr;«phs, and I was sure 
they wrote a be.uitiful hand. It was odd Iiow (jiiiikly I 
was sure of everytlting that (oncenied tlu'in II tliey 
were umv so poor as to have to earn shillings and 
pence they lould never have had much ol a tnatgin. 
I'heir good looks had been their capital, and they liad 
gofid-humouredly nrade the most of the career that 
this resource marked out brr ilietn. It was in tlrtdr faces, 
the bJarrkness. the deej) intellectual repose cjf the twenty 
years of country-house visiting that had given them 
pleasant intonations, f could see the sunny drawo'ng- 
rocmis, sprinkled with periodicals she didn’t read, in 
which Mrs, jVfonarch ha<l continuonsly sat; f could see 
the wet shriddreries in which she had walked, ecpiippr.d 
to admiratiem for cither exert ise I could see the rich 
covers the Major had helped to shocjt and the wonder¬ 
ful garments in wdrich, late at night, he repaired to the 
smoking-room to talk alrcnit them. 1 eoirkl imagine 
their leggings and waterproofs, their knowing tweeds 
and rugs, their rolls of slicks and cases of tackle and 
neat nnd:)rellas: and I could evoke the exact appear¬ 
ance of their servants and the compact variety of their 
luggage on the yjlatfcjrms of country stations. 

’They gave small tips, but they were liked; they didn’t 
dej anything tlicansclvcs, but they were welcome. They 
lookecl so well everywhere; they gratified the general 
relish for stature, complexion and “form.” They knetv 
it witlioui fatuity or vulgarity, ancf they respected thc-ni- 
selvcs in consecjuence. 'I'hey weren’t .superficial; tltey 
were thorough and kept themselves up- it had been 
their line. People with such a taste for activity had tcj 
have scjme fine. I could feci how even in a dull house- 
they could have been counted on for the joy of life. At 
present something had happened—it didn’t matter 
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what, their little income had grown less, it had grown 
least—and they had to do something for pocket-money. 
Their friends could like them, I made out, without lik¬ 
ing to support them. There was something about them 
that represented credit—their clothes, their manners, 
their type; but if credit is a laige empty pocket in which 
an occasional chink reverberates, the chink at least 
must be audible. What they wanted of me was to help 
to make it so. Fortunately they had no children—I soon 
divined that. They would also perhaps wish our rela¬ 
tions to be kept secret; this was why it was "for the fig¬ 
ure”—the reproduction of the face would betray them. 

I liked them—I felt, quite as their friends must have 
done—they were so simple; and I had no objection to 
them if they would suit. But somehow with all their 
perfections I didn’t easily believe in them. After all 
they were amateurs, and the ruling passion of my life 
was the detestation of the amateur. Combined with 
this was another perversity—an innate preference for 
the represented subject over the real one: the defect of 
the real one was so apt to be a lack of representation. 
I like things that appeared; then one was sure. Whether 
they were or not was a subordinate and almost always a 
profitless question. There were other considerations, 
the first of which was that I already had two or three 
recruits in use, notably a young person with big feet, 
in alpaca, from Kilburn, who for a couple of years had 
come to me regularly for my i/lustrations and with 
whom I was still—perhaps ignobly-satisfied. I frankly 
explained to my visitors how the case stood, but they 
had taken more precautions than I supposed. They had 
reasoned out their opportunity, for Claude Rivet had 
told them of the projected Edition de luxe of one of the 
writers of our day—the rarest of the novelists—who, long 
neglected by the multitudinous vulgar and dearly 
prized by the attentive (need I mention Philip Vin¬ 
cent?) had had the happy fortune of seeing, late in life. 
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the dawn and then the full light of a higher criticism; 
an estimate in which on the part of the public there 
was something really of expiation. The edition pre¬ 
paring, planned by a publisher of taste, was practically 
an act of high reparation; the wood-cuts with which it 
was to be enriched were the homage of English art to 
one of the most independent representatives of Eng¬ 
lish letters. Major and Mrs. Monarch confessed to me 
they had hoped I might be able to work them into my 
branch of the enterprise. They knew I was to do the 
first of the books, “Rutland Ramsay," but I had to make 
clear to them that my participation in the rest of the 
affair—this first book was to be a test—must depend on 
the satisfaction I should give. If this should be limited 
my employers would drop me with scarce common 
forms. It was therefore a crisis for me, and naturally 
I was making special preparations, looking about for 
new people, should they be necessary, and securing the 
best types. I admitted however that I should like to set¬ 
tle down to two or three good models who would do 
for everything. 

"Should we have often to—a—put on special clothes?" 
Mrs. Monarch timidly demanded. 

“Dear yes-that’s half the business." 

“And should we be expected to supply our own cos¬ 
tumes?" 

“Oh no; I’ve got a lot of things. A painter’s models 
put on—or put off—anything he likes." 

“And you mean—a—the same?" 

“The same?’’ 

Mrs. Monarch looked at her husband again. 

“Oh she was just wondering,” he explained, "if the 
costumes are in general use.” I had to confess that they 
were, and I mentioned further that some of them-1 had 
a lot of genuine greasy last-century things—had served 
their time, a hundred years ago, on living world-stained 
men and women; on figures not perhaps so far removed. 
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in that vanished world, from their type, the Monarchs', 
quoi! of a breeched and bewigged age. “We’ll put on 
anything that fits," said the Major. 

“Oh I arrange that—they fit in the pictures.” 

“I’m afraid I should do better for the modern books. 
I’d come as \ou like,” saia Mrs. Monarch. 

“She has got a lot of clothes at home: they might do 
for contemporary life,” her husband continued. 

“Oh I can fancy scenes in which you’d be quite natu¬ 
ral.” And indeed I could see the slipshod rearrange¬ 
ments of stale properties—the stories 1 tried to produce 
pictures for without the exasperation of reading them— 
whose sandy tracts the good lady might help to people. 
But I had to return to the fact that for this sort of 
work—the daily mechanical grind—I was already 
equipped: the people I was working with were fully 
aaequate. 

“We only thought we might be more like some char¬ 
acters,” said Mrs. Monarch mildly, getting up. 

Her husband also rose; he stood looking at me with 
a dim wistfulness that was touching in so fine a man. 
“Wouldn’t it be rather a pull sometimes to have—a—to 
have—?” He hung fire; he wanted me to help him by 
phrasing what he meant. But I couldn’t—I didn't know. 
So he brought it out awkwardly: “The real thing; a 
gentleman, you know, or a lady.” I was quite ready to 
give a general assent—I admitted that there was a great 
deal in that. This encouraged Major Monarch to say, 
following up his appeal with an unacted gulp: “It’s 
awfully hard—we’ve tried everything.” The gulp was 
communicative; it proved too much for his wife. Be¬ 
fore I knew it Mrs. Monarch had dropped again upon 
a divan and burst into tears. Her husband sat down 
beside her, holding one of her hands; whereupon she 
quickly dried her eyes with the other, while I felt em¬ 
barrassed as she looked up at me. “There isn’t a con¬ 
founded job I haven’t applied for—waited for—prayed 
for. You can fancy we’d be pretty bad first. Secretary- 
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ships and that sort of thing? You might as well ask for 
a peerage. I’d be anything--Vm '.trong; a messenger or 
a coalheaver. I'd put on a gold-laced cap and open car¬ 
riage-doors in front of the haberdasher’s; I’d hang 
about a station to carry portmanteaux; I’d be a post¬ 
man. But they won’t look at you; there are thou.sands 
as good as yourself already on the ground. Gentlemen, 
poor beggars, who’ve drunk their wine, who’ve kept 
their huntersl” 

I was as reassuring as I knew how to be, and my 
visitors were presently on their feet again while, for 
the experiment, we agreed on an hour. We were dis- 
cu.ssing it when the door opened and Miss Churm came 
in with a wet umbrella. Miss Churm had to take the 
omnibus to Maida Vale and then walk half a mile. 
She looked a trifle blowsy and slightly splashed. I 
scarcely ever saw her come in without thinking afresh 
how odd it was that, being so little in herself, she should 
yet he so much in others. She was a meagre little Miss 
Churm, but was such an ample heroine of romance. She 
was only a freckled cockney, but she could represent 
everything, from a fine lady to a shepherdess; she had 
the faculty as she might have had a fine voice or long 
hair. She coiddn’t spell and she loved beer, but she had 
two or three "points,” and practice, and a knack, and 
mother-wit, and a whimsical sensibility, and a love of 
the theatre, and seven sisters, and not an ounce of re¬ 
spect, especially for the h. The first thing my visitors 
saw was that her umbrella was wet, and in their spot¬ 
less perfection they visibly winced at it. The rain had 
come on since their arrival. 


'Tm all in a soak; there was a mess of people in the 
’bus. I wish you lived near a stytion,” said Miss Churm. 
I requested her to get ready as (juickly as possible, and 
she pa.s.sed into the room in which she always changed 
her dress. But before going out she asked me what she 
was to get into this time. 

“It’s the Russian princess, don’t you know?” I an- 
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swered; “the one with the ‘golden eyes,' in black velvet, 
for the long thing in the Cheapside/’ 

“Golden eyes? I say!" cried Miss Churm, while my 
companions watched her with intensity as she with¬ 
drew. She always arran,‘^'^d herself, when she was late, 
before I could turn round, and I kept my visirors a 
little on purpose, so that, they iiiight get an idea, from 
seeing her, what would be expected of themselves, t 
mentioned that she was quite my notion of an excel¬ 
lent raodel—she was really very clever. 

“Do you think she looks like a Russian princess?" 
Major Monarch asked with lurking alarm. 

“When T make her, yes.” 

“Oh if you have to make her -I” he reasoned, not 
without point. 

“That‘s the most you can ask. There are so many who 
are not makeable." 

“Well now, here’s a lady”—and with a pjersuasive 
smile he passed his arm into his wife’s-"who’s already 
made!” 

“Oh I’m not a Russian princess,” Mrs. Monarch pro¬ 
tested a little coldly. I could see she had known some 
and didn’t like them. There at once was a complica¬ 
tion of a kind I never had to fear with Miss Cihurm. 

This young lady came back in black velvet—the 
gown was rather rusty and very low on her lean shoul¬ 
ders—and with a Japanese fan in her red hands. I re¬ 
minded her that in the scene I was doing she had to 
look over some one’s head, “I forget whose it is; but 
it doesn’t matter. Just look over a head.” 

“I’d rather look over a stove,” said Miss Churm; and 
she took her station near the fire. She fell into position, 
settled herself into a tall attitude, gave a certain back¬ 
ward inclination to her head and a certain forward 
droop to her tan, and looked, at least to my prejudiced 
sense, distinguished and charming, foreign and danger¬ 
ous. We left her looking so while I went downstairs 
with Major and Mrs. Monarch, 
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“I believe I could come about as near it as that,” said 
Mrs. Monarch. 

“Oh you think she's shabby, but you must allow for 
the,alchemy of art.” 

However, they went off with an evident increase of 
comfort founded on their demonstrable advantage in 
being the real thing. I could fancy them shuddering 
over Miss Churm. She was very droll about them when 
I went back, for I told her what they wanted. 

"Well, if she can sit I’ll tyke to book-keeping,” said 
my model. 

"She’s very ladylike,” I replied as an innocent form 
of aggravation. 

"So much the worse for you. That means she can’t 
turn round.” 

"She’ll do for the fashionable novels.” 

"Oh yes, she’ll do for theml” my model humorously 
declared. "Ain't they bad enough without her?” I had 
often sociably denounced them to Miss Churm. 


It was for the elucidation of a mystery in one of these 
works that I first tried Mrs. Monarch. Her husband 
came with her, to be useful if necessary—it was suffi¬ 
ciently clear that as a general thing he would prefer 
to come with her. At tirst I wondered if this were for 
"propriety’s” sake—if he were going to be jealous and 
meddling. The idea was too tiresome, and if it had been 
confirmed it would speedily have brought our acquaint¬ 
ance to a close. But I soon saw there was nothing in 
it and that if he accompanied Mrs. Monarch it was— 
in addition to the chance of being wanted—simply be¬ 
cause he had nothing else to do. When they were sep¬ 
arate his occupation was gone and they never had been 
separate. I judged rightly that in their awkward situa¬ 
tion their close union was their main comfort and that 
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this union had no weak spot. It was a real marriage, an 
encouragement to the hesitating, a nut for pessimists 
to crack. Their address was humble—I remember after¬ 
wards thinking it had been the only thing about them 
that was really professional—and I could fancy the 
lamentable lodgings in wi»i''h the Major would have 
been lelt alone. He could sit tlicc" more or less grimly 
with his wife—he couldn’t sit there anyhow without her. 

He had too much tact to try and make himself agice- 
able when he couldn’t be useful; so w^hen I was too ab¬ 
sorbed in my work to talk he simply sat and waited. 
But f liked to hear him talk—it made rny work, when 
not interrupting it, less mechanical, Jess special. To 
listen to him was to combine the excitement of going 
out with the economy of staying at home. There was 
only one hindrance -that I seemed not to know any of 
the people this brilliant couple had known. I think he 
wondered extremely, during the term of our inter¬ 
course, whom the deuce I did know. He hadn’t a stray 
sixpence of an idea to fumble for, so we didn’t spin it 
very fine; we confined ourselves to questions of leather 
and even of liquor—saddlers and breeches-makers and 
how to get excellent claret cheap—and matters like 
“good trains” and the habits of small game. His lore 
on these last subjects was astoJiishing -he managed to 
interweave the station-master with the ornithologist. 
When he couldn’t talk about greater things he could 
talk cheerfully about smaller, aVtd since I couldn’t ac¬ 
company him into reminiscences of the fashionable 
world he could lower the conversation without a visible 
effort to my level. 

So earnest a desire to please was touching in a man 
who could so easily have knocked one down. He looked 
after the fire and had an opinion on the draught of the 
stove without my asking him, and I could see that he 
thought many of my arrangements not half knowing. I 
remember telling him that if I were only rich I’d offer 
him a salary to come and teach me how to live. Some- 
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times he gave a random sigh of which the essence might 
have been; “Give me even such a bare old barrack as 
this, and I'd do something with it!” When I wanted 
to use him he came alone; which was an illustration of 
the superior courage of women. His wife could bear her 
solitary second floor, and she was in general more dis¬ 
creet; .showing by various small re.serves that she was 
alive to the propriety of keeping our relations mark¬ 
edly professional--not letting them slide into sociabil¬ 
ity. She wished it to remain clear that she and the 
Major were employed, not cultivated, and if she ap¬ 
proved of me as a superior, who could be kept in his 
place, she never tliought me quite good enough tor an 
equal. 

She sat with great intensity, giving the whole of her 
mind to it, and was capable of remaining for an hour 
almost as motionless as before a photographer’s lens. 
I could see she had been photographed often, but some¬ 
how the very habit that made her good for that pur¬ 
pose unfitted her for mine. At first I was extremely 
pleased with her ladylike air, and it was a satisfaction, 
on coming to follow her lines, to see how good tliey 
were and how far they could lead the pencil. But alter 
a little skirmishing 1 began to find her too insmmount- 
ably stiff; do what I would with it my drawing looked 
like a photograph or a copy of a photogra{)h. fl(;r fig¬ 
ure had no variety of expression-she herself h.ul no 
sen.se of variety. You mtiy say that this was my business 
and was only a question of placing her. Yet I placed her 
in every conceivable position and she managed to oblit¬ 
erate their differences. She was always a lady ccitainly, 
and into the bargain was always the same lady. She was 
the real thing, but always the same thing. There were 
moments when I rather writhed under the serenity of 
her confidence that she was the real thing. All her deal¬ 
ings with me and all her husband's were an iinplica- 
tion that this was lucky for me. Meanwhile I found my¬ 
self trying to invent types that approached her own. 



176 HENRY JAMES 

instead of making her own transform itself—in the 
clever way that was not impossible for instance to poor 
Miss Churm. Arrange as I would and take the precau¬ 
tions 1 would, she always came out, in my pictures, too 
tail-landing me in the dilemma of having represented 
a fascinating woman as ^-"ven feet high, which (out of 
respect perhaps to my own very much scantier inches) 
was far from my idea of such a personage. 

The case was worse with the Major jiothing I could 
dc) would keep him down, so that he be< amc useful only 
for the representation of brawny giants. I adored va¬ 
riety and range, I cherished human accidents, the illus¬ 
trative note; I wanted to characterise closely, and the 
thing in the world I most hated was the danger of being 
ridden by a type. I had quarrelled with some, of my 
friends about it; I had parted company with them ior 
maintaining that one had to be, and that if the type 
was beautiful—witness Raphael and Leonardo—tlie 
servitude was only a gain. I was neither Leonardo nor 
Raphael—I might only be a presumptuous young mod¬ 
ern searcher; but I held that everything was to be sac¬ 
rificed sooner than character. When they claimed that 
the obsessional form could easily be character I retorted, 
perhaps superficially, "Whose?” ft couldn’t be every¬ 
body's—it might end in being nobody’s. 

After I hacl drawn Mrs. Monarch a dozen times T 
felt surer even than before that the value of such a 
model as Miss Churrn resided y/cecisely in the fact that 
she had no positive stamp, cermbined of course with the 
other fact that what she did have was a curious and 
inexplicable talent for imitation. Her usual appear¬ 
ance was like a curtain which she could draw up at re¬ 
quest for a capital performance. This performance 
was simply suggestive; but it was a word to the wise—it 
vt^as vivid and pretty. Sometimes even I thought it, 
though she was plain herself, too insipidly pretty; I 
made it a reproach to her that the figures drawn from 
her were monotonously {l)ctement, as we used to say) 
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graceful. Nothing made her more angry; it was so much 
her pride to feel she could sit for characters that had 
nothing in common with each other. She would accuse 
me at such moments of taking away her “re[)utytion.” 

It suffered a certain shrinkage, tliis queer quantity, 
from the repeated visits of rny new Iriends. Miss C'.hurm 
was greatly in demand, never in want (A em[»]ovmenf. 
so I had no scruple in putting her off OKasidU.illy, U) 
try them mote at niy ease*. It was certainly amusing at 
hrst to do the real thing-it was amusing t«,) do Major 
Monarch’s trousers. 7'hev tr'cre the real tiring, even 
if he did come out colossal. It was amusing to do Ids 
wife’s back hair—it was so mathematically neat and 
the particular “smart” tensicjn of her tight stays. She 
lent herself especially to positions in whicli the face was 
somewhat averted or blurred; she abounded in ladylike 
back views and profits pfrrdus. When she stood erect 
she took naturally one of the attitudes in w'hich court- 
painters represent cjueens and princesses; so that f 
found myself wondering whether, to draw out this -af- 
complishment, I couldn’t get the editor of the Chrnp- 
side to publish a really royal romance, “A 'bale of Riuk- 
ingham Palace.” Sometimes however the real thing 
and the make-believe came into cont.'uf; by which 1 

j 

mean that Miss Clhurm, keeping an appointment or 
coming to m.ake one on days when I had much wmrk 
in hand, encountered her invidious rivals, d’he encoun¬ 
ter w'as not on their part, for they noticed her no more 
than if she had been the housemaid; not frmn inten¬ 
tional loftiness, but simply because as yet, profession¬ 
ally, they didn’t know how to fraternise, as f could im¬ 
agine they would fiavc liked—or at least that the Major 
would. They couldn’t talk about the omnibus—they 
always walked; and they didn’t know what else to try— 
she wasn’t interested in good trains or cheap claret, 
besides, they must have felt—in the air—that she was 
amused at them, secretly derisive of their ever knowing 
how. She wasn’t a person to conceal the limits of her 
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faith if she had had a chance to show them. On the 
other hand Mrs. Monarch didn't think her tidy; for why 
else did she take pains to say to me—it was going out 
of the way, for Mrs. Monarch—that she didn’t like dirty 
women? 

One day when my young lidy happened to be pres¬ 
ent with my other sitters—she dropped in, when 

it was convenient, for a chat—1 asked her to be so good 
as to lend a hand in getting tea, a service with which she 
was familiar and which was one of a class that, living 
as I did in a small way, with slender domestic resourre.s, 
I often appealed to my models to render. They liked to 
lay hands on my property, to break the sitting, and 
sometimes the china—it made them feel Bohemian. The 
next time I saw Miss Churm after this incident she sur¬ 
prised me greatly by making a scene about it—she ac¬ 
cused me of having wished to humiliate her. She hadn't 
resented the outrage at the time, but had seemed oblig¬ 
ing and amused, enjoying the comedy of asking Mrs. 
Monarch, who sat vague and silent, whether she would 
have cream and sugar, and putting an exaggerated sim¬ 
per into the question. She had tried intonations—as if 
she too wished to pass for the real thing—till I was 
afraid my other visitors would take offence. 

Oh they were determined not to do this, and their 
touching patience was the measure of their great need. 
They would sit by the hour, uncomplaining, till I was 
ready to use th( m; they would coide back on the chance 
of being wanted and would walk away cheerfully if it 
failed. I used to go to the door with them to see in what 
magnificent order they retreated. I tried to find other 
employment for them—I introduced them to several 
artists. But they didn't "take,” for reasons I could appre¬ 
ciate, and I became rather anxiously aware that after 
such disappointments they fell back upon me with a 
heavier weight. They did me the honour to think me 
most their form. They weren't romantic enough for the 
painters, and in those days there were few serious work- 
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ers in black-and-white. Besides, they had an eye to the 
great job I had mentioned to :hem—they had secretly 
set their hearts on supplying the right essence for my 
pictorial vindication of our hue novelist. I'hey knew 
that for this undertaking I should want no costunie- 
clfects, none of the fripjjery ol p.ist agc'.s—that it was n 
case in which everything would he tontemporary and 
satirical and presumably genteel. If 1 (ould woik them 
into it their future would be assured, lor the labour 
would of course be long and the occupation steady. 

One day Mrs. Monarch camt* without her husband— 
she explained his absence by his havitig had to go to the 
City. While she sat there in her usual relaxed majesty 
there came at the door a knock which 1 immediately 
recognised as the subdued appeal of a model out of 
work. It was followed by the entrance of a young man 
whom 1 at once saw to be a foreigner and who proved 
in fact an Italian acquainted with no English word but 
my name, which he uttered in a way that made it seem 
to include all others. I hadn’t then visite«l his country, 
nor was I proficient in his tongue; but its he was not so 
meanly constituted—what Italian is?—as to depend only 
on that member for expression he conveyed to me, in 
familiar but graceful mimicry, that he was in search of 
exactly the employment in which the lady before me 
w^as engaged. I was not struck with him at fust, and 
while J continued to draw 1 dropped few sigtis of inter¬ 
est or encouragement.' He stood his ground howevt r— 
not importunately, but with a dumb dog-like fidelity in 
his eyes that amounted to innocent impudence, the 
manner of a devoted servant—he might have been in the 
house for years—unjustly suspected. Suddenly it struck 
me that this very attitude and expression made a pic¬ 
ture; whereupon I told him to sit down and wait till I 
should be free. There was another picture in the way he 
obeyed me, and I observed as I worked that there were 
others still in the way he looked wonderingly, with his 
head thrown back, about the high studio. He might 
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have been crossing himself in Saint Peter's. Before I fin¬ 
ished I said to myself “The fellow's a bankrupt orange- 
monger, but a treasure." 

When Mrs. Monarch withdrew he passed across the 
room like a flash to op^n the door for her, standing 
there with the rapt pure ga^c of the young Dante spell¬ 
bound by the young Beatrice. As I never insisted, in 
such situations, on the blankness of the British domes¬ 
tic, I reflected that he had the making of a servant—and 
I needed one, but couldn't pay him to be only that—as 
well as of a model; in short I resolved to adopt my 
bright adventurer if he would agree to officiate in the 
double capacity. He jumped at my offer, and in the 
event my rashness—for I had really known nothing 
about him—wasn’t brought home to me. He proved a 
sympathetic though a desultory ministrant, and had in 
a wonderful degree the sentiment de la pose. It was un¬ 
cultivated, instinctive, a part of the happy instinct that 
had guided him to my door and helped him to spell out 
my name on the card nailed to it. He had had no other 
introduction to me than a guess, from the shape of my 
high north window, seen outside, that my place was a 
studio and that as a studio it would contain an artist. 
He had wandered to England in search of fortune, like 
other itinerants, and had embarked, with a partner and 
a small green hand-cart, on the sale of penny ices. The 
ices had melted away and the partner had dissolved in 
their train. My young man wot6 tight yellow trousers 
with reddish stripes and his name was Oronte. He was 
sallow but fair, and when I put him into some old 
clothes of my own he looked like an Englishman. He 
was as good as Miss Churm, who could look, when re¬ 
quested, like an Italian. 
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I thought Mrs. Monarch’s face slightly convulsed when, 
on her coming baric with her husband, she found 
Oronie installed. It was strange to have to recognise in 
a scrap of a la77arone a competitor to her magnificent 
Major. It w’as she who scented danger first, for the Ma¬ 
jor was anecdotically unconscious. But Oronte gave us 
tea, with a hundred eager confusions—he had never 
been concerned in so queer a process—and I think she 
thought better of me for having at last an “establish¬ 
ment.” They saw a couple of drawings that I had made 
of the establishment, and Mrs. Monarch hinted that it 
never would have struck her he had sat for them. “Now 
the drawings you make from us, tliey look exactly like 
us,” she reminded me, smiling in triumph; and I recog¬ 
nised that this was indeed just their defect. When I 
drew the Monarchs I couldn’t anyhow get away from 
them—get into the character I wanted to represent; and 
I hadn’t the least desire my model should be discover¬ 
able in my picture. Miss Churm never was, and Mrs. 
Monarch thought I hid her, very properly, because she 
was vulgar; whereas if she was lost it was only as the 
d(;ad who go to heaven are lost—in the gain of an angel 
the more. 

By this time I had got a certain start with “Rutland 
Ramsay,” the fiist nbVel in the great projected series; 
that is I had produced a dozen drawings, several with 
the help of the Major and his wife, and I had sent them 
in for approval. My understanding with the publishers, 
as I have already hinted, had been that I was to be left 
to do my work, in this parti<.ular case, as 1 liked, with 
the whole book committed to me; but my connexion 
with the rest of the series was only contingent. There 
were moments when, frankly, it was a comfort to have 
the real thing under one’s hand; for there were charac¬ 
ters in “Rutland Ramsay” that were very much like it. 
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There were people presumably as erect as the Major 
and women of as good a fashion as Mrs. Monarch. 
There was a great deal of country-house life—treated, 
it is true, in a fine fanciful ironical generalised way— 
and there was a considerable implication of knicker¬ 
bockers and kilts. There wc.““ certain things I had to 
settle at the outset; such things ioi instance as the exact 
appearance of the hero and the pariicular bloom and 
figure of the heroine. The author of course gave me a 
lead, but there was a margin for interpretation. I took 
the Monarchs into my confidence, I told them frankly 
what 1 was about, I mentioned my embarassments and 
alternatives. "Oh, take him!” Mrs. Monarch murmured 
sweetly, looking at her husband; and “What could you 
want better than my wife?” the Major enquired with 
the comfortable candour that now prevailed between us. 

1 wasn’t obliged to answer these remarks—I was only 
obliged to place my sitters. I wasn’t easy in mind, and 
I postponed a little timidly perhaps the solving of my 
cjuestion. The book was a large canvas, the other figures 
were numerous, and I worked off at first some of the 
episodes in which the hero and the heroine were not 
concerned. When once I had set them up I should have 
to stick to them—I couldn’t make ray young man seven 
feet high in one place and five feet nine in another. I 
inclined on the whole to the latter measurement, 
though the Major more than once reminded me that he 
looked about as young as any onfc. It was indeed quite 
possible to arrange him, for the figure, so that it would 
have been difficult to detect his age. After the spon¬ 
taneous Oronte had been with me a month, and after I 
had given him to understand several times over that 
his native exuberance would presently constitute an in- 
suimountable barrier to our further intercourse, I 
waked to a sense of his heroic capacity. He was only five 
feet seven, but the remaining inches were latent. I tried 
him almost secretly at first, for I was really rather afraid 
of the judgement my other models would pass on such a 
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choice. If they regarded Miss Churm as little better than 
a snare what would they think of the representation by 
a person so little the real thing as an Italian street- 
vendor of a protagonist formed by a public school? 

If I went a little in fear of them it wasn’t because they 
bullied me, because they had got an oppressive foot¬ 
hold, but because in their really pathetic decorum and 
mysteriously permanent newness they counted on me so 
intensely. I was therefore very glad when Jack Hawley 
came home: he was always of such good counsel. He 
painted badly himself, but there was no one like him 
for putting his finger on tlie place. He had been absent 
from England for a year; he had been somewhere- I 
don’t remember where—to get a fresh eye. I was in a 
good deal of dread of any such organ, but we were old 
friends; he had been away for months and a sense of 
emptine.ss was creeping into my life. I hadn’t dodged a 
missile for a year. 

He came back with a fresh eye, but with the same old 
black velvet blouse, and the first evening he spent in my 
studio we smoked cigarettes till the small hours. He had 
done no work himself, he had only got the eye; so the 
field was clear for the production of ray little tilings. He 
wanted to see what I had produced for the Chenpside, 
but he was disappointed in the exhibition. J’hat at least 
seemed the meaning of two or three comprehensive 
groans which, as he lounged on my big divan, his leg 
folded under him, looking at my latest drawings, issued 
from his lips with the smoke of the cigarette. 

"What’s the matter with you?” I asked. 

“What’s the matter with yonV* 

"Nothing save that I’m mystified.’’ 

"You are indeed. You’re quite off the hinge. What’s 
the meaning of this new fad?” And he tossed me, with 
visible irreverence, a drawing in which I happened to 
have depicted both my elegant models. I asked if he 
didn’t think it good, and he replied that it struck him 
as execrable, given the sort of thing I bad always rep- 
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resented myself to him as wishing to arrive at; but I let 
that pass—I was so anxious to see exactly what he meant. 
The two figures in the picture looked colossal, but I 
supposed this was not what he meant, inasmuch as, for 
aught he knew to the ccii^rary, I might have been try¬ 
ing for some such effect. I mair.tained that I was work¬ 
ing exactly in the same way as when he last had done 
me the honour to tell me I might do something some 
day. “Well, there’s a screw loose somewhere,” he an¬ 
swered; “wait a bit and I’ll discover it.” I depended 
upon him to do so: where else was the fresh eye? But 
he produced at last nothing more luminous than “I 
don’t know—I don’t like your types.” This was lame 
for a critic who had never consented to discuss with me 
anything but the question of execution, the direction of 
strokes and the mystery of values. 

“In the drawings you’ve been looking at I think my 
types are very handsome.” 

“Oh they won’t dol” 

“I’ve been working with new models." 

“I see you have. They won’t do.” 

“Are you very sure of that?” 

“Absolutely—they’re stupid.” 

“You mean I am—for I ought to get round that.” 

“You can't—with such people. Who are they?” 

I told him, so far as was necessary, and he concluded 
heartlessly: “Ce sont des gens qu’il faut mettre la 
porte.” 

“You’ve never seen them; they’re awfully good”—I 
flew to their defence. 

“Not seen them? Why all this recent work of yours 
drops to pieces with them. It’s all I want to see of 
them.” 

“No one els« has said anything against it—the Cheap- 
side people are pleased.” 

“Every one else is an ass, and the Cheapside people 
the biggest asses of all. Come, don’t pretend at this time 
of day to have pretty illusions about the public, espe- 
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daily about publishers and editors. It's not for such 
animals you work—it's for those who know, coloro che 
sanno; so keep straight for me if you can't keep straight 
for yourself. There was a certain sort of thing you used 
to try for—and a very good thing it was. But this twaddle 
isn’t in it.” When I talked with Hawley later about 
“Rutland Ramsay" and its possible successors he de¬ 
clared that I must get back into my boat again or I 
should go to the bottom. His voice in short was the 
voice of warning. 

I noted the warning, but I didn't turn my friends out 
of doors. They bored me a good deal; but the very fact 
that they bored me admonished me not to sacrifice 
them—if there was anything to be done with them— 
simply to irritation. As I look back at this phase they 
seem to me to have pervaded my life not a little. I have 
a vision of them as most of the time in my studio, seated 
against the wall on an old velvet bench to be out of the 
way, and resembling the while a pair of patient courtiers 
in a royal ante-chamber. I’m convinced that during the 
coldest weeks of the winter they held their groun<I be¬ 
cause it saved them fire. Their newness was losing its 
gloss, and it was impossible not to feel them objects of 
charity. Whenever Miss Churm arrived they went away, 
and after I was fairly launched in “Rutland Ramsay” 
Miss Churm arrived pretty often. They managed to ex¬ 
press to me tacitly that they supposed I wanted her for 
the low life of the book, and I let them suppose it, since 
they had attempted to study the work—it was lying 
about the studio—without discovering that it dealt only 
with the highest circles. They had dipped into the most 
brilliant of our novelists without deciphering many 
passages. I still took an hour from them, now and again, 
in spite of Jack Hawley’s warning: it would be time 
enough to dismiss them, if dismissal should be neces¬ 
sary, when the rigour of the season was over. Hawley 
had made their acquaintance—he had met them at my 
fireside—and thought them a ridiculous pair. Learning 
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that he was a painter they tried to approach him, to 
slum him too that they were tlie real thing; but he 
looked at them, across the big room, as if they were 
miles away: tliey were a compendium ol everything he 
most oljjected to in the social system of his couiitiy. 
Such jieople as that, all convv 'Uion and pateiiL-Ieaihcr, 
with ejaculations that stopped nversaiion, had no 
business in a studio. A studio was a place to learn lo see, 
and how could you see through a paii oi leathei-beds? 

'riie main inconvenience J sulleied at their hands was 
that at hist I was shy of letting it break uj)ou them that 
my artful little seivani had begun to sit to me lor “Rut¬ 
land Ramsay.” I'hey knew T had been odd enough - they 
W'ere prepared by this tinie to allow caddity to artists -to 
pick a foreign vagabcmcl out of the streets when I might 
have had a person with whiskers and c cedentials; but it 
was some time before they learned how high f rated his 
'dcrcmi})lishments. They found him in an attitude more 
than emte, hut they never doubted I was doing bim as 
an cjrgan-gfinder. There were several things they never 
guessed, and one ol them was that for a striking scene 
in the novel, in which a footman briefly figured, it oc¬ 
curred to me to make use of .Vfajor Monarcli as the 
menial. I kept putting this off, I didn’t like to ask him 
to don the livery—besides the difficuhy trl finding a 
livery tej fit fiirn. At last, one day late in the winter, 
when I was at wcark on the despised Oronte, who c.'uight 
one’s idea on tJ;e wing, and wMsu'n the glcrw^ of feeling 
myself go very straight, they came in, the M.rjoc and his 
wife, with their society laugh about nothing (there was 
less and le.ss to laugh at); came in like country-callers - 
they always reminded me of that—who have walked 
across the park after church and a^e presently per¬ 
suaded lo stay to luncheon. Luncheem was over, hut 
they could stay to lea—I knew they wanted it. The fit 
was on me, however, and I couldn’t let my ardour cool 
and my work wait, with the fading daylight, while my 
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model prepared it. So I asked Mrs. Monarch if she 
would mind laying it out—a request which for an in¬ 
stant brought all the blood to her face. Her eyes were 
on her husband’s for a second, and some mute telegra¬ 
phy passed between them. Their folly was over the next 
instant; his cheerful shrewdness put an end to it. So far 
from pitying their wounded pride, I must add, I was 
moved to give it as complete a lesson as I could. They 
bustled about together and got out the cups and saucers 
and made the kettle boil. I know they felt as if they 
were waiting on my servant, and when the tea was pre¬ 
pared I said: “He’ll have a cup, please—he’s tired.” 
Mrs. Monarch brought him one where he stood, and 
he took it from her as if he had been a gentleman at a 
party squeezing a crush-hat with an elbow. 

Then it came over me that she had made a great effort 
for me—made it with a kind of nobleness—and that I 
owed her a compensation. Each time I saw her after this 
I wondered what the compensation could be. I couldn't 
go on doing the wrong thing to oblige them. Oh it was 
the wrong thing, the stamp of the work for which they 
sat—Hawley was not the only person to say it now. I 
sent in a large number of the drawings I had made for 
“Rutland Ramsay,” and I received a warning that was 
more to the point than Hawley’s. The artistic adviser 
of the house for which I was working was of opinion 
that many of my illustrations were not what had been 
looked for. Most of these illustrations were the subjects 
in which the Monarchs had figured. Without going into 
the question of what had been looked for, I had to face 
the fact that at this rate I shouldn't get the other books 
to do. I hurled myself in despair on Miss Churm—I put 
her through all her paces. I not only adopted Oronte 
publicly as my hero, but one morning when the Major 
looked in to see if I didn't require him to finish a Cheap- 
side figure for which he had be^n to sit the week be¬ 
fore, I told him I had changed my mind—I’d do the 



188 HENRY JAMES 

drawing from my man. At this my visitor turned pale 
and stood looking at me. “Is he your idea of an English 
gentleman?" he asked. 

I was disappointed, 1 was nervous, I wanted to get on 
with my work; so I replied with irritation: “Oh my dear 
Major—I can’t be ruined you!” 

It was a horrid speech, but lu 3mod another moment 
—after which, without a word, he quitted the stu<lio. I 
drew a long breath, for I said to myself that 1 shouldn't 
see him again, I harln’t told him definitely that I was in 
danger of having my work rejected, but I was vexed 
at his not having felt the catastrophe in the air, read 
with me the moral of our fruitless collaboration, the 
lesson that in the deceptive atmosphere of art even the 
highest respectability may fail of being plastic. 

I didn’t owe my friends money, but I did see them 
again. They reappeared together three days later, and, 
given all the other facts, there was something tragic in 
that one. It was a clear proof they could find nothing 
else in life to do. They had threshed the matter out in 
a dismal conference—they had digested the bad news 
that they were not in for the series. If they weren’t use¬ 
ful to me even for the Cheapside their function seemed 
difficult to determine, and I could only judge at first 
that they had come, forgivingly, decorously, to take a 
last leave. This made me rejoice in secret that I had 
little leisure for a scene; for I had placed both my other 
models in position together and I was jpegging away at a 
drawing from w-iich I hoped to derive glory. It had 
been suggested by the passage in which Rutland Ram¬ 
say, drawing up a chair to Artemisia’s piano-stool, says 
extraordinary things to her while she ostensibly fingers 
out a difficult piece of music. I had done Miss Churm 
at the piano before—it was an attitude in which she 
knew how i.o take on an absolutely poetic grace. 1 
wished the iwo figures to “compo.se" together with in¬ 
tensity, and my little Italian had entered perfectly into 
my conception. The pair were vividly before me, the 
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piano had been pulled out; it was a charming show of 
blended youth and murmured love, which I had only 
to catch and keep. My visitors stood and looked at it, 
and I was friendly to them over my shoulder. 

They made no response, but 1 was used to silent com¬ 
pany and went on with my work, only a little discon¬ 
certed-even though exhilarated by the sense that this 
was at least the ideal thing- at not having got rid of 
them after all. Presently I heard Mrs. Monarch's sweet 
voice beside or rather above me: “I wish her hair were 
a little better done.” I looked up and she was staring 
with a strange fixedness at Miss Churm, whose back 
was turned to her. “Do you mind my just touching it?” 
she went on—a question which made me spring up for 
an instant as with the instinctive fear tliat she mignt do 
the young lady harm. But she quieted me with a glance 
I shall never forget—I confess I should like to have been 
able to paint that—znd went for a moment to my model. 
She spoke to her softly, laying a hand on her shoulder 
and bending over her; and as the girl, understanding, 
gratefully assented, she disposed her rough curls, with 
a few quick passes, in such a way as to make Miss 
Churm’s head twice as charming. It was one of the most 
heroic personal services I’ve ever seen rendered. Then 
Mrs. Monarch turned away with a low sigh and, look¬ 
ing about her as if for something to do, stooped to the 
floor with a noble humility and picked up a dirty rag 
that had dropped out of my paint-box. 

The Major, meanwhile had also been looking for 
something to do, and, wandering to the other end of the 
studio, saw before him my breakfast-thinK neglected, 
unremoved. “I say, can’t I be useful here?” he called out 
to me with an irrepressible quaver. I assented with a 
laugh that I fear was awkward, and for the next ten 
minutes, while I worked, I heard the light clatter of 
china and the tinkle of spoons and glass. Mrs. Monarch 
assisted her husband—they washed up my crockery, they 
put it away. They wandered off into my little scullery. 
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and I afterwards found that they had cleaned my knives 
and that my slender stock of plate had an unprece¬ 
dented surface. When it came over me, the latent elo¬ 
quence of what they were doing, I confess that my 
drawing was blurred for a moment—the picture swam. 
They had accepted their failure, but they couldn’t 
accept their fate. They had bi.--’fd their heads in bewil¬ 
derment to tlie perverse and cruel law in virtue of which 
the real thing could be so much less precious than the 
unreal; but they didn’t want to starve. If my servants 
were my models, then niy models might be my servants. 
They would reverse the parts—the others would sit for 
the ladies and gentlemen and they would do the work. 
They would still be in the studio—it was an intense 
dumb appeal to me not to turn them out. “Take us on/' 
they wanted to say—“we’ll do anything” 

My pencil dropped from my hand; my sitting was 
spoiled and I got rid of my sitters, who were also evi¬ 
dently rather mystified and awestruck. Then, alone 
with the Major and his wife I had a most uncomfort¬ 
able moment. He put their prayer into a single sen¬ 
tence: “I say, you know -just let us do for you, can’t 
you?” I couldn’t—it was dreadful to see them emptying 
my slops; but I pretended I could, to oblige them, for 
about a week, 'f’hen I gave them a sum of money to go 
away, and I never saw them again. I obtained the re¬ 
maining books, but my friend Hawley repeats that 
Major and Mrs. Monarch did me a permanent harm, 
got me into false ways. If it be true I’m content to have 
paid the price—for tire memory. 

1890 



A VILLAGE SINGER 

Mary Wilkins Freeman 
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The trees were in full leaf, a heavy south wind was 
blowing, and there was a loud murmur among the new 
leaves. The people noticed it, for it was the hrst time 
that year that the trees had so murmured in the wind. 
The spring had come with a rush during the last few 
days. 

The murmur of the trees sounded loud in the village 
church, where the people sat waiting lor the service to 
begin. I'he windows were open; it was a very warm 
Sunday tor May. 

I’he church was already filled with this soft sylvan 
music—the tender harmony of the leaves and the south 
wind, and the sweet, desultory whistles of birds—when 
the choir arose and began to sing. 

In the centre of the row of women singers stood Alma 
Way. All the people stared at her, and turned their ears 
critically. She was the new leading soprano. Candace 
Whitcomb, the old one, who had sung in the choir for 
forty years, had lately been given her dismissal. The 
audience considered that her voice had grown too 
cracked and uncertain on the upper notes. I'here had 
been much complaint, and after long deliberation the 
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church-officers had made known their decision as mildly 
as possible to the old singer. She had sung for the last 
time the Sunday before, and Alma Way had been en¬ 
gaged to lake her place. With the exception of the 
organist, the leading soprano was the only paid musi¬ 
cian in the large choir. The salary was very modest, still 
the village people considej^ .l it large for a young 
woman. Alma was from the adjo.'i'mg village of East 
Derby; she had quite a local reputation as a singer. 

Now she fixed her large solemn blue eyes; her long, 
delicate face, which had been pretty, turned paler; the 
blue flowers on her bonnet trembled; her little thin 
gloved hands, clutching the singing-book, shook per¬ 
ceptibly; but she sang out bravely. That most formi¬ 
dable mountain height of the world, self-distrust and 
timidity, arose before her, but her nerves were braced 
for its ascent. In the midst of the hymn she had a solo; 
her voice rang out piercingly sweet; the people nodded 
admiringly at each other; but suddenly there was a srir; 
all the faces turned toward the windows on the south 
side of the church. Above the din of the wind and the 
birds, above Alma Way’s sweetly straining tones, arose 
another female voice, singing another hymn to another 
tune. 

“It’s her,’’ the women whispered to each other; they 
were half aghast, half smiling. 

Candace Whitcomb’s cottage stood close to the south 
side of the church. She was playing on her parlor organ, 
and singing, to d^own out the voice of her rival. 

Alma caught her breath; she almost stopped; the 
hymn-book waved luce a fan; then she went on. But the 
long husky drone of the parlor organ and the shrill 
clamor of the other voice seemed louder than anything 
else. 

When the hymn was finished, Alma sat down. She 
felt faint; the woman next her slipped a peppermint 
into her hand. “It ain’t worth minding,’’ she whispered, 
vigorously. Alma tried to smile; down in the audience 
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a young man was watching her with a kind of fierce pity. 

In the last hymn Alma had another solo. Again the 
parlor organ droned above the carefully delicate 
accompaniment of the church organ, and again Can¬ 
dace Whitcomb’s voice clamored forth in another tune. 

After the benediction, the other singers pressed 
around Alma. She did not say much in return lor their 
expressions of indignation and sympathy. She wiped 
her eyes furtively once or twice, and tried to smile. Wil¬ 
li,un Emmons, the choir leader, elderly, stout, and 
smooth-faced, stood over her, and raised his voice. He 
was the old musical dignitary of the village, the leader 
of the choral club and the singing-schools. “A most 
outrageous proceeding,” he said. People had coupled 
his name with Candace Whitcomb’s. The old bachelor 
tenor and old maiden soprano had been wont to walk 
tfigeihcr to her home next door after the .Saturday night 
rehearsals, and they had sung duets to the parlor organ. 
People had watched sharply her ohl face, on which the 
blushes of youth sat pitifully, when William Emmons 
entered the singing-seats. They wondered if he would 
ever ask her to marry him. 

And now he said further to Alma Way that Candace 
Whitcomb’s voice had failed utterly of late, that she 
sang shockingly, and ought to have had sense enough to 
know it. 

When Alma went down into the audience-room, in 
the midst of the chattering singers, who seemed to have 
descended, like birds, from song flights to chirps, the 
minister approached her. He had been waiting to speak 
to her. He was a steady-faced, fleshy old man, who had 
preached from that one pulpit over forty years. He told 
Alma, in his slow way, how much he regretted the an¬ 
noyance to which she had been subjected, and intimated 
that he would endeavor to prevent a recurrence of it. 
’’Miss Whitcomb—must be—reasoned with,” said he; he 
had a slight hesitation of speech, not an impediment. It 
was as if his thoughts did not slide readily into his 
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words, although both were present. He walked down 
the aisle with Alma, and bade her good-morning when 
he saw Wilson Ford waiting for her in the doorway. 
Everybody knew that Wilson Ford and Alma were lov¬ 
ers; they had been for the last ten years, 

Alma coloied softly, and made a little imperceptible 
motion with her head; her silk dress and the lace on her 
mantle fluttered, but she did not speak. Neither did 
Wilson, although they had not met before that day. 
They did not look at each other’s faces—they seemed 
to see each other without that—and they walked along 
side to side. 

They reached the gate before Candace Whitcomb’s 
little house. Wilson looked past the front yard, full of 
pink and white spikes on flowering bushes, at the lace- 
curtained windows; a thin white profile, stiffly inclined, 
apparently over a book, was visible at one of them. Wil¬ 
son gave his head a shake. He was a stout man, with 
features so strong that they overcame his flesh. “I’m 
going up home with you, Alma,’’ said he; “and then— 
I’m coming back, to give Aunt Candace one blowing 
up.” 

“Oh, don't, Wilson.” 

“Yes, I shall. If you want to stand this kind of a 
thing you may; I sha’n’t.” 

“There's no need of your talking to her. Mr. Pollard’s 
going to.” 

“Did he say he was?” 

“Yes. I think he’s going in before the afternoon meet¬ 
ing, from what 1 said.” 

“Well, there’s one thing about it, if she does that 
thing again this afternoon. I’ll go in there and break 
that old organ up into kindling-wood.” Wilson set his 
mouth hard, and shook his head again. 

Alma gave little side glances up at him, her tone was 
deprecatory, but her face was full of soft smiles. “I sup>- 
pose she does feel dreadfully about it,” said she. “I can’t 
help feeling kind of guilty, taking her place.” 
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“I don’t see how you’re to blame. It’s outrageous, her 
acting so.” 

"The choir gave her a photograph album last week, 
didn’t they?” 

"Yes. They went there last Thursday night, and gave 
her an album and a surprise-party. She ought to behave 
herself.” 

"Well, she’s sung there so long, I suppose it must be 
dieadliil hard for her to give it up.” 

Other people going home from church were vci'y 
near Wilson and Alma. She spoke softly that they 
might not hear; he did not lower his voice in the least. 
Presently Alma stopped before a gate. 

"What are you stopping here for?” asked Wilson. 

"Minnie I.ansing wanted me to come and stay with 
her this noon.” 

“You’re going home with me,” 

"I’m afraid I’ll put your mother out.” 

"Put mother out! I told her you were coming, tins 
morning. She’s got all ready for you. Come along; don’t 
stand here.” 

He did not tell Alma of the pugnacious spirit with 
which his mother had received the announcement of 
her coining, and how she had stayed at home to prepare 
the dinner, and make a parade of her hard work and her 
injury. 

Wilson’s mother was the reason why he did not marry 
Alma. He would not take his wife home to live witli 
her, and was unable to support separate establishments. 
Alma was willing enough to be married and j)ut up with 
Wilson’s mother, but she did not complain of his deci¬ 
sion. Her delii.ate blond features grew sharper, and her 
blue eyes more hollow. She had had a certain fine pretti¬ 
ness, but now she was losing it, and beginning to look 
old, and there was a prim, angular, old maiden car¬ 
riage about her narrow shoulders. 

Wilson never noticed it, and never thought of Alma as 
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not possessed of eternal youth, or capable of losing or 
regretting it, 

“Come along, Alma,” said he; and she followed 
meekly after him down the street. 

Soon after they passed Candace Whitcomb’s house, 
the minister went up the front walk and rang the bell. 
The pale profile at the window hatl never stirred as he 
opened the gate and came up the walk. However, the 
door was promptly opened, in response to his ring. 
"Good-morning, Miss Whitcomb,” said the minister. 

"GootZ-morning.” Candace gave a sweeping toss of 
her head as she spoke. There was a fierce upward curl 
to her thin nostrils and her lips, as if she scented an 
adversary. Her black eyes had two tiny cold sparks of 
fury in them, like an enraged bird’s. She did not ask the 
minister to enter, but he stepped lumberingly into the 
entry, and she retreated rather than led the way into 
her little parlor. He settled into the great rocking-chair 
and wiped his face. Candace sat down again in her old 
place by the window. She was a tall woman, but very 
slender and full of pliable motions, like a blade of grass. 

“It’s a—very pleasant day,” said the minister. 

Candace made no reply. She sat still, with her head 
drooping. The wind stirred the looped lace-curtains; a 
tall rose-tree outside the window waved; soft shadows 
floated through the room. Candace's parlor organ stood 
in front of an open window that faced the church; on 
the corner was a pitcher with a bunch of white lilacs. 
The whole room was .scented with them. Presently the 
minister looked over at them and sniffed pleasantly. 

“You have—some beautiful—lilacs there.” 

Candace did not speak. Every line of her slender fig¬ 
ure looked flexible, but it was a flexibility more resistant 
than rigor. 

The minister looked at her. He filled up the great 
rocking-chair; his arms in his shiny black coat-sleeves 
rested squarely and comfortably upon the hair-cloth 
arms of the chair. 
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"Well, Miss Whitcomb, I suppose I—may as well 
come to—the point. There was- a little—matter I wished 
to speak to you about. I don't suppose you were—at least 
I can’t suppose you were—awaie of it, but—this morn¬ 
ing, during the singing by the choir, you played and 
—sung a little too—loud. That is, with—the wiiulows 
open. It—disturbed us—a little. I liope you won’t leel 
hurt—my dear Miss Candace, but 1 knew you wr)uld 
rather 1 would speak of it, lot I knew—you would be 
more disturbed than anybody else at the idea oi sucl\ a 
thing.” 

Candace did not raise her eyes; she looked as if his 
W'ords might sway her through the window. "I ain't dis¬ 
turbed at it,” said she. "I did it on purpose; I meant to." 

The minister looked at her. 

"You needn’t look at me. I know jest what I’m about. 
I .sung the way I did on purpose, an’ I’m goin’ to do it 
again, an’ I’d like to see you stop me. I guess I’ve got a 
right to set down to my own organ, an’ sing a psalrn 
tune on a Sabbath day, ’f I want to; an’ there ain't no 
amount of talkin’ an’ palaverin’ a-goin’ to stop rne. .See 
therel” Candace sw'ung aside her skirts a little. “Look 
at that!” 

The minister looked. Candace’s feet w’cre resting on 
a large red-plush photograph allrum. 

“Makes a nice footstool, don’t it?” said she. 

The minister looked at the album, then at her; there 
was a slowly gathering alarm in his face; he began to 
think she was losing her reason. 

Candace had her eyes full upon him now, and her 
head up. She laughed, and her laugh was almost a snarl, 
“Yes; I thought it would make a beautiftd lootstool,” 
said .she. “I’ve been wantin’ one for some time.” Her 
tone was full of vicious irony. 

“Why, miss—” began the minister; but she inter¬ 
rupted him: 

“I know what you’re a-goin’ to say, Mr. Pollard, an’ 
now I'm goin’ to have my say; I’m a-goin' to sjreak. I 
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want to know what you think of folks that pretend to 
be Christians treatin' anybody the way they’ve treated 
me? Here I’ve sung in those singin’-seats forty year. I 
ain't never missed a Sunday, except when I’ve been 
sick, an’ I’ve gone an’ sung a good many times when 
I’d better been in bed, an’ now I iii turned out without 
a word of warnin’. My voice is jest as good as ever ’twas; 
there can’t anybody say it ain’t. It wa’n’t ever quite so 
high-pitched as that Way girl’s, mebbe; but she flats the 
whole durin’ time. My voice is as good an’ high today 
as it was twenty year ago; an’ if it wa’n’t. I’d like to 
know where the Christianity comes in. I’d like to know 
if it wouldn’t be more to the credit of folks in a church 
to keep an old singer an’ an old minister, if they didn’t 
sing an’ hold forth quite so smart as they used to, ruther 
than turn ’em off an’ hurt their feelin’s. I guess it would 
be full as much to the glory of God. S’pose the singin’ 
an’ the preachin’ wa'n’t quite so good, what difference 
would it make? Salvation don’t hang on anybody’s hit- 
tin’ a high note, that I ever heard of. Folks are gettin’ 
as high-steppin’ an' fussy in a meetin’-house as they are 
in a tavern, nowadays. S’pose they should turn you off, 
Mr. Pollard, come an’ give you a photograph album, 
an’ tell you to clear out, how’d you like it? I ain’t findin’ 
any fault with your preachin'; it was always good 
enough to suit me; but it don’t stand to reason folks’ll 
be as took up with your sermons as when you was a 
young man. You can't expect it. S’pose they should turn 
you out in your oL' age, an’ call in some young bob 
squirt, how’d you feel? There’s William Emmons, too; 
he’s three years older’n I am, if he does lead the choir 
an’ run all the singin’ in town. If my voice has gi’en out, 
it Stan’s to reason his has. It ain’t, though. William 
Emmons sings jcjt as well as he ever did. Why don’t 
they turn him out the way they have me, an’ give him 
a photograph album? I dun know but it would be a 
good idea to send everybody, as soon as they get a little 
old an’ gone by, an’ young folks begin to push, onto 
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some desert island, an’ give 'em each a photograph al¬ 
bum. Then they can sit down an' look at pictures the 
rest of their days. Mebbe government’ll take it up. 

“Tliere they come here last week Thursday, all the 
(hoir, jest about eight o’clock in the evenin’, an’ pre¬ 
tended they’d come to give me a nice little surprise. 
Surprise! h’m! Brought cake an’ oranges, aji’ was jest 
as nice as they could be, an’ I was real tickled. 1 never 
had a surprise-party before in niy life. Jenny Carr she 
})laycd, an’ they warrted me to sir)g alone, an’ I never 
susjiected a thing. I’ve been mad ever since to think 
what a fool 1 was, an’ how’ they must have laughed in 
their sleeves. 

“When they’d gone I found this photograph album 
on the table, all done up as nice as you please, an’ di¬ 
rected to Miss Candace Whitcomb from her many 
friends, an’ I opened it, an’ there v/as the letter inside 
givin' me notice to quit. 

“If they’d gone about it any decent way, told me right 
out honest that they'd got tired of me, an’ wanted Ahna 
Way to sing instead of me, I wouldn’t minded .so much; 
I should have been hurt ’nough, for I’d felt as il some 
that had pretended to be my friends wa’n’t: but it 
wouldn’t have been as bad as this. I'hcy said in the let¬ 
ter that they’d always set great value on my services, an’ 
it wa’n’f from any lack of appreciation that they turned 
me oft, but (hey thought the duty was gettin’ a little too 
ardijons ferr me. H’m! 1 hadn’t complained. If they’d 
turned me right out fair au’ srpiare, showed me the 
door, an’ said, ‘Here, you get out,’ hut to go an’ s[jill 
molasses, as it were, all over the threshokl, fryirt’ to 
make me think it’s all nice an’ sweet— 

“I’d sent that phcrtrjgraph alburn back rpiick’s I could 
pack it, but I didn’t know who started it, sc) I’ve used 
it for a hrotstool. ft’s all it’s good for, ’cordin’ to my way 
of thinkin’. An’ 1 ain’t been particular to get the dust 
oIF my shoes before I used it neither.” 

Mr. Pollard, the minister, sat staring. He did not look 
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at Candace; his eyes were fastened upon a point straight 
ahead. He had a look of helpless solidity, like a block 
of granite. This country minister, with his steady, even 
temperament, treading with heavy precision his one 
track for over forty years, having nothing new in his life 
except the new samene;-' of the seasons, and desiring 
nothing new, was incapable o" understanding a woman 
like this, who had lived as quieii/ as he, and all the 
time held within herself the elements of revolution. He 
could not account for such violence, such extremes, ex¬ 
cept in a loss of reason. He had a conviction that Can¬ 
dace was getting beyond herself. He himself was not a 
typical New-Englander; the national elements of char¬ 
acter were not pronounced in him. He was aghast and 
bewildered at this outbreak, which was tropical, and 
more than tropical, for a New England nature has a 
floodgate, and the power which it releases is an accumu¬ 
lation. Candace Whitcomb had been a quiet woman, 
so delicately resolute that the quality had been scarcely 
noticed in her, and her ambition had been unsuspected. 
Now the resolution and the ambition appeared raging 
over her whole self. 

She began to talk again. “I’ve made up my mind that 
I’m goin’ to sing Sundays the way I did this mornin’, 
an’ I don’t care what folks say,” said she. “I’ve made up 
my mind that I’m goin’ to take matters into my own 
hands. I’m goin’ to let folks see that I ain’t trod down 
quite flat, that there’s a little rise left in me. I ain't goin’ 
to give up heal yet a while; an’ I’d like to see anybody 
stop me. If I ain’t got a right to play a psalm tune on my 
organ an’ sing, I’d like to know. If you don’t like it, you 
can move the meetin’-house.” 

Candace had had an inborn reverence for clergymen. 
She had always treated Mr. Pollard with the utmost def¬ 
erence. Indeed her manner toward all men had been 
marked by a certain delicate stiffness and dignity. Now 
she was talking to the old minister with the homely 
freedom with which she might have addressed a female 
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gossip over the back fence. He could not say much in 
return. He did not feel competent to make headway 
against any such tide of passion; all he could do was to 
let it beat against him. He made a few expostulations, 
which increased Candace's vehemence; he expressed his 
regret over the whole affair, and suggested that they 
should kneel and ask the guidance of the Lord in the 
matter, that she might be led to see it all in a different 
light. 

Candace refused flatly. “I don't see any use prayin' 
about it,” said she. "I don’t think the Lord's got much 
to do with it, anyhow.” 

It was almost time for the afternoon service when the 
minister left. He had missed his comfortable noontide 
rest, through this encounter with his revolutionary pa¬ 
rishioner. After the minister had gone, Candace sat by 
the window and waited. The bell rang, and she watched 
the people file past. When her nephew Wilson Ford 
with Alma appeared, she grunted to herself. “She's thin 
as a rail,” said she; “guess there won't be much left of 
her by the time Wilson gets her. Little soft-spoken 
nippin' thing, she wouldn't make him no kind of a wife, 
anyway. Guess it’s jest as well.” 

When the bell had stopped tolling, and all the peo¬ 
ple entered the church, Candace went over to her organ 
and seated herself. She arranged a singing-book before 
her, and sat still, waiting. Her thin, colorless neck and 
temples were full of beating pulses; her black eyes were 
bright and eager; she leaned stiffly over toward the 
music-rack, to hear better. When the church organ 
sounded out she straightened herself; her long skinny 
fingers pressed her own organ-keys with nervous energy. 
She worked the pedals with all her strength; all her 
slender body was in motion. When the first notes of 
Alma’s solo began, Candace sang. She had really pos¬ 
sessed a fine voice, and it was wonderful how little she 
had lost it. Straining her throat with jealous fury, her 
notes were still for the main part true. Her voice filled 
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the whole room; she sang with wonderful fire and ex¬ 
pression. That, at least, mild little Alma Way could 
never emulate. She was full of steadfastness and un¬ 
questioning constancy, but there were in her no smoul¬ 
dering fires of ambition and resolution. Music was not 
to her what it had been fn her older rival. To this ob¬ 
scure woman, kept relentlessly by circumstances in a 
narrow track, singing in the village choir had been as 
much as Italy was to Napoleon—and now on her island 
of exile she was still showing fight. 

After the church service was done, Candace left the 
organ and went over to her old chair by the window. 
Her knees felt weak, and shook under her. She sat 
down, and leaned back her head. I'here were red spots 
on her cheeks. Pretty soon she heard a quirk slam of 
her gate, and an impetuous tread on the gravel-walk. 
She looked up, and there was her nephew Wilson Ford 
hurrying up to the door. She cringed a little, then she 
settled herself more firmly in her chair. 

Wilson came into the room with a rush. He left the 
door open, and the wind slammed it to after him. 

“Aunt Candace, where are you?" he called out, in a 
loud voice. 

She made no reply. He looked around fiercely, and 
his eyes seemed to pounce upon her. 

“Look here. Aunt Candace," said he, “are you crazy?" 
Candace said nothing. “Aunt Candacel" She did not 
seem to see him. “If you don’t answer me," said Wilson, 
“I’ll just go over there and pitch that old organ out of 
the window!” 

“Wilson Ford!” said Candace, in a voice that was al¬ 
most a scream. 

“Well, what say! What have you got to say for your¬ 
self, acting the way you have? I tell you what 'tis. Aunt 
Candace, I wo’^’t stand it.” 

“I’d like to see you help yourself.” 

“I will help myself. I’ll pitch that old organ out of 
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the window, and then I’ll board up the window on that 
side of your house. Then we’ll see,” 

“It ain’t your house, and it won’t never be.” 

“Who said it was my house? You’re my aunt, and I’ve 
got a little lookout for the credit of the family. Aunt 
Candace, what are you doing this way for?” 

“It don’t make no odds what I'm doin’ so for. I ain’t 
bound to give my reasons to a young fellar like you, if 
you do act so mighty toppin’. But I’ll tell you one thing, 
Wilson Ford, after the way you’ve spoke today, you 
sha’n’t never have one cent of my money, an’ you can’t 
never marry that Way girl if you don't have it. You can’t 
never take her home to live with your mother, an’ this 
house would have been mighty nice an' convenient for 
you some day. Now you won’t get it. I’m goin’ to make 
another will. I’d made one, if you did but know it. Now 
you won’t get a cent of my money, you nor your mother 
neither. An’ I ain’t goin’ to live a dreadful while longer, 
neither. Now I wish you'd go home; I want to lay down. 
I’m 'bout sick.” 

Wilson could not get another word from his aunt. 
His indignation had not in the least cooled. Her threat 
of disinheriting him did not cow him at all; he had too 
much rough independence, and indeed his aunt Can¬ 
dace’s house had always been too much of an air-castle 
for him to contemplate seriously. Wilson, with his 
burly frame and his headlong common-sense, could 
have little to do with air-castles, had he been hard 
enough to build them over graves. Still, he had not ad¬ 
mitted that he never could marry Alma. All his hopes 
were based upon a rise in his own fortunes, not by some 
sudden convulsion, but by his own long and steady 
labor. Some time, he thought, he should have saved 
enough for the two homes. 

He went out of his aunt’s house still storming. She 
arose after the door had shut behind him, and got out 
into the kitchen. She thought that she would start a 
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fire and make a cup of tea. She had not eaten anything 
all day. She put some kindling-wood into the stove and 
touched a match to it; then she went bark to the sitting- 
room, and settled down again into the chair by the win¬ 
dow. The fire in the kitchen-stove roared, and the light 
wood was soon burned ouf She thought no more about 
it. She had not put on the tealertle. Her head ached, 
and once in a while she shivered. Stu* sat at the window 
while the afternoon waned and the dusk came on. At 
seven o’clock the meeting bell rang again, and the peo¬ 
ple flocked by. This time she did not stir. She had shut 
her parlor organ. She did not need to out-sing her rival 
this evening; there was only congregational singing at 
the Sunday-night prayer-meeting. 

She sat still until it was nearly time for meeting to be 
done; her head ached harder and harder, and she shiv¬ 
ered more. Finally she arose, "Guess I’ll go to bed,” she 
muttered. She went about the house, bent over and 
shaking, to lock the doors. She stood a minute in the 
back door, looking over the fields to the woods. There 
was a red light over there. “The woods are on fire,” said 
Candace. She watched with a dull interest the flames 
roll up, withering and destroying the tender green 
spring foliage. The air was full of smoke, although the 
fire was half a mile away. 

Candace locked the door and went in. The trees with 
their delicate garlands of new leaves, with the new nests 
of song birds, might fall, she was in the roar of an in¬ 
tenser fire; the growths of all her springs and the deli¬ 
cate wontedness o." her whole life were going down in it. 
Candace went to bed in her little room off the parlor, 
but she could not sleep. She lay awake all night. In the 
morning she crawled to the door and hailed a little boy 
who was passing. She bade him go for the doctor as 
quickly as he t )uld, then to Mrs, Ford’s, and ask her 
to come over. She held on to the door while she was 
talking. The boy stood staring wonderingly at her. The 
spring wind fanned her face. She had drawn on a dress 
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skirt and put her shawl over her shoulders, and her gray 
hair was blowing over her red cheeks. 

She shut the door and went back to her bed. She 
never arose from it again. The doctor and Mrs. Ford 
came and looked after her, and .she lived a week. No¬ 
body but herself thought until the very last that she 
would die; the doctor called her illness merely a light 
run of fever; she had her senses fully. 

But Candace gave up at the first. “It’s my last sick¬ 
ness,” she said to Mrs. Ford that morning when she first 
entered; and Mrs. Ford had laughed at the notion; but 
the sick woman held to it. She did not seem to suffer 
much physical pain; she only grew weaker and weaker, 
but she was distressed mentally. She did not talk much, 
but her eyes followed everybody with an agonized ex¬ 
pression. 

On Wednesday William Emmons came to inquire for 
her. Candace heard him out in the parlor. She tried to 
raise herself on one elbow that she might listen better 
to his voice. 

“William Emmons come in to ask how you was,” Mrs. 
Ford said, after he was gone. 

“I—heard him,” replied Candace. Presently she spoke 
again. “Nancy,” said she, “where’s that photograph 
album?” 

“On the table,” replied her sister, hesitatingly. 

“Mebbe—you’d better—brush it up a little.” 

“Well.” 

Sunday morning Candace wished that the minister 
should be asked to come in at the noon intermission. 
She had refused to see him before. He came and prayed 
with her, and she asked his forgiveness for the way she 
had spoken the Sunday before. “I—hadn’t ought to— 
spoke so,” said she. “I was—dreadful wrought up.” 

“Perhaps it was your sickness coming on,” said the 
minister, soothingly. 

Candace shook her head. “No—it wa’n’t. I hope the 
Lord will—forgive me.” 
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After the minister had gone, Candace still appeared 
unhappy. Her pitiful eyes followed her sister every¬ 
where with the mechanical persistency of a portrait. 

“What is it you want, Candace?” Mrs. Ford said at 
last. She had nursed her sister faithfully, but once in a 
while her impatience showed itself. 

“Nancyl” 

“What say?” 

"I wish -you’d go out when—meetin's done, an'— 
head olf Alma an' Wilson, an’—ask ’em to come in, I 
feel as if—I’d like to—hear her sing.” 

Mrs. Ford stared. “Well,” said she. 

The meeting was now in session. The windows were 
all open, lor it was another warm Sunday. Candace lay 
listening to the music when it began, and a look of 
peace came over her face. Her sister had smoothed her 
hair back, and put on a clean cap. The white curtain 
in the bedroom window waved in the wind like a white 
.sail. Candace almost felt as if she were better, but the 
thought of death seemed easy. 

Mrs. Ford at the parlor window watched for the meet¬ 
ing to be out. When the people appeared, she ran down 
the walk and waited for Alma and Wilson. When they 
came she told them what Candace wanted, and they 
all went in together. 

“Here’s Alma an’ Wilson, Candace,” said Mrs. Ford, 
leading them to the bedroom door. 

Candace smiled. “Come in,” she said, feebly. And 
Alma and Wilson entered and stood beside the bed. 
Candace continu'^d to look at them, the smile straining 
her lips. 

“Wilsonl” 

“What is it. Aunt Candace?” 

“I ain’t altered that—will. You an' Alma ran—come 
here an’—live- when I’m—gone. Your mother won't 
mind livin’ alone. Alma can have -^all- my things.” 

“Don’t, Aunt Candace.” Tears were running over 
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Wilson’s cheeks, and Alma's delicate face was all of a 
quiver. 

“I thought-maybe—Alma ’d be willin’ to—sing for 
me,” said Candace. 

“What do you want me to sing?” Alma asked, in a 
trembling voice. 

“ ‘Jesus, lover of my soul.' ” 

Alrna, standing there beside Wilson, began to sing. 
At first she could hardly control her voice, then she sang 
sweetly and clearly. 

Candace lay and listened. Her face had a holy and 
radiant expression. When Alma stopped singing it did 
not disappear, but she looked up and spoke, and it was 
like a secondary glimpse of the old shape of a forest tree 
through the smoke and flame of the transfiguring fire 
the instant before it falls. “You flatted a little on -souI,” 
said Candace. 

1891 



MRS. RIPLEY^S TRIP 

Hamlin Garland 

1860 -1940 


The night was in windy November, and the blast, 
threatening rain, roared around the poor little slianty 
of “Uncle Ripley,” set like a chicken-trap on the vast 
Iowa prairie. Uncle Ethan was mending his old violin, 
with many York State “dumsl” and "1 gol darns!” to¬ 
tally oblivious of his tireless old wife, who, having 
“finished the supper-dishes,” sat knitting a stocking evi¬ 
dently for the little grandson who lay before the stove 
like a cat. Neither of the old people wore glasses, and 
their light was a tallow candle; they couldn’t afford 
“none o’ them new-fangled lamps.” The room was 
small, the chairs wooden, and the walls bare—a home 
where poverty was a never-absent guest. The old lady 
looked pathetical! • little, weazened and hopeless in her 
ill-fitting garments (whose original color had long 
since vanished), intent as she was on the stocking in her 
knotted, stiffened fingers, but there was a peculiar spar¬ 
kle in her little black eyes, and an unusual resolution 
in the straight ’ines of her withered and shapeless lips. 
Suddenly she paused, stuck a needle in the spare knob 
of hair at the back of her head, and, looking at Ripley, 
said decisively: “Ethan Ripley, you’ll half to do your 
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own cooking from now on to New Year’s; I’m goin’ 
back to Yaark State." 

The old man’s leather-brown face stiffened into a 
look of quizzical surprise for a moment; then he cack¬ 
led, incredulously: "Hoi Hoi harl Shol be y’, now? I 
want to know if y’ be." 

“Well, you’ll find out." 

"Goin’ to start tomorrow, mother?" 

"No, sir. I ain’t; but I am on I’hursday. I want to 
get to Sally’s by Sunday, sure, an’ to Silas’s on I hanks- 

• f 

givin . 

1 here was a note in the old woman’s voice that 
brought genuine stupefaction into the face of Uncle 
Ripley. Of course in this case, as in all others, the 
rnoney consideration was uppermost. 

"Howgy ’spect to get the money, mother? Anybody 
died an’ left yeh a pile?” 

"Never you mind where I get the money so’s’t you 
don’t haff to bear it. The land knows, if I’d a-w'aited 
for you to pay my way 

“You needn’t twit me of bein’ poor, old w'oman,” 
said Ripley, flaming up after the manner of many old 
people. “I’ve done my part t' get along. I’ve worked 
day in and day out—’’ 

"Ohl I ain’t done no work, have I?” snapped she, 
laying down the stocking and levelling a needle at him, 
and putting a frightful emphasis on "I.” 

"I didn’t say you hadn’t done no work." 

"Yes, you did!” 

"I didn’t, neither. T said—” 

"I know what you said.” 

"I said I’d done my part!” roared the husband, domi¬ 
nating her as usual by superior hing power. “I didn’t 
say you hadn’t done your part,” he added, with an un¬ 
fortunate touch of emphasis on “say.” 

"I know y’ di<ln’t say it, but y’ meant it. I don’t know 
what y’ call doin’ my part, Ethan Ripley; but it cr>okiu' 
for a drove of harvest hands and thrashin’ hands, inkin’ 
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care o’ the eggs and butter, 'n’ diggin’ taters an’ milkin’, 
ain’t my part, I don’t never expect to do my part, ’n’ you 
might as well know it fust’s last. I’m sixty years old,” 
she went on, with a little break in her harsh voice, dom¬ 
inating him now by woman’s logic, ”an’ I’ve never had 
a day to myself, not even F-^urth of July. If I’ve went 
a-visitin’ ’r to a picnic, I’ve had to come home an’ milk 
’n’ get supper for you men-folks. 1 ain't been away t’ 
stay overnight for thirteen years in this house, ’n’ it was 
just so in Davis County for ten more. For twenty-three 
years, Ethan Ripley, I’ve stuck right to the stove an’ 
churn without a day or a night off.” Her voice choked 
again, but she rallied, and continued impressively, 
“And now I’m a-goin’ back to Yaark State.” 

Ethan was vanquished. He stared at her in speechless 
surprise, his jaw hanging. It was incredible. 

“For twenty-three years,” she went on, musingly, 
“I’ve just about promised myself every year I’d go back 
an’ see my folks.” She was distinctly talking to heiself 
now, and her voice had a touching, wistful cadence. 
“I’ve wanted to go back an’ see the old folks, an’ the 
hills where we played, an’ eat apples off the old tree 
down by the old well. I’ve had them trees an’ hills in 
my mind days and day.s—nights too—an’ the girls 1 used 
to know, an’ my own folks—” 

She fell into a silent muse, which lasted so long that 
the ticking of the clock grew loud as a gong in the man’s 
ears, and the wind outside seemed to sound drearier 
than usual. He returned to the money problem, kindly, 
though. 

“But how y’ goin’t’ raise the money? I ain’t got no 
extra cash this time. Agin Roach is paid an’ the mort¬ 
gage interest paid we ain’t got no hundred dollars to 
spare, Jane, not by a jugful.” 

“Waal, don’t you lay awake nights studyin’ on where 
I’m a-goin’ to get the money,” said the old woman, tak¬ 
ing delight in mystifying him. She had him now, and 
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he couldn’t escape. He strove to show his indifference, 
however, by playing a tune or two on the violin. 

“Come, Tukey, you better climb the wooden hill,*’ 
Mrs. Ripley said, a half-hour later, to the little chap on 
the floor, who was beginning to get drowsy under the 
influence of his grandpa's fiddling. “Pa, you had orta 'a 
put that string in the clock today—on the 'larm side 
the string is broke," she said, upon returning from the 
boy’s bedioom. “I orta get up extra early tomonow, 
to get some sewin’ done. Land knows, I can’t fix up 
much, but they is a leetle I c’n do. X want to look 
decent.” 

They were alone now, and they both sat expectantly. 

“You ’pear to think, mother, that I’m agin yer goin’.’’ 

“Waal, it would kinder seem as if y’ hadn’t hustled 
yerself any t’ help me git off.” 

He was smarting under the sense of being wronged. 
“Wa’al, I’m jest as willin' you should go as I am for 
myself; but if I ain’t got no money I don’t see how I’m 
goin’ to send—” 

“J don’ want ye to send; nobody ast ye to, Ethan 
Ripley. 1 guess if I had what I’ve earnt since we came 
on this farm I'd have enough to go to Jericho with.” 

“You’ve got as much out of it as I have. You talk 
about your goin’ back. Ain’t I been wantin’ to go back 
myself? And ain’t I kep’ still ’cause I see it wa’n’t no 
use? I guess I’ve workecl jest as long an’ as hard as you, 
an’ ill storms an’ wind an’ heat, ef it comes t’ that.” 

The woman was staggered, but she wouldn’t give up; 
she must get in one more thrust. 

“Wa’al, if you’d’a managed as well as I have, you’d 
have some money to go with.” And she rose, and went to 
mix her bread, and set it “raisin’.” He sat by the fire 
twanging his fiddle softly. He was plainly thrown into 
gloomy retrospec t ion, something quite unusual for 
him. But his fingers picking out the bats of a familiar 
tune set him to smiling, and whi])jiing his bow across 
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the strings, he forgot all about his wife’s resolutions and 
his own hardships. Trouble always slid off his back like 
“punkins off a haystack” anyway. 

The old man still sat fiddling softly after his wife dis¬ 
appeared in the hot and stuffy little bedroom off the 
kitchen. His shaggy head bci.-^ lower over his violin. He 
heard her shoes drop-one, two. Pretty soon she called. 

“Come, put up that squeakin’ old fiddle, and go to 
bed. Seems as if you orta have sense enough not to set 
there keepin' everybody in the house awake.” 

“You hush up,” retorted he. “I’ll come when I git 
ready, not till. I’ll be glad when you’re gone—” 

“Yes, I warrant that/' 

With which amiable good-night they went off to 
sleep, or at least she did, while he lay awake, ponder¬ 
ing on “where under the sun she was goin’t’ raise that 
money.” 

The next day she was up bright and early, working 
away on her own affairs, ignoring Ripley totally, the 
fixed look of resolution still on her little old wrinkled 
face. She killed a hen and dressed and baked it. She 
fixed up a pan of doughnuts and made a cake. She was 
engaged on the doughnuts when a neighbor came in, 
one of those women who take it as a personal affront 
when any one in the neighborhood does anything with¬ 
out asking their advice. She was fat, and could talk a 
man blind in three minutes by the watch. 

"What’s this T hear, Mis’ Ripley?” 

"I dun know. I expect you hear about all they is goin* 
on in this neighborhood,” replied Mrs. Ripley, with 
crushing bluntness; but the gossip did not flinch. 

“Well, Sett Turner told me that her husband told 
her that Ripley told him that you was goin* back East 
on a visit.” 

“Waal, what of it?” 

“Well, air yeh?” 

“The Lord willin’ an’ the weather permittin’, I ex¬ 
pect to be,.” 
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"Good land, I want to knowl Well, welll 1 never was 
so astonished in my life. I said, ses I, ‘It can’t be.’ ‘Well,’ 
ses 'e, ‘tha’s what she told me,’ ses ’e. ‘But,’ ses I, ‘she is 
the last woman in the world to go gallivantin’ off East,’ 
ses 1. 'Well, then, it must be so,’ ses I. But, laud sakes! 
do tell me all about it. How tome you to make up your 
mind? Ail these years you’ve been kind a-talkin’ it over, 
an’ now y’r actshelly goin'—Waal, I never! ‘I ’spose 
Ripley furnishes the money,’ ses I to him. ‘Well, no,’ ses 
’e. ‘Ripley says he’ll be blowed if he sees where the 
money's cornin’ Irom,’ ses ’e; and ses I, ‘But maybe she’s 
jest jokin’,’ ses I. ‘Not much,’ he says. S’e: ‘Ripley be¬ 
lieves she’s goin’ fast enough. He's just as anxious to 
find out as we be—’ ’’ 

Here Mrs. Douciney paused for breath; she had 
walked so fast and had rested so little that her intermin¬ 


able flood of “ses I’s’’ and “ses he’s’’ ceased necessarily. 
She had reached, moreover, the point of most vital in¬ 
terest—the money. 

“.\n’ you’ll find out jest ’bout as soon as he does,’’ was 
the dry response from the figure hovering over the 
stove, and with all her manoeuvring that was all she 


All day Ripley went about his work exceedingly 
thoughifid l(jr him. It was cold, blustering weather. 'I he 
wind rustled among the cornstalks with a wild and 
mournful sound, the geese and ducks went sprawling 
down the wind, and horses’ coats were ruffled and barks 


raised. 


The old man was husking com alone in the field, his 
spare form rigged out in two or three ragged coats, his 
hands inserted in a pair of gloves minus nearly all the 
fingers, his thumbs done up in “stalls,’’ and his feet 
thrust into huge coarse boots. During the middle of the 
day the frozen ground thawed, and the mud stuck to his 
boots, and the “down ears” wet and chapped his hands, 
already worn to the quick. Toward night it grew culd 
and threatened snow. In spite of all these attacks he 
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kc pt his cheerfulness and, though he was very tired, he 
was softened in temper. 

Having plenty of time to think matters over, he had 
come to the conclusion “that the old woman needed a 
play-spell. I ain’t likely to he no richer next year than 
I am this one; if I wait till I’m able to send her she 
won’t never go. I calc’late I c’n git enough out o’ them 
shoats to send her. I’d kind a’lotted on eat’n’ them pigs 
done up into sassengers, but if the ol' woman goes East, 
Tukey an’ me’ll kind a haff to pull through without 
’em. We’ll have a turkey f’r Thanksgivin’ an’ a chicken 
once’n a while. Lordl but we’ll miss the gravy on the 
flap-jacks. A-menl’’ (He smacked his lips over the 
thought of the lost dainty.) “But let ’er rip I We can 
stand it. Then there is my buffalo overcoat. I’d kind a 
calc’lated on havin’ a buffalo—but that’s gone up the 
spout along with them sassengers.” 

These heroic sacrifices having been determined upon, 
he put them into effect at once. 

This he was able to do, for his corn-rows ran along¬ 
side the road leading to Cedarville, and his neighbors 
were passing almost all hours of the day. 

It would have softened Jane Ripley’s heart could she 
have seen his bent and stiffened form amid the corn- 
rows, the cold wind piercing to the bone through his 
threadbare and insufficient clothing. The rising wind 
sent the snow rattling among the moaning stalks at 
intervals. The cold made his poor dim eyes water, and 
he had to stop now and then to swing his arms about 
his chest to warm them. His voice was hoarse with 
shouting at the shivering team. 

That night as Mrs. Ripley was clearing the dishes 
away, she got to thinking about the departure of the 
next day, and she began to soften. She gave way to a 
few tears when little Tewksbury Gilchrist, her grand¬ 
son, came up and stood beside her. 

“Gran’raa, you ain’t goin’ to stay away always, are 
yeh?” 
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“Why, course not, Tukey. What made y' think that?” 

“Well, Y ain’t told us nawthin’ 'tall about it. An’ yeh 
kind o' look's if yeh was mad.” 

“Well, I ain’t mad; I’m jest a-thinkin’, Tukey. Y’see 
I come away from them hills when I was a little girl 
a’most; before I married y’l granddad. And 1 ain’t never 
been back. ’Most all my folks is there, sonny, an’ we’ve 
been s’ poor all these years I couldn’t seem t’ never get 
started. Now, when I’m ’most ready t’ go, I feel kind a 
queer—’sif I’d cry,” 

And cry she did, while little Tewksbury stood patting 
her trembling hands. Hearing Ripley’s step on the 
porch, she rose hastily, and drying her eyes, plunged at 
the work again. Ripley came in with a big armful of 
wood, which he rolled into the woodbox with a thun¬ 
dering crash. Then he pulled off his mittens, slapped 
them together to knock off the ice and snow, and laid 
them side by side under the stove. He then removed 
cap, coat, blouse and boots, which last he laid upon tlie 
woodbox, the soles turned toward the stove-pipe. 

As he sat down without speaking, he opened the front 
doors of the stove, and held the palms of his stiffenc<l 
hands to the blaze. The light brought out a thoughtful 
look on his large, uncouth, yet kindly visage. Lite had 
laid hard lines on his brown skin, but it had not en¬ 
tirely soured a naturally kind and simple nature. It had 
made him penurious and dull and iron-muscled; had 
stifled all the slender flowers of his nature; yet there 
was warm soil somewhere hid in his heart, 

“It’s snowin’ like all p’sessed,” he remarked, finally. 
“I guess we’ll have a sleigh-ride tomorrow^ I calc’late 
t’ drive y’ daown in scrumptious style. If yeh must leave, 
why, we’ll give yeh a whoopin’ old send off, won’t we, 
Tukey? 

“I ben a-thinkin’ things over kind o' t’ day, mother, 
an’ I’ve come t’ the conclusion that we have been kind 
a hard on yeh, without knowin’ it, y’ see. Y' see I’m kind 
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a easy-goin’, an’ little Tuke he’s only a child, an’ we 
ain’t c’nsidered how you felt.” 

She didn’t appear to be listening, but she was, and he 
didn’t appear, on his part, to be talking to her, and he 
kept his voice as hard and as dry as he could. 

‘‘An’ I was tellin’ Tuke) day that it was a dum 
shame our crops hadn’t turned cnt better. An’ when 1 
saw ol’ Hatfield go by I hailed him, an’ asked him what 
he’d gimme fcr two o’ m’ shoats. Waal, the upshot is, I 
sent t’ town for some things I calc’lated ye’d need. An’ 
here’s a ticket to Georgetown, and ten dollars. Why, 
ma, what’s up?” 

Mrs. Ripley broke down, and with her hands all wet 
with dishwater, as they were, covered her face and 
sobbed. She felt like kissing him, but she didn’t. Tewks¬ 
bury began to whimper too; but the old man was aston¬ 
ished. His wife had not wept for years (before him). He 
rose and walked clumsily up to her and timidly touch¬ 
ing her hair— 

‘‘Why, motherl What’s the matter? What ’v' I done 
now? I was calc’latin’ to sell them pigs anyway. Hatfield 
jest advanced the money on ’em.” 

She hopped up and dashed into the bedroom, and 
in a few minutes returned with a yarn mitten, tied 
around the wrist, which she laid on the table with a 
thump, saying: ‘‘I don’t want yer money. There’s money 
enough to take me where I want to go.” 

‘‘Whee-ew! Thunder and gimpsum rootl Where’d 
ye git that? Didn’t dig it out of a hole?” 

‘‘No, I jest savs,d it—a dime at a time—see?” Here 
she turned it out on the table—some bills, but mostly 
silver dimes and quarters. 

‘‘Thunder and scissorsi Must be two er three hun¬ 
dred dollars there,” stared he. 

"They’s jest siventy-five dollars and thirty cents; jest 
about enough to go back on. Tickets is fifty-five dol¬ 
lars, goin’ an’ cornin’. That leaves twenty dollars for 
other expenses, not countin’ what I’ve already spent. 
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■which is six-fifty,” said she, recovering her self-posses¬ 
sion. “It’s plenty.” 

“But y’ ain't calc’lated on no sleepers nor hotel bills.” 

“I ain’t goin’ on no sleeper. Mis’ Doudney says it’s 
jest scandalous the way things is managed on them 
cars. I’m goin' on the old-fashioned cars, where they 
ain’t no halt-dressed men runnin’ around.” 

“But you needn’t be afraid of them, mother, at your 
age-” 

" I'herel you needn’t throw my age an’ homeliness 
into my face, Ethan Ripley. If I hadn’t waited an’ 
tended on you so long. I’d look a little more’s I did 
when I married yeh.” 

Ripley gave it up in despair. He didn't realize fully 
enough how the proposed trip had unsettled his wife’s 
nerves. She didn't realize it herself. 

“As lor the hotel bills, they won’t be none. I ain’t 
a-goin’ to pay them pirates as much for a day’s board 
as we’d charge for a week’s, an’ have nawthin’ to eat 
but dishes. I’m goin’ to take a chicken an’ some hard- 
boiled eggs, an’ I’m goin’ right through to George¬ 
town.” 

“Well, all right: but here’s the ticket I got.” 

“T don’t want yer ticket.” 

“But you’ve got to take it.” 

“Waal, I hain’t.” 

“Why, yes, ye have. It’s bought, an’ they won’t take 
it back.” 

“Won’t they?” She was staggered again. 

“Not much they won’t. I ast 'em. A ticket sold is 
sold.” 

“Waal, if they won’t—” 

“You bet they won’t.” 

“I s’posc I'll haff to use it”; and that ended it. 

They were a familiar sight as they rode down the 
road toward town next day. As usual, Mrs. Ripley sat 
up straight and stiff as “a half-drove wedge in a white- 
oak log.” The day was cold and raw. There was .some 
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snow on the ground, but not enough to warrant the 
use of sleighs. It was “Neither sleddin’ nor wheelin’.” 
7’he old people sat on a board laid across the box, and 
had an old quilt or two drawn up over their knees. 
Tewksbury lay in the back part of the box (which was 
filled with hay), where he joi.pced up and down, in 
company with a queer ohl trunk a brand-new imi¬ 
tation-leather hand-bag. There is no lide cjuite so deso¬ 
late and uncomfortable as a ride in a lumber wagon on 
a cold day in autumn, when the ground is frozen, and 
the wind is strong and raw with threatening snow. The 
wagon wheels grind along in the snow, the cold gets 
in under the seat at the calves of one’s legs, and the 
ceaseless bumping of the bottom of the box on the 
feet is frightful. 

There was not much talk on the way down, and what 
little there was related mainly to certain domestic reg¬ 
ulations to be strictly followed, regarding churning, 
pickles, pancakes, etc. Mrs. Ripley wore a shawl over 
her head, and carried her queer little black bonnet in 
her hand. Tewksbury was also wrapped in a shawl. The 
boy’s teeth were pounding together like castanets by 
the time they reached Cedarvillc, and every muscle 
ached with the fatigue of shaking. After a few pur¬ 
chases they drove down to the railway station, a fright¬ 
ful little den (common in the West), which was always 
too hot or too cold. It happened to be hot just now— 
a fart which rejoiced little Tewksbury. 

“Now git my tru* k stamped 'r fixed, ’r whatever they 
call it,” she said to Ripley, in a commanding tone, 
which gave great delight to the inevitable crowd of 
loafers beginning to assemble. “Now remember, Tukey, 
have grandad kill that biggest turkey right before 
Thanksgivin’, an’ then you run right over to Mis’ Doud- 
ney’s--she’s got an awful tongue, but she can bake a 
turkey first-rate—an’ she’ll fix up some squash-pies for 
yeh. You can warm up one o' them mince-pies. I wish 
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ye could be with me, but ye can’t, so do the best ye 
can.” 

Ripley returning now, she said: “Waal, now, I’ve 
fixed things up the best I could. I’ve baked bread 
enough to last a week, an’ Mis’ Doudney has prom¬ 
ised to bake tor yeh.” 

“I don’t like her bakin’.” 

“Waal, you’ll haff to stand it til! I get back, ’n’ you’ll 
find a jar o’ sweet pickles an’ some crabapple sauce 
down sillier, ’n’ you’d better melt up brown sugar for 
'lasses, 'n’ for goodness' sake don’t eat all them mince- 
pies up the fust week, ’n’ see that Tukey ain’t froze 
goin’ to school. An’ now you’d better get out for home. 
Good-bye, an’ remember them pies.” 

As they were riding home, Ripley roused up after a 
long silence. 

“Did she—a—kiss you good-bye, Tukey?” 

“No, sir,” piped Tewksbury, 

“Thunder! didn’t she?” After a silence. "She didn’t 
me, neither. I guess she kind a sort a forgot it, bein’ so 
flustrated, y’ know.” 

One cold, windy, intensely bright day, Mrs. Stacey, 
who lives about two miles from Cedarville, looking 
out of the window, saw a queer little figure struggling 
along the road, which was blocked here and there with 
drifts. It was an old woman laden with a good half- 
dozen parcels, any one of which was a load, which the 
wind seemed determined to wrench from her. She was 
dressed in black, with a full skirt, and her cloak being 
short, the wind had excellent opportunity to inflate her 
garments and sail her off occasionally into the deep 
snow outside the track, but she held on bravely till she 
reached the gate. As she turned in, Mrs. Stacey cried: 

“Why! it’s Gran’ma Ripley. Just getting back from 
her trip. Why! how do you do? Come in. Why! you 
must be nearly frozen. Let me take off your hat and 
veil.” 
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"No, thank ye kindly, but I can’t stop. I must be 
gittin’ back to Ripley. I expec’ that man has jest let 
ev’rything go six ways f’r Sunday." 

“Oh, you must sit down just a minute and warm.” 

"Waal, I will, but I’ve gv;t to git home by sundown, 
sure. I don’ suppose they’s a thi.ig in the house to eat." 

“Oh dear! I wish Stacey was here, so he could take 
you home. An’ the boys at school.” 

"Don’t need any help, if ’twa’nt for these bundles 
an’ things. I guess I’ll jest leave some of ’em here, an’ 
—Here! take one of them apples. I brought ’em from 
Lizy Jane’s suller, back to Yaark State.” 

“Ohl they’re delicious! You must have had a lovely 
time.” 

“Pretty good. But I kep’ thinkin’ o’ Ripley an’ Tukey 
all the time. I s'pose they have had a gay time of it" 
(she meant the opposite of gay). "Waal, as I told lazy 
Jane, I’ve had ray spree, an’ now I’ve got to git bark 
to work. They ain’t no rest for such as we are. I told 
I.izy Jane them folks in the big houses have Thanks- 
givin*^ dinner every day uv their lives, and men an’ 
women in splendid clo’s to wait on ’em, so’t Thanks- 
givin’ don’t mean anything to ’em; but we poor crit¬ 
ters, we make a great to-do if we have a good dinner 
oncet a year. I’ve saw a pile o’ this world, Mrs. Stacey 
—a pile of it! I didn’t think they W'as so many big 
houses in the world as I saw b’tween here an’ Chicago. 
Waal, I can’t set here gabbin’; I must git home to Rip¬ 
ley. Jest kinder stc v them bags away. I’ll take two an' 
leave them three others. Good-bye, I must be gittin’ 
home to Ripley. He’ll want his supper on time.” And 
off up the road the indomitable little figure trudged, 
head held down to the cutting blast. Little snow-fly, a 
speck on a mea .ureless expanse, crawling along with 
painful breathing and slipping, sliding steps—“Gittin’ 
home to Ripley an’ the boy.” 

Ripley was out to the barn when she entered, but 
Tewksbury was building a fire in the old cook-stove. 
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He sprang up with a cry of joy, and ran to her. She 
seized him and kissed him, and it did her so much 
good she hugged him close, and kissed him again and 
again, crying hysterically. 

“Oh, gran'ma, I'm so glad to see youl We’ve had an 
awful time since you’ve ben gone,” 

She released him and looked around. A lot of dirty 
dishes were on the table, the table-cloth was a “sight 
to behold,” and so was the stove—kettle-marks all over 
the table-cloth, splotches of pancake batter all over the 
stove. 

“Waal, I sh’d say as much,” she dryly vouchsafed, un¬ 
tying her bonnet strings. 

When Ripley came m she had on her regimentals, 
the stove was brushed, the room swept, and she was 
elbow-deep in the dish-pan. “Hullo, motherl Got back, 
hev yeh?” 

“I sh’d say it was about time,” she replied briefly, 
without looking up or ceasing work. “Has ol’ 'Grumpy' 
dried up yit?” This was her greeting. 

Her trip was a fact now; no chance could rob her of 
it. She had looked forward twenty-three years toward 
it, and now she could look back at it accompli.shed. She 
took up her burden again, never more thinking to lay it 
down. 

1888 
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The cities are full of pride. 
Challenging each to each— 

This from her mountainside. 

That from her burthened beach. 

R. Kipling 


Fancy a novel about Chicago or Buffalo, let us say, or 
Nashville, Tenriessee! There are just three big cities in 
the United Stales that are “story cities”—New York, 
of course, New Orleans, and, best of the lot, San tran- 
cwco.—F rank Norr 


East is east, an<l west is San Francisco, according to Cal- 
itornians. Californians are a race of people; they are not 
merely inhahitan's ot a State. They are the Southerners 
of the West. Now, Chicagoatis are no less loyal to their 
city; but when you ask them why, they stammer and 
speak of lake fish and the new Odd Fellows Building. 
But Californians go into detail. 
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Of course they have, in the climate, an argument that 
is good for half an hour while you are thinking of your 
coal bills and heavy underwear. But as soon as they 
come to mistake your silence for conviction, madness 
comes upon them, and they picture the city of the 
Golden Gate as the Bagdad of the New World. So far, 
as a matter of opinion, no refutation is necessary. But 
dear cousins all (from Adam and Eve descended), it is 
a rash one who will lay his finger on the map and say 
"In this town there can be no romance—what could 
happen here?" Yes, it is a bold and a rash deed to chal¬ 
lenge in one sentence history, romance, and Rand and 
McNally. 

Nashville— A city, port of delivery, and the capital 
of the State of Tennessee, is on the Cumberland River 
and on the N. C. & St. L. and the L. & N. railroads. This 
city is regarded as the most important educational cen¬ 
tre in the South. 

I stepped off the train at 8 p.m. Having searched 
the thesaurus in vain for adjectives, I must, as a substitu¬ 
tion, hie me to comparison in the form of a recipe. 

Take of London fog 30 parts; malaria 10 parts; gas 
leaks 20 parts; dewdrops gathered in a brick yard at 
sunrise, 25 parts; odor of honeysuckle 15 parts. Mix. 

The mixture will give you an approximate concep¬ 
tion of a Nashville drizzle. It is not so fragrant as a 
moth-ball nor as thick as peasoup; but 'tis enough— 
'twill serve. 

I went to a hotel in a tumbril. It required strong self¬ 
suppression for me to keep from climbing to the top of 
it and giving an imitation of Sidney Carton. The ve¬ 
hicle was drawn by beasts of a bygone era and driven by 
something dark and emancipated. 

I was sleepy and tired, so when I got to the hotel I. 
hurriedly paid it the fifty cents it demanded (with ap¬ 
proximate lagniappe, I assure you). I knew its habits; 
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and I did not want to hear it prate about its old “mar- 
ster” or anything that happened “befo’ de wah.” 

The hotel was one of the kind described as “reno¬ 
vated.” That means |20,000 worth of new marble pil¬ 
lars, tiling, electric lights and brass cuspidors in the 
lobby, and a new L. & N. tia^.c fable and a lithograph of 
T.ookout Mountain in each one of the great rooms 
above. The management was without reproach, the at¬ 
tention full of exquisite Southern courtesy, the service 
as slow as the progress of a snail and as good-humored 
as Rip Van Winkle. The food was worth traveling a 
thousand miles for. There is no other hotel in the world 
where you can get such chicken livers en brochette. 

At dinner I asked a Negro waiter if there was any¬ 
thing doing in town. He pondered gravely for a minute, 
and then replied: “Well, boss, I don't really reckon 
there's anything at all doin' after sundown.” 

Sundown had been accomplished: it had been 
drowned in the drizzle long before. So that spectacle 
was denied me. But I went forth upon the streets in the 
drizzle to see what might be there. 

It is built on undulating grounds; and the streets are 
lighted by electricity at a cost of $32,470 per annum. 

As I left the hotel there was a race riot. Down upon 
me charged a company of freedmen, or Arabs, or Zulus, 
armed with~no, I saw with relief that they were not 
rifles, but whips. And I saw dimly a caravan of black, 
clumsy vehicles; and at the reassuring shouts, “Kyar you 
anywhere in the town, boss, fuh fifty cents,” I reasoned 
that I was merely a “fare” instead of a victim. 

I walked through long streets, all leading uphill. I 
wondered how those streets ever came down again. 
Perhaps they didn’t until they were “graded.” On a few 
of the “main streets” I saw lights in stores here and 
there; saw street cars go by conveying worthy burghers 
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hither and yon; saw people pass engaged in the art of 
conversation, and heard a burst of semi-lively laughter 
issuing from a soda-water and ice cream parlor. The 
streets other than “main” seemed to have enticed upon 
their borders houses consecrated to peace and domesti¬ 
city. In many of them lights shone behind discreetly 
drawn window shades, in a few pianos tinkled orderly 
and irrepToarhahle music. There was. indeed, little 
“doing.” 1 wished 1 had come before sundown. So I 
letuined to my hotel. 

In November, 1864, the Confederate General ITood 
advanced against Nashville, where he shut up a Na¬ 
tional force under General T homas. T he latter then 
sallied forth and defeated the Confederates in a terrible 
conflict. 

All my life I have heard of, admired, and witnessed 
the fine marksmanship of the South in its peaceful con¬ 
flicts in the tobacco-chewing regions. But in my hotel 
a surprise awaited me. There were twelve briglit, new, 
imposing, rapacious brass cuspidors in the great lobby, 
tall enough to be called urns and so wide-mouthed that 
the crack pitcher of a huly baseball team should have 
been able to throw a liall into erne of them at five jiares 
distant. But, although a terrible battle had raged and 
was still raging, the enemy had not suffered. Blight, 
new, imposing, capacious, untouched, they stood. But, 
shades of Jefferson Brick! the tile floor—the beautiful 
tile floor! I could not avoid thinking of the battle of 
Nashville, and trying to draw, as is my foolish habit, 
some deductions about hereditary marksmanship. 

Here I first saw Major (by misplaced courtesy) Went¬ 
worth Caswell. I knew him for a type the moment my 
eyes suffered from the sight of him. A rat has no geo¬ 
graphical habitat. My old friend, A. Tennyson, saicl, as 
he so well said almost everything: 
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Prophet, curse me the blabbing Up, 

And curse me the British vermin, the rat. 

I.et us regard the word “British” as interchangeable 
ad lib. A rat is a rat. 

This man was hunting about the hotel lobby like a 
starved dog that had forgotten where he had buried a 
bone. He had a face of great acreage, red, pulpy, and 
with a kind of sleepy massiveness like that of Buddha. 
He possessed one single virtue—he was very smoothly 
shaven. The mark of the beast is not indelible upon a 
man until he ffoes about with a stubble. I think that 
if he had not used his razor that day I would have re¬ 
pulsed his advances, and the criminal calendar of the 
world would have been spared the addition of one mur¬ 
der. 

I happened to be standing within five feet of a cuspi¬ 
dor when Major Caswell opened fire upon it. I had been 
observant enough to perceive that the attacking force 
was using Gatlings instead of squirrel rifles, so I side¬ 
stepped so promptly that the major seized the oppor¬ 
tunity to apologize to a non-combatant. He had the 
blabbing lip. In four minutes he had become my friend 
and had dragged me to the bar. 

I desire to interpolate here that I am a Southerner. 
But I am not one by profession or trade. 1 eschew the 
string tie, the slouch hat, the Prince Albert, the num¬ 
ber of bales of cotton destroyed by Sherman, and plug 
chewing. When ihe orchestra plays “Dixie” I do not 
cheer. I slide a little lower on the leather-cornered seat 
and, well, order another Wurzburger and wish that 
Longstreet had—but what’s the usei* 

Major Ca.swell banged the bar with his fist, and the 
first gun at Fort Sumter re-echoed. When he fired the 
last one at Appomattox I began to hope. But then he 
began on family trees, and demonstrated that Adam 
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was only a third cousin of a collateral branch of the 
Caswell family. Genealogy disposed of, he took up, to 
my distaste, his private family matters, tic spoke of 
his wife, traced her descent back to Eve, and piofanely 
denied any possible rumor that she may have had re¬ 
lations in the land of Nod. 

By this time I began to suspect that he was trying to 
obscure by noise the fact that he ha«.l ordered the drinks, 
ot) tlic chante that 1 would be bewildered info paving 
lor them. But when they were down he crashed a silver 
dollar loudly upon the bar. 'Then, of course, another 
.serving was obligatory. And when I had paid for that 
I took leave of him brusquely; for I wanted no more 
of him. But before 1 had obtained my release he had 
prated loudly of an income that his wife received, and 
showed a handful of silver money. 

When I got my key at the desk the clerk said to me 
courteously: “If that man Caswell has annoyed you, 
and if you would like to make a complaint, we will have 
him ejected. He is a nuisance, a loafer, and without 
any known means of support, although he seems to have 
some money most of the time. But we don’t seem to be 
able to hit upon any means of throwing him out le¬ 
gally.” 

“Why, no,” said I, after some reflection; “I don't see 
my way clear to making a complaint. But I would like 
to place mysell on record as asserting that I do not care 
for his company. Your town,” I continued, “seems to 
be a quiet one. What manner of entertainment, adven¬ 
ture, or excitement, have you to offer to the stranger 
within your gates?” 

“Well, sir,” said the clerk, “there will be a show here 
next Thursday. It is—I’ll look it up and have the an¬ 
nouncement sent up to your room with the ice water. 
Goodnight.” 

After I went up to my room 1 looked out the window. 
It was only about ten cj'clock, but I looked upon a silent 
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town. The drizzle continued, spangled with dim lights, 
as far apart as currants in a cake sold at the Ladies’ 
Exchange. 

“A quiet place,” I said to myself, as my first shoe 
struck the ceiling of the occupant of the room beneath 
mine, “Nothing of the life here that gives color and 
good variety to the cities in il,.- East and West. Just a 
good, ordinary, hum-drum, business town.” 

Nashville occupies a foremost place among the man¬ 
ufacturing centres of the country. It is the fifth boot 
and shoe market in the United States, the largest candy 
and cracker manufacturing city in the South, and does 
an enormous wholesale drygoods, grocery, and drug 
business. 

I must tell you how I came to be in Nashville, and I 
assure you the digression brings as much tedium to me 
as it does to you. I was traveling elsewhere on my own 
business, but I had a commission from a Northern 
literary magazine to stop over there and establish a 
personal connection between the publication and one 
of its contributors, Azalea Adair. 

Adair (there was no clue to the personality except 
the handwriting) had sent in some essays (lost arti) 
and poems that had made the editors swear approv¬ 
ingly over their one o’clock luncheon. So they had 
commissioned me to round up said Adair and corner 
by contract his or her output at two cents a word be¬ 
fore some othei publisher offered her ten or twenty. 

At nine o’clock the next morning, after my chicken 
livers en brochette (try them if you can find that hotel), 
I strayed out into the drizzle, which was still on for an 
unlimited run. At the first comer I came upon Uncle 
Caesar. He was a stalwart Negro, older than the pyra¬ 
mids, with gray wool and a face that reminded me of 
Brutus, and a second afterwards of the late King Cet- 
tiwayo. He wore the most remarkable coat that I ever 
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had seen or expect to see. It reached to his ankles and 
had once been a Confederate g^iay in colors. But rain 
and sun and age had so variegated it that Joseph’s coat, 
beside it, would have faded to a pale monot hrome. I 
must linger with that coat, for it has to do witli the 
s(ftry--the story that is so long in coming, heranse you 
ran hardly expect anything to ha]jj)en in Nashville, 

Once it must have been the military coat ol an olfi- 
(cr. The cape of it had vanished, but all adovvn its 
front it had been frogged and tasseled magnifif ently. 
But now the frogs and tassels were gone. In theii stead 
had been patiently stitched (T surmised by some sur¬ 
viving “black mammy”) new frogs made of cunningly 
twisted common hempen twine. This twine was frayed 
and disheveled. It must have been added to the coat 
as a substitute for vanished splendors, with tasteless 
but painstaking devotion, for it followed faithfully 
the curves of the long-missing fiogs. And, to complete 
the comedy and pathos of the gannent, all its buttons 
were gone save one. The second button from the top 
alone remained. The coat was fastened by other twine 
stiings tied through the buttonholes and other holes 
tudely pierced in the opposite side. Theie was never 
5U(h a weird garment so fantasti(ally bedecked and of 
so many mottled hues. "Die lone button was the si«* of 
a half-dollar, made of ymlow horn and sewed on with 
coarse twine. 

This Negro stood by a carriage so old that Ham him¬ 
self might have started a hack line with it after he left 
the ark with the two animals hitched to it. As I ap¬ 
proached he threw open the door, drew out a feather 
duster, waved it without using it, and said in deep, 
rumbling tones: 

"Step right in, suh; ain’t a speck of dust in it—jus’ got 
back from a funeral, suh.” 

1 inferred that on such gala occasions carriages were 
given an extra cleaning. I looked u]> and down the 
street and perceived that there was little choice among 
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the vehicles for hire that lined the curb. I looked in my 
memorandum book for the address of Azalea Adair. 

“I want to go to 861 Jessamine Street,” I said, and was 
about to step into the hack. But for an instant the thick, 
long, gorilla-like arm of the Negro barred me. On his 
massive and saturnine face a look of sudden suspicion 
and enmity flashed for a momei.^. Then, with quickly 
returning conviction, he asked, blandishingly: “What 
are you gwine there for, boss?” 

“What is that to you?” I asked, a little sharply. 

“Nothin', suh, jus’ nothin’. Only it’s a lonesome kind 
of part of town and few folks ever has business out 
there. Step right in. The seats is clean—jes’ got back 
from a funeral, suh.” 

A mile and a half it must have been to our journey’s 
end. I could hear nothing but the fearful rattle of the 
ancient hack over the uneven brick paving; I could 
smell nothing but the drizzle, now further flavored with 
coal smoke and something like a mixture of tar and 
oleander blossoms. All I could see through the stream¬ 
ing windows were two rows of dim houses. 

The city has an area of 10 square miles; 181 miles of 
streets, of which 137 miles are paved; a system of water¬ 
works that cost $2,000,000, with 77 miles of mains. 

A 

i 

Eight-sixty-one Jessamine Street was a decayed man¬ 
sion. Thirty yards back from the street it stood, out- 
merged in a splendid grove of trees and untrimmed 
shrubbery. A row of box bushes overflowed and almost 
hid the paling fence from sight; the gate was kept 
closed by a rope noose that encircled the gate post and 
the first paling of the gate. But when you got inside 
you saw that 861 was a shell, a shadow, a ghost of former 
grandeur and excellence. But in the story, I have not 
yet got inside. 

When the hack had ceased from rattling and the 
weary quadrupeds came to a rest I handed my jehu his 
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fifty cents with an additional quarter, feeling a glow 
ol conscious generosity as I did so. He refused it. 

“It’s two dollars, suh,” he said. 

“How's that?" I asked. “I plainly heard you call out 
at the hotel. ‘Fifty cents to any part of the town.’ ” 

“It’s two dollars, suh,’’ he repeated obstinately. “It's 
a long ways from the hotel.’’ 

“It is witliin the city limits and well within them,’’ I 
aigued. “Don’t think that you have j>ifked ii[) a grt'en- 
tiorn Yankee. Do von sec those hills ovci fheie?” 1 Avent 
on, pointing lOAvard the east (I could not see thetn, 
myself, for the drizzle); “well, J was born and raised on 
their other side. You old fool nigger, can’t you tell j)eo- 
ple from other people when you sec ’em?” 

The grim face of King Cettiwayo softened. “Is you 
Irom the South, suh? I reckon it w'as them shoes of 
yourn fooled me. They is somethin’ sharp in the toes 
jor a .Southern genTman to wear.” 

“I’hen the charge is fifty cents, I suppo.se?” said I, 
inexorably. 

His former exf)ression, a mingling of cupidity and 
hosiility, returned, temained ten seconds, and vanished, 

“Boss,” he said, “fifty cents is right; but 1 needs two 
dollais, suh; I’m ohleeged to have two dollais. 1 ain’t 
drnuindin' it now, suh; alter I knows whar you’s from; 
I’m jus sayin' that I has to have two dollars tonight and 
busiiK'ss is miglity po’.” 

Peace and confidence settled upon his heavy leatures. 
fic had been luckier than he had hoped. Instead ol 
having picked up a greenhorn, ignorant of rates, he had 
come upon an inheritance. 

“You confounded old rascal,” I said, reaching down 
to my pocket, “you ought to be turned over to the po- 
lice.” 

For the first time I saw him smile. He knew; he 
Aneuo-HE KNEW. 

I gave him two otie-dollar bills. As I handed them 
over I noticed that one ol them had seen parlous tiines. 
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Its upper right-hand comer was missing, and it had 
been tom through in the middle, but joined again. A 
strip of blue tissue paper, pasted over the split, pre¬ 
served its negotiability. 

Enough of the African bandit for the present: I left 
him happy, lifted the lop®. and opened the creaky gate. 

The house as I said, was a ‘^bell. A paint brush had 
not touched it in twenty years. 1 could not see why a 
strong wind should not have bowled it over like a house 
of cards until I looked again at the trees that hugged 
it close—the trees that saw the battle of Nashville and 
still drew their protecting branches around it against 
storm and enemy and cold. 

Azalea Adair, fifty years old, white-haired, a descend¬ 
ant of the cavaliers, as thin and frail as the house she 
lived in, robed in the cheapest and cleanest dress I 
ever saw, with an air as simple as a queen’s, received 
me. 

The reception room seemed a mile square, because 
there was nothing in it except some rows of books, on 
unpainted white-pine bookshelves, a cracked marble- 
topped table, a rag rug, a hairless horsehair sofa, and 
two or three chairs. Yes, there was a picture on the wall, 
a colored crayon drawing of a cluster of pansies. I 
looked around for the portrait of Andrew Jackson and 
the pine-cone hanging basket but they were not there. 

Azalea Adair and I had conversation, a little of which 
will be repeated to you. She was a product of the old 
South, gently nurtured in the sheltered life. Her learn¬ 
ing was not bre .d, but was deep and of splendid origi¬ 
nality in its somewhat narrow scope. She had been edu¬ 
cated at home, and her knowledge of the world was de¬ 
rived from inference and by inspiration. Of such is the 
precious, small group of essayists made. While she 
talked to me T kept brushing my fingers, trying, uncon¬ 
sciously, to rid them guiltily of the absent dust from 
the half-calf backs of Lamb, Chaucer, Hazlitt, Marcus 
Aurelius, Montaigne, and Hood. She was exquisite, she 
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was a valuable discovery. Nearly everybody nowadays 
knows too much—oh, so much too much—of real life. 

I could perceive clearly that Azalea Adair was very 
poor. A house and a dress she had, not much else, I 
fancied. So, divided between my duty to the magazine 
and my loyalty to the poets and essayists who fought 
Thomas in the valley of the Cumberland, I listened 
to her voice which was like a harpsichord’s, and found 
that I could not speak of contracts. In the presence 
of the nine Muses and the three Graces one hesitated 
to lower the topic to tw'O cents. There would have to 
be another colloquy after I had regained my commer¬ 
cialism. But I spoke of my mission, and three o’clock 
of the next afternoon was set for the discussion of the 
business proposition. 

“Your town,’’ I said, as 1 began to make ready to de¬ 
part (which is the time for smooth generalities), "seems 
to be a quiet, sedate place. A home town, I should say, 
where few things out of the ordinary ever happen.’’ 

It carries on an extensive trade in stoves and hollow 
ware with the West and South, and its flouring mills 
have a daily capacity of more than 2,000 barrels. 

Azalea Adair seemed to reflect. 

“I have never thought of it that way,’’ she said, with 
a kind of sincere intensity that seemed to belong to 
her. “Isn’t it in the still, quiet places that things do 
happen? I fancy that when God began to create the 
earth on the first Monday morning one could have 
leaned out one’s window and heard the drops of mud 
splashing from His trowel as He built up the everlast¬ 
ing hills. What did the noisiest project in the world— 
I mean the building of the tower of Babel—result in 
finally? A page and a half of Esperanto in the North 
American Review." 

“Of course,” said I, platitudinously, “human nature 
is the same everywhere; but there is more color—er— 
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more drama and movement and—er—romance in some 
cities than in others.” 

“On the surface,” said Azalea Adair. “I have traveled 
many times around the world in a golden airship wafted 
on two wings—print and dreams. I have seen (on one of 
my imaginary tours) the Suli in of Turkey bowstring 
with his own hands one of his wives ''ho had uncovered 
her face in public. I have seen a man in Nashville tear 
up his theatre tickets because his wife was going out 
with her face covered—with rice powder. In San Fran¬ 
cisco’s Chinatown I saw the slave girl Sing Yee dipped 
slowly, inch by inch, in boiling almond oil to make her 
swear she would never see her American lover again. 
She gave in when the boiling oil had reached three 
inches above her knee. At a euchre party in East Nash¬ 
ville the other night I saw Kitty Morgan cut dead by 
seven of her schoolmates and lifelong friends because 
she had married a house painter. The boiling oil was 
sizzling as high as her heart; but I wish yoii could have 
seen the fine little smile that she carried from table to 
table. Oh, yes, it is a humdrum town. Just a few miles 
of red brick houses and mud and stores and lumber 
yards.” 

Some one had knocked hollowly at the back of the 
house. A/alea Adair breathed a soft apology and went 
to investigate the sound. She came back in three min¬ 
utes with brightened eyes, a faint flush on her cheeks, 
and ten years lilted from her shoulders. 

“You must have i cup of tea before you go,” she said, 
"and a sugar cake.” 

She reached and shook a little iron bell. In shuffled a 
small Negro girl about twelve, barefoot, not very tidy, 
glowering at me with thumb in mouth and bulging 
eyes. 

Azalea Adair opened a tiny, worn purse and drew out 
a dollar bill, a aollar bill with the upper right-hand 
corner missing, torn in two pieces and pasted together 
again with a strip of blue tissue paper. It was one of 
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those bills I had given the piratical Negro—there was 
no doubt of it. 

"Go up to Mr. Baker’s store on the comer, Impy,” 
she said, handing the girl the dollar bill, "and get a 
quarter of a pound of tea—the kind he always sends me 
—and ten cents’ worth of sugar cakes. Now, hurry. The 
supply of tea in the house happens to be exhausted,” 
she explained to me. 

Impy left by the back way. Before the scrape of her 
hard, bare feet had died away on the back porch, a 
wild shriek—I was sure it was hers—filled the hollow 
house. Then the deep, gruff tones of an angry man’s 
voice mingled with the girl’s further squeals and un¬ 
intelligible words. 

Azalea Adair rose without surprise or emotion and 
disappeared. For two minutes I heard the hoarse rum¬ 
ble of the man’s voice; then something like an oath and 
a slight scuffle, and she returned calmly to her chair. 

“This is a roomy house,” she said, “and I have a 
tenant for part of it. I am sorry to have to rescind my 
invitation to tea. It is impossible to get the kind I 
always use at the store. Perhaps tomorrow Mr. Baker 
will be able to supply me.” 

I was sure that Impy had not had time to leave the 
house. I inquired concerning street-car lines and took 
my leave. After I was well on my way I remembered 
that I had not learned Azalea Adair’s name. But tomor¬ 
row would do. 

The same day I started in on the course of iniquity 
that this uneventful city forced upon me. I was in the 
town only two days, but in that time I managed to lie 
shamelessly by telegraph, and to be an accomplice- 
after the fact, if that is the correct legal term—to a mur¬ 
der. 

As I rounded the corner nearest ray hotel the Afrite 
coachman of the polychromatic, nonpareil coat seized 
me, swung open the dungeony door of his peripatetic 
sarcophagus, flirted his feather duster and began his 
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ritual: “Step right in, boss. Carriage is clean—jus' got 
back from a funeral. Fifty cents to any—” 

And then he knew me and grinned broadly. “ ‘Sense 
me, boss; you is de gen’l’man what rid out with me dis 
mawnin’. Thank you kit. ^Iv. suh.” 

“I am going out to 861 agait' tomorrow afternoon at 
three,” said I, “and if you will be I’ll let you drive 
me. So you know Miss Adair?” I concluded, thinking 
of my dollar bill. 

“I belonged to her father, Judge Adair, suh,” he re¬ 
plied. 

"I judge that she is pretty poor,” I said. “She hasn’t 
much money to speak of, has she?” 

For an instant I looked again at the fierce counte¬ 
nance of King Cettiwayo, and then he changed back to 
an extortionate old Negro hack driver. 

“She ain’t gwine to starve, suh,” he said, slowdy. “She 
has reso'ces, suh; she has reso'ces.” 

“I shall pay you fifty cents for the trip,” said I. 

"Dat is puffeckly correct, suh,” he answered, hum¬ 
bly. “1 jus’ had to have dat two dollars dis mawnin’, 
boss.” 

I went to the hotel and lied by electricity. X wired 
the magazine: “A. Adair holds out for eight cents a 
word.” 

The answer that came back was: “Give it to her 
quick, you duffer.” 

Just before dinner “Major” Wentw'orth Caswell bore 
down upon me wi*h the greetings of a long-lost friend. 
I have seen few men whom I have so instantaneously 
hated, and of whom it was so difficult to be rid. I was 
standing at the bar when he invaded me; therefore I 
could not wave the white ribbon in his face. 1 would 
have paid gladly for the drinks, hoping thereby to 
escape another; but he was one of those despicable, 
roaring, advertising bibbers who must have brass bands 
and fireworks attend ujion every cent tliat they waste 
in their follies. 
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With an air of producing millions he drew two one- 
dollar bills from a pocket and dashed one of them upon 
the bar. I looked once more at the dollar bill with the 
upper right-hand corner missing, tom through the mid¬ 
dle, and patched with a strip of blue tissue paper. It was 
my dollar again. It could have been no other. 

I went up to my room. The driz/le and the monot¬ 
ony of a dreary, eventless Southern town had made me 
tired and listle.ss. I remember that just belore I went to 
bed 1 mentally disposed of the mysterious dollar bill 
(which might have formed the clue to a tremendously 
fine detective story of San Francisco) by saying to my¬ 
self sleepily: “Seems as if a lot of people here own stock 
in the Hack-Drivers’ Trust. Pays dividends promptly, 
too. Wonder if—’’ Then I fell asleep. 

King Cettiwayo was at his post the next day, and 
rattled my bones over the stones out to 861. He was to 
wait and rattle me back again when I was ready. 

Azalea Adair looked paler and cleaner and frailer 
than she had looked on the day before. After she had 
signed the contract at eight cents per word she grew 
still paler and began to slip out of her chair. Without 
much trouble I managed to get her up on the antedilu¬ 
vian horsehair sofa and then I ran out to the sidewalk 
and yelled to the coffee-colored pirate to bring a doc¬ 
tor. With a wisdom that I had not suspected in him, 
he abandoned his team and struck off up the street 
afoot, realizing the value of speed. In ten minutes he 
returned with a grave, gray-haired, and capable man 
of medicine. In a few words (worth much less than 
eight cents each) I explained to him my presence in the 
hollow house of mystery. He bowed with stately under¬ 
standing, and turned to the old Negro. 

"Uncle Caesar,’’ he said, calmly, “run up to my house 
and ask Miss Lucy to give you a cream pitcher full of 
fresh milk and half a tumbler of port wine. And hurry 
back. Don’t drive—run. I want you to get back some¬ 
time this week." 
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It occurred to me that Dr. Merriman also felt a dis¬ 
trust as to the speeding powers of the land-pirate’s 
steeds. After Uncle Caesar was gone, lumberingly, but 
swiftly, up the street, the doctor looked me over with 
great politeness and as much careful calculation until 
he had decided that I mi^ht do. 

“It is only a case of insuti.tient nutrition,” he said. 
“In Cither words, the result of povc’ ty, pride, and star¬ 
vation. Mrs. Caswell has many devoted Iriends who 
would be glad to aid her, but she will accept nothing 
except Irom that old Negro, Uncle Ctesar, who was once 
owned by her family.” 

“Mrs. Casw’elll” said I, in surprise. And then I looked 
at the contract and saw that she had signed it “A/alca 
Adair Caswell.” 

“I thought she was Miss Adair,” I said. 

“Married to a drunken, worthless loafer, sir," said 
the doctor. “It is said that he robs her even of the small 
sums that her old servant contributes toward her sup¬ 
port.” 

When the milk and wine had been brought the doc¬ 
tor soon revived Azalea Adair. She sat up and talked 
of the beauty of the autumn leaves that were then in 
season and their height of color. She referred lightly 
to her fainting seizure as the outcome of an cjld palpi¬ 
tation of the heart. Impy fanned her as she lay on the 
sofa. The doctor was due elsewhere, and I followed him 
to the door. I told him that it was within my power and 
intentions to make a reasonable advance of money to 
Azalea Adair on ^uture contributions to the magazine, 
and he seemed pleased. 

“By the way,” he said, "perhaps you would like to 
know that you have had royalty for a coachman. Old 
Caesar’s grandfather was a king in the Congo. Caesar 
himself has rcval ways, as you may have observed.” 

As the doctor was moving off I heard Uncle Caesar’s 
voice inside: “Did he git bofe of dem two dollars from 
you. Mis' Zalea?” 
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“Yes, Caesar,” I heard Azalea Adair answer, weakly. 
And then I went in and concluded business negotiations 
with our contributor. I assumed the responsibility of 
advancing fifty dollars, putting it as a necessary formal¬ 
ity in binding our bargain. And then Uncle Caesar drove 
me back to the hotel. 

Here ends all of the story as far as I can testify as a 
witness. The rest must be only bare staterneufs of larts. 

At about six o’clock T went out for a stroll. Unde 
Caesar was at his corner. He threw open the door of his 
carriage, flourished his duster, and began his depress¬ 
ing formula: “Step right in, suh. Fifty rents to any¬ 
where in the city—hack’s puffickly clean, suh—jus’ got 
back from a funeral—” 

And then he recognized me. I think his eyesight was 
getting bad. His coat had taken on a few more faded 
shades of color, the twine strings were more frayed 
and ragged, the last remaining button—the button of 
yellow horn—was gone. A motley descendant of kings 
was Uncle Cassarl 

About two hours later I saw an excited crowd besieg¬ 
ing the front of the drug store. In a desert where noth 
ing happens this was manna; so I wedged my way in¬ 
side. On an extemporized couch of empty boxes and 
chairs was stretched the mortal corporeality of Major 
Wentworth Caswell. A doctor was testing him for the 
mortal ingredient. His decision was that it was conspic¬ 
uous by its absence. 

The erstwhile Major had been found dead on a dark 
street and brought by curious and ennuied citizens to 
the drug store. The late human being had been engaged 
in terrific battle—the details showed that. Loafer and 
reprobate though he had been, he had been also a war¬ 
rior. But he had lost. His hands were yet clinched .so 
tightly that his fingers could not be opened. I'he gentle 
citizens who had known him stood about and searched 
their vocabularies to find some good words, if it were 
possible, to speak of him. One kind-looking man said. 
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after much thought; “When ‘Cas’ was about fo'teen 
he was one of the best spellers in the school.” 

While I stood there the fingers of the right hand of 
“the man that was,” which hung down the side of a 
white pine box, relaxed, and dropped something at my 
feet, I covered it with one foot quietly, and a little later 
on I picked it up and pockeid it. I reasoned that in 
his last struggle his hand must have seized that object 
unwittingly and held it in a death grip. 

At the hotel that night the main topic of conversa¬ 
tion, with the possible exceptions of politics and pro¬ 
hibition, was the demise of Major Caswell. I heard one 
man say to a group of listeners: 

“In my opinion, gentlemen, Caswell was murdered 
by some of these no-account niggers for his money. He 
had fifty dollars this afternoon which he showed to sev¬ 
eral gentlemen in the hotel. When he was found the 
money was not on his person.” 

I left the city the next morning at nine, and as the 
train was crossing the bridge over the Cumberland 
River I took out of my pocket a yellow horn overcoat 
button the size of a fifty-cent piece, with frayed ends of 
coarse twine hanging from it, and cast it out of the 
window into the slow, muddy waters below. 

7 wonder what’s doing in Buffalo! 

1910 



ROMAN FEVER 

Edith Wharton 
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From the table at which they had been lunching two 
American ladies ol ripe hut well-cared-for middle age 
moved across tlie lofty terrace of the Roman restaurant 
and, leaning on its parapet, looked first at each other, 
and then down on the outspread glories of the Palatine 
and the Forum, with the same expression of vague but 
benevolent approval. 

As they leaned there a girlish voice echoed up gaily 
from the stairs leading to the court below. “Well, <oine 
along, then,” it cried, not to them but to an invisible 
companion, “and let’s leave the young things to their 
knitting”; and a voice as fresh laughed back: “Oh, look 
here, Babs, not actually knitting—' “Well, I mean fig 
uratively,” rejoined the first. “After all, we haven’t left 
our poor parents much else to do . . .“ and at that 
point the turn of the stairs engulfed the dialogue. 

The two ladies looked at each other again, this time 
with a tinge of smiling embarrassment, and the smaller 
and paler one shook her head and coloured slightly. 

“Barbara!” she murmured, sending an unheard re¬ 
buke after the mocking voice in the stairway. 

The other lady, who was fuller, and higher in color. 
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with a small determined nose supported by vigorous 
black eyebrows, gave a good-humoured laugh. "That’s 
what our daughters think of usl" 

Her companion replied by a deprecating gesture. 
"Not of us individually. We must remember that. It’s 
just the collective modern idea of Mothers. And you 
see—’’ Half guiltily she dicv^’ from her handsomely 
mounted black hand-bag a twist of crimson silk run 
through by two fine knitting needles. "One never 
knows,’’ she murmured. "The new system has certainly 
given us a good deal of time to kill; and sometimes I 
get tired just looking—even at this.’’ Her gesture was 
now addressed to the stupendous scene at their feet. 

The dark lady laughed again, and they both relapsed 
upon the view, contemplating it in silence, with a sort 
of diffused serenity which might have been borrowed 
from the spring effulgence of the Roman skies. The 
luncheon-hour was long past, and the two had their 
end of the vast terrace to themselves. At this opptisite 
extremity a few groups, detained by a lingering look 
at the outspread city, were gathering up guide-books 
and fumbling for tips. The last of them scattered, and 
the two ladies were alone on the air-washed height. 

"Well, I don’t see why we shouldn’t just stay here," 
said Mrs. Slade, the lady of the high colour .and ener¬ 
getic brows. Two derelict basket-chairs stood near, and 
she pushed them into the angle of the parapet, and set¬ 
tled herself in one, her gaze upon the Palatine. "After 
all, it’s still the most beautiful view in the world." 

"It always will be, to me," assented her friend Mrs. 
Ansley, with so sligiit a stress on the "me” that Mrs. 
Slade, though she noticed it, wondered if it were not 
merely accidental, like the random underlinings of old- 
fashioned letter-writers. 

"Grace Ansley was always old-fashioned," she 
thought; and added aloud, with a retrospective smile: 
"It’s a view we’ve both been familiar with for a good 
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many years. When we first met here we were younger 
tlian our girls are now. You remember?” 

‘‘Oh, yes, I remember,” murmured Mrs. Ansley, with 
the same undefinable stress.—“There's that head-waiter 
wondering,” she interpolated. She was evidently far 
less sure than her companion of herself and of her rights 
in the world. 

“I’ll cure him of wondering,” said Mrs. Slade, stretch¬ 
ing her hand toward a bag as discreetly opulent-looking 
as Mrs. Ansley’s. Signing to the head-waiter, she ex¬ 
plained that she and her friend were old lovers of 
Rome, and would like to spend the end of the after¬ 
noon looking down on the view-that is, if it did not 
disturb the service? The head-waiter, bowing over her 
gratuity, assured her that the ladies were most welcome, 
and would be still more so if they would condescend 
to remain for dinner. A full moon night, they would 
remember.... 

Mrs. Slade’s black brows drew together, as though 
references to the moon were out-of-place and even un¬ 
welcome. But she smiled away her frown as the head- 
waiter retreated. “Well, why not? We might do worse. 
There’s no knowing, 1 suppose, when the girls will be 
back. Do you even know back from where! I don’tl” 

Mrs. Ansley again coloured slightly. “I think those 
young Italian aviators we met at the Embassy invited 
them to fly to Tarquina for tea. I suppose they’ll want 
to wait and fly back by moonlight.” 

“Moonlight-moonlight! What a part it still plays. 
Do you suppose they’re as sentimental as we were?” 

“I've come to the conclusion that I don’t in the least 
know what they are,” said Mrs. Ansley. “And perhaps 
we didn’t know much more about each other.” 

“No; perhaps we didn’t.” 

Her friend gave her a shy glance. “I never should 
have supposed you were sentimental, Alida.” 

“Well, perhaps I wasn’t.” Mrs. Slade drew her lids 
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together in retrospect; and for a few moments the two 
ladies, who had been intimate since childhood, reflected 
how little they knew each other. Each one, of course, 
had a label ready to attach to the other’s name; Mrs. 
Delphin Slade, for instance, would have told herself, 
or any one who asked her, that Mrs. Horace Ansley, 
twenty-five years ago, had been exquisitely lovely—no, 
you wouldn’t believe it, wpuld you? . . . though, of 
course, still charming, distinguished . . . Well, as a girl 
she had been exquisite: far more beautiful than her 
daughter Barbara, though certainly Babs, according 
to the new standards at any rate, was more effective- 
had more edge, as they say. Funny where she got it, 
with those two nullities as parents. Yes; Horace Ansley 
was—well, just the duplicate of his wife. Museum speci¬ 
mens of old New York. Good-looking, irreproachable, 
exemplary. Mrs. Slade and Mrs. Ansley had lived op¬ 
posite each other—actually as well as figuratively—for 
years. When the drawing-room curtains in No. 20 East 
73rd Street were renewed. No. 23, across the way, was 
always aware of it. And of all the movings, buyings, 
travels, anniversaries, illnesses—the tame chronicle of 
an estimable pair. Little of it escaped Mrs. Slade. But 
she had grown bored with it by the time her husband 
made his big coup in Wall Street, and when they bought 
in upper Park .Avenue had already begun to think: "I’d 
rather live opposite a speak easy for a change; at least 
one might see it raided.’’ The idea of seeing Grace 
raided was so amusing that (before the move) she 
launched it at a voman’s lunch. It made a hit, and 
went the rounds—she sometimes wondered if it had 
crossed the street, and reached Mrs. Ansley. She hoped 
not, but didn’t much mind. Those were the days when 
respectability was at a discount, and it did the irre¬ 
proachable no harm to laugh at them a little. 

A few years later, and not many months apart, both 
ladies lost their husbands. There was an appropriate 
exchange of wreaths and condolences, and a brief re- 
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newal of intimacy in the half-shadow of their mourn¬ 
ing; and now, after another interval, they had run 
across each other in Rome, at the same hotel, each of 
them the modest appendage of a salient daughter. I'he 
similarity of their lot had again drawn them together, 
lending itself to mild jokes, and the mutual conlession 
that, if in old days it must have been tiring to “kec]> 
up” with daughters, it was now, at times, a little dull 
not to. 

No doubt, Mrs. Slade reflected, she felt her unem¬ 
ployment more than poor Grace ever would. It was a 
big drop from being the wife of Delphin Slade to being 
his widow. She had always regarded herself (with a cer¬ 
tain conjugal pride) as his equal in social gifts, as ron- 
tributing her full share to the making of the excep¬ 
tional couple they were: but the difference after his 
death was irremediable. As the wife of the famous cor¬ 
poration lawyer, always with an international case or 
two on hand, every day brought its exciting and un¬ 
expected obligation: the impromptu entertaining of 
eminent colleagues from abroad, the hurried dashes on 
legal business to London, Paris or Rome, where the en¬ 
tertaining was so handsomely reciprocated; the amuse¬ 
ment of hearing in her wake: “What, that handsome 
woman with the good clothes and eyes is Mrs. Slade- 
tfie Slade's wife? Really? Generally tlic wives of celeb¬ 
rities are such frumps.” 

Yes; being the Slade’s widow was a dullish business 
alter that. In living up to such a husband all her facul¬ 
ties had been engaged; now she had only her daughter 
to live up to, for the son who seemed to have inherited 
his father’s gifts had died suddenly in boyhood. She 
had fought through that agony because her husband 
was there, to be helped and to help; now, after the 
father's death, the thought of the boy to mother her 
daughter; and dear Jenny was such a perfect daughter 
that she needed no excessive mothering. “Now with 
Babs Ansley I don’t know that I should be so quiet,” 
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Mrs. Slade sometimes half-enviously reflected; but 
Jenny, who was younger than her brilliant friend, was 
that rare accident, an extremely pretty girl who some¬ 
how made youth and prettiness seem as safe as their 
absence. It was all perplexing—and to Mrs, Slade a lit¬ 
tle boring. She wished that Jenny would fall in love— 
with the wrong man, even; that she might have to be 
watched, out-manoeuvred, rescued. And instead, it was 
Jenny who watched her mother, kept her out of 
draughts, made sure that she had taken her tonic . . . 

Mrs. Ansley was much less articulate than her friend, 
and her mental portrait of Mrs. Slade was slighter, and 
drawn with fainter touches. "Alida Slade's awfully 
brilliant; but not as brilliant as she thinks,” would have 
summed it up; though she would have added, for the 
enlightenment of strangers, that Mrs. Slade had been 
an extremely dashing girl; much more so than her 
daughter, who was pretty, of course, and clever in a 
way, but had none of her mother’s—well, “vividness”, 
some one had once called it. Mrs. Ansley would take 
up current words like this, and cite them in quota¬ 
tion marks, as unheard-of audacities. No; Jenny was 
not like her mother. Sometimes Mrs. Ansley thought 
Alida Slade was disappointed; on the whole she had 
had a sad life. Full of failures and mistakes; Mrs. Ans¬ 
ley had always been rather sorry for her . , . 

So these two ladies visualized each other, each 
through the wrong end of her little telescope. 

2 

For a long time they continued to sit side by side with¬ 
out speaking. It seemed as though, to both, there was 
a relief in laying down their somewhat futile activities 
in the presence of the vast Memento Mori which faced 
them. Mrs. Slade sat quite still, her eyes fixed on the 
golden slope of the Palace of the Caesars, and after a 
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while Mrs. Ansley ceased to fidget with her bag, and 
she too sank into meditation. Like many intimate 
friends, the two ladies had never before had occasion 
to be silent together, and Mrs. Ansley was slightly em¬ 
barrassed by what seemed, after so many years, a new 
stage in their intimacy, and one with w'hich she did 
not yet know how to deal. 

Suddenly the air was full of that deep clangour of 
bells which periodically covers Rome with a roof of sil¬ 
ver. Mrs. Slade glanced at her wrist-watch. “Five o’clock 
already,” she said, as though surprised. 

Mrs. Ansley suggested interrogatively: “’Fhere's 
bridge at the Embassy at five.” For a long time Mrs. 
Slade did not answer. She appeared to be lost in con¬ 
templation, and Mrs. Ansley thought the remark had 
escaped her. But after a while she said, as if speaking 
out of a dream: “Bridge, did you say? Not unless you 
want to .. . But I don’t think I will, you know.” 

“Oh, no,” Mrs. Ansley hastened to assure her. “I 
don’t care to at all. It’s so lovely here; and so full of 
old memories, as you say.” She settled herself in her 
chair, and almost furtively drew forth her knitting, 
Mrs. Slade took sideway note of this activity, Init her 
own beautifully cared-for hands remained motionless 
on her knee. 

“I was just thinking,” she said slowly, “what different 
things Rome stands for to each generation of travellers. 
To our grandmothers, Roman fever; to our rnotheis, 
sentimental dangers-how we used to be guardedl—to 
our daughters, no more dangers than the middle of 
Main Street. They don’t know it-but how much 
they’re missing!” 

The long golden light was beginning to pale, and 
Mrs. Ansley lifted her knitting a little closer to her 
eyes. “Yes; how we were guarded!” 

“I always used to think,” Mrs. Slade continued, “that 
our mothers had a much more difficult job than our 
grandmothers. When Roniaii fever stalked the streets 
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it must have been comparatively easy to gather in the 
girls at the danger hour; but when you and I were 
young, with such beauty calling us, and the spice of 
disobedience thrown in, and no worse risk than catch¬ 
ing cold during the cool hour after sunset, the mothers 
used to be put to it to kc'^p us in—didn’t they?” 

She turned again toward MiAnsley, but the latter 
had reached a delicate point in her knitting. ‘‘One, two, 
three-slip two; yes, they must have been,” she assented, 
without looking up. 

Mrs. Slade's eyes rested on her with a deepened at¬ 
tention. ‘‘She can knit—in the face of this! How like 
her . . 

Mrs. Slade leaned back, brooding, her eyes ranging 
from the ruins which faced her to the long green hol¬ 
low of the Forum, the feding glow of the church fronts 
beyond it, and the outlying immensity of the Colos¬ 
seum. Suddenly she thought: “It’s all very well to say 
that our girls have done away with sentiment and 
moonlight. Bur if Babs Ansley isn’t out to catch that 
young aviator—the one who’s a Marchese—then J don’t 
know anything. And Jenny has no chance beside her. 
I know that too. I wonder if that’s why Grace Ansley 
likes the two girls to go everywhere together? My poor 
Jenny as a foil—I” Mrs. Slade gave a hardly audible 
laugh, and at the sound Mrs. Ansley dropped her knit¬ 
ting. 

“Yes-?” 

“1—oh, nothing. I was only thinking how your Babs 
carries everything before her. That Campolieri boy is 
one of the best matches in Rome. Don’t look so inno¬ 
cent, my dear—you know he is. And I was wondering, 
ever so respectfully, you understand . . . wondering 
how two such exemplary characters as you and Horace 
had managed to produce anything quite so dynamic.” 
Mrs. Slade laughed again, with a touch of asperity. 

Mrs. Ansley’s hands lay inert across her needles. She 
looked straight out at the great accumulated wreckage 
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of passion and splendour at her feet. But her small 
profile was almost expressionless. At length she said: 
“I think you overrate Babs, my dear.” 

Mrs. Slade’s tone grew easier. “No; I don’t. I appreci¬ 
ate her. And perhaps envy you. Oh, my girl’s perfect; 
if I were a chronic invalid I’d—well, I think I’d rather 
be in Jenny’s hands. There must be times . .. but therel 
I always wanted a brilliant daughter... and never quite 
understood why I got an angel instead.” 

Mis. Ansley echoed her laugh in a faint murmur. 
“Babs is an angel too.” 

“Of course—of course! But she’s got rainbow wings. 
Well, they’re wandering by the sea with their young 
men; and here we sit... and it all brings back the past 
a little too acutely.” 

Mrs. Ansley had resumed her knitting. One might 
almost have imagined (if one had known her less well, 
Mrs. Slade reflected) that, for her also, too many memo¬ 
ries rose from the lengthening shadows of those august 
ruins. But no; she was simply ab.sorbed in her work. 
What was there for her to worry about? She knew that 
Babs would almost certainly come back engaged to the 
extremely eligible Campolieri. “And she’ll sell the New 
York house, and settle down near them in Rome, and 
never be in their way . . . she’s much too tactful. But 
she’ll have an excellent cook, and just the right peo¬ 
ple in for bridge and cocktails . . . and a perfectly 
peaceful old age among her grandchildren.” 

Mrs. Slade broke off this prophetic flight with a re¬ 
coil of self-disgust. There was no one of whom she had 
less right to think unkindly than of Grace Ansley. 
Would she never cure herself of envying her? Perhaps 
she had begun too long ago. 

She stood up and leaned against the parapet, filling 
her troubled eyes with the tranquillizing magic of the 
hour. But instead of tranc^uillizing her the sight seemed 
to increase her exasperation. Her gaze turned toward 
the Colosseum. Already its golden flank was drowned 
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in purple shadow, and above it the sky curved crystal 
clear, without light or colour. It was the moment when 
afternoon and evening hang balanced in mid-heaven. 

Mrs. Slade turned back and laid her hand on her 
friend’s arm. The gesture was so abrupt that Mrs. Ans- 
ley looked up, startled. 

“Tlie sun's set. You're not atiaid, mv dear?” 

“Afraid--?” 

“Of Roman fever or pneumonia? I remember how 
ill you were that winter. As a girl you had a very deli¬ 
cate diroat, hadn’t yoti?” 

“Oh, we’re all tight up here. Down below, in the 
P’orum, it does get deathly cold, all of a sudden . . . 
but not here.” 

“Ah, of course you know because you had to be so 
careful.” Mrs. Slade turned back to the parapet. She 
thought: “I must make one more effort not to hate her.” 
Aloud she said: “Whenever I look at the Forum from 
up here, I remember that story about a great-aunt of 
yours, wasn’t she? A dreadfully wicked great-aunt?” 

“Oh, yes; Great-aunt Harriet. The one who was sup¬ 
posed to have sent her young sister out to the Forum 
after sunset to gather a night-blooming flower for her 
album. All our gieat-aunts and grandmothers used 
to have albums of dried flow'crs.” 

Mrs. Slade nodded. “But she really sent her because 
thev were in love with the same man-” 

“Well, that was the family tradition. They said Aunt 
Harriet confessea it years afterward. At any rate, the 
poor little sister caught the fever and died. Mother 
used to frighten us with the story when we were chil¬ 
dren.” 

“And you frightened 7ne with it, that winter when 
you and I were here as girls. The winter I was engaged 
to Delphin.” 

Mrs. .‘\nsley gave .i faint laugh. “Oh. did I? Really 
frightened you? I don’t believe you’re easily fright¬ 
ened.” 
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“Not often; but I was then. I was easily frightened 
because I was too happy. I wonder if you know what 
that means?” 

“I—yes. . .” Mrs. Ansley faltered. 

"Well, I suppose that was why the story of your 
wicked aunt made such an impression on me. And I 
thought: ‘There’s no more Roman fever, but the Forum 
is deathly cold after sunset—especially after a hot day. 
And the Colosseum’s even colder and damper’.” 

"The Colosseum—?” 

"Yes. It wasn’t easy to get in, after the gates were 
locked for the night. Far from easy. Still, in those days 
it could be managed; it was managed, often. Lovers 
met there who couldn’t meet elsewhere. You knew 
that?” 

“I—I daresay. I don’t remember.” 

"You don’t remember? You don’t remember going 
to visit some ruins or other one evening, just after dark, 
and catching a bad chill? You were supposed to have 
gone to see the moon rise. People always said that ex¬ 
pedition was what caused your illness.” 

There was a moment’s silence; then Mrs. Ansley re¬ 
joined: "Did they? It was all so long ago.” 

“Yes. And you got well again—so it didn’t matter. 
But I suppose it struck your friends—the reason given 
for your illness, I mean—because everybody knew you 
were so prudent on account of your throat, and your 
mother took such care of you ... You had been out late 
sightseeing, hadn’t you, that night?” 

"Perhaps I had. The most prudent girls aren’t al¬ 
ways prudent. What made you think of it now?” 

Mrs. Slade seemed to have no answer ready. But after 
a moment she broke out: "Because I simply can’t bear 
it any longer—1” 

Mrs. Ansley lifted her head quickly. Her eyes were 
wide and very pale. "Can’t bear what?” 

"Why—your not knowing that I’ve always known 
why you went.” 
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“Why I went—?" 

“Yes. You think I’m bluffing, don't you? Well, you 
went to meet the man I was engaged to—and I can re¬ 
peat every word of the letter that took you there.” 

While Mrs. Slade spoke Mrs. Ansley had risen ttn- 
steadily to her feet. Her bag, bcr knitting and gloves, 
slid in a jianic-stricken heap to tlu- gniund. She looked 
at Mrs. Slade as though she were looking at a ghost. 

“No, no—don’t,” she laltered out. 

“Why not? Listen, if you don’t believe me. ‘My one 
darling, things can’t go on like this. I must see you 
alone. Come to the Colosseum immediately after dark 
tomorrow. There will be somebody to let you in. No 
one whom you need fear will suspect’—but perhaps 
you’ve forgotten what the letter said?” 

Mrs. Ansley met the challenge with an unexpected 
composure. Steadying herself against the chair she 
looked at her friend, and replied: “No, I know it by 
heart too.” 

“And the signature? ‘Only your D.S.’ Was that it? 
I’m right, am I? That was the letter that took you out 
that evening after dark?” 

Mrs. Ansley was still looking at her. It seemed to 
Mrs. Slade that a slow struggle was going on behind 
the voluntarily controlled mask ol her small quiet lace. 
“I shouldn’t have thought she had herself so well in 
hand,” Mrs. Slade reflected, almost resentfully. But at 
this moment Mrs. Ansley spoke. “1 don’t know how you 
knew. I burnt that letter at once.” 

“Yes; you would, naturally—you’re so prudentl” The 
sneer was open now. “And if you burnt the letter you’re 
wondering how on earth I know what was in it. That’s 
it, isn’t it?” 

Mrs. Slade waited, but Mrs. Ansley did not speak. 

“Well, my dear, I know what was in that letter be¬ 
cause I wrote itl” 

“You wi'ote it?” 
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•Tes." 

The two women stood for a minute staring at each 
other in the last golden light. Then Mrs. Ansley 
dropped back into her chair. “Oh,” she murmurea, 
and covered her face with her hands. 

Mrs. Slade waited nervously for another word or 
movement. None came, and at length she broke out: 
“I horrify you.” 

Mrs. Ansley’s hands dropped to her knee. The face 
they uncovered was streaked with tears. “I wasn’t think¬ 
ing of you. I was thinking—it was the only letter I ever 
had from himl" 

“And I wrote it. Yes; I wrote it! But I was the girl 
he was engaged to. Did you happen to remember that?” 

Mrs. Ansley’s head dropped again. “I’m not trying 
to excuse myself ... I remembered .. 

“And still you went?” 

“Still I went.” 

Mrs. SLide stood looking down on the small bowed 
figure at her side. The flame of her wrath had already 
sunk, and she wondered why she had ever thought 
there would be any satisfaction in inflicting so purpose¬ 
less a wound on her friend. But she had to justify her¬ 
self. 

“You do understand? I found out—and I hated you, 
hated you. I knew you were in love with Delphin- and 
I was afraid; afraid of you, of your quiet ways, your 
sweetness . . . your . . . well, I wanted you out of the 
way, that's all. Just for a few weeks; just till I was sure 
of him. So in a blind fury I wrote that letter... I don’t 
know why I’m telling you now.” 

“I suppose,” said Mrs. Ansley slowly, “it’s because 
you’ve always gone on hating me.” 

“Perhaps. Or because I wanted to get the whole 
thing off my mind.” She paused. “I’m glad you de¬ 
stroyed the letter. Of course I never thought you'd die.” 

Mrs. Ansley relapsed into silence, and Mrs. Slade, 
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leaning above her, was conscious of a strange sense of 
isolation, of being cut off from the warm current of 
human communion. “You think me a monsterl" 

“I don’t know ... It was the only letter I had, and 
you say he didn’t write it’’’ 

“Ah, how you care for him 

“I cared for that memory,’’ said hfrs. Ansley. 

Mrs. Slade continued to look down on her. She 
seemed physically reduced by the blow--as if, when she 
got up, the wind might scatter her like a puff of dust. 
Mrs. Slade’s jealousy suddenly leapt up again at the 
sight. All these years the woman had been living on 
that letter. How she must have loved him, to treasure 
the mere memory of its ashes 1 The letter of the man her 
friend was engaged to. Wasn’t it she who was the mon¬ 
ster? 

"You tried your best to get him away from me, didn’t 
you? But you failed; and I kept him. That’s all.’’ 

“Yes. That’s all ’’ 

“I wish now I hadn’t told you. I’d no idea you’d feel 
about it as you do; I thought you’d be amused. It all 
happened so long ago, as you say; and you must do me 
the justice to remember that I had no reason to think 
you’d ever taken it seriously. How could I, when you 
were married to Horace Ansley two months afterward? 
As soon as you could get out of bed your mother rushed 
you off to Florence and married you. People were rather 
surprised—they vondered at its being done so cjuickly; 
but I thought I knew. I had an idea you did it out of 
pique—to be able to say you’d got ahead of Delphin 
and me. Girls have such silly reasons for doing the most 
serious things. And your marrying so soon convinced 
me that you’d never really cared.’’ 

“Yes, I suppose it would,’’ Mrs. Ansley assented. 

The clear heaven overhead was emptied of all its 
gold. Dusk spread over it, abruptly darkening the Seven 
Hills. Here and there lights began to twinkle through 
the foliage at their feet. Steps were coming and going 
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on the deserted terrace—waiters looking out of the door¬ 
way at the head of the stairs, then reappearing with 
trays and napkins and flasks of wine. Tables were 
moved, chairs straightened. A feeble string of electric 
lights flickered out. Some vases of faded flowers were car¬ 
ried away, and biought bark replenished. A stout lady 
in a dust-coat suddenly appearecl, asking in broken Ital¬ 
ian it any one had seen the elastic band wliich held to¬ 
gether her tattered Baedeker. She poked with her stick 
under the table at which she had lunched, the waiters 
assisting. 

The corner where Mrs. Slade and Mrs. Ansley sat 
was still shadowy and deserted. For a long time neither 
of them spoke. At length Mrs. Slade began again: “I 
suppose I did it as a sort of ioke—” 

“A joke?” 

"Well, girls are ferocious sometimes, you know. Girls 
in love especially. And I remember laugliing to myself 
all that evening at the idea that you were waiting 
around there in the dark, dodging out of sight, listening 
for every sound, trying to get in—. Of course I was upset 
when I heard you were so ill afterward.” 

Mrs. Ansley had not moved for a long time. But now 
she turned slowly toward her companion. ‘‘But I didn't 
wail. He’d arranged everything. He was there. We were 
let in at ome,” she said. 

Mrs. Slade sprang up from her leaning position. 
‘‘Dolphin there? I'hey let you in?— Ah, now you’re 
lying!” she burst out with violence. 

Mrs. Ansley’s voice grew clearer, and full of surprise. 
“But of course he was there. Naturally he came—” 

‘‘Came? How did he know he’d find you there? You 
must be raving!” 

Mrs. Ansley hesitated, as though reflecting. ‘‘But I 
answered the letter. I told him I'd be there. So he 
came.” 

Mrs. Slade flung her hands up to her face. ‘‘Oh, God 
—you answered! I never thought of your answering .. 
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“It’s odd you never thought of it, if you wrote the 
letter." 

“Yes. I was blind with rage." 

Mrs. Ansley rose, and drew her fur scarf about her. 
“It is cold here. We’d better go . . . I’m sorry for you," 
she said, as she clasped the about her throat. 

The unexpected words sent a pang through Mrs. 
Slade. "Yes; we’d better go.” She gathered up her bag 
and cloak. "I don’t know why you should be sorry for 
me,” she muttered. 

Mrs. Ansley stood looking away from her toward the 
dusky secret mass of the (lolosseum. “Well—because I 
didn’t have to wait that night." 

Mrs. Slade gave an unquiet laugh. “Yes; I was beaten 
there. But I oughtn't to begrudge it to you, I suppose. 
At the end of all these years. After all, I had everything; 
I had him for twenty-five years. And you had nothing 
but that one letter that he didn't write." 

Mrs. Ansley was again silent. At length she turned 
toward the door of the terrace. She took a step, and 
turned back, facing her companion. 

"1 had Barbara,” she said, and began to move ahead 
of Mrs. Slade toward the stairway. 
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A TAI.E INTENDED TO BE AFTER THE l ACT. 
BEING HIE EXI'ERJFNCE OF FOl/R MFN FROM 
THE SUNK STEAMER “COMMODORE.” 


None of them knew the color of the sky. Their eyes 
glanced level, and were fastened upon the waves that 
swept toward them. These waves were ol the hue of 
slate, save for the tops, which v/ere of foaming white, 
and all of the men knew the colors ot the sea. d'he hori¬ 
zon narrowed and widened, and dipped and rose, anti 
at all times its edge was jagged wiih waves that seemed 
thrust up in points like rocks. Many a man ought to 
have a bath-tub larger tlian the boat which here rode 
upon the sea. These waves were most wroiiglully and 
barbarously abrupt and tall, and each froth-top was a 
problem in small-boat navigation. 

The cook sejuatted in the bottom and looked with 
both eyes at the six inches of gunwale which sejrarated 
him from the ocean. His sleeves were rolled over his fat 
forearms, and the two flaps of his unbuttoned vest dan¬ 
gled as he bent to bail out the boat. Often he said: 
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"Gawdl That was a narrow dip,” As he femarked it he 
invariably gazed eastward over the broken sea. 

The oiler, steering with one of the two oars in the 
boat, sometimes raised himself suddenly to keep dear 
of water that swirled in over the stern. It was a thin 
little oar and it seemed often ready to snap. 

The correspondent, pulling at the other oar, watched 
the waves and wondered why he was there. 

The injured captain, lying in the bow, was at this 
time buried in that profound dejection and indifference 
which comes, temporarily at least, to even the bravest 
and most enduring when, willy-nilly, the firm fails, the 
army loses, the ship goes down. The mind of the master 
of a vessel is rooted deep in the timbers of her, though 
he commanded for a day or a decade, and this captain 
had on him the stern impression of a scene in the greys 
of dawn of seven turned faces, and later a stump of a 
top mast with a white ball on it that slashed to and fro 
at the waves, went low and lower, and down. There¬ 
after there was something strange in his voice. Although 
steady, it was deep with mourning, and of a quality 
beyond oration or tears. 

“Keep 'er a little more south, Billie,” said he. 

“A little more south, sir,” said the oiler in the stern. 

A seat in this boat was not unlike a scat upon a buck¬ 
ing broncho, and by the same token, a broncho is not 
much smaller. The craft pranced and reared, and 
plunged like an animal. As each wave came, and she 
rose for it, she setined like a horse making at a fence 
outrageously high. The manner of her scramble over 
these walls of water is a mystic thing, and, moreover, 
at the top of them were ordinarily these problems in 
white water, the foam racing down from the summit of 
each wave, requiring a new leap, and a leap from the 
air. Then, after scornfully bumping a crest, she would 
slide, and race, and splash down a long incline, and 
arrive bobbing and nodding in front of the next men¬ 
ace. 
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A singular disadvantage of this lies in the fact that 
after successfully surmounting one wave you discover 
that there is another behind it just as important and 
just as nervously anxious to do something effective in 
the way of swamping boats. In a ten-foot dinghy one 
can get an idea of the resources of the sea in the line of 
waves that is not probable to the average experience 
which is never at sea in a dinghy. As each slatey wall of 
water approached, it shut all else from the view of the 
men in the boat, and it was not difficult to imagine that 
this particular wave was the final outburst of the ocean, 
the last effort of the grim water. There was a terrible 
grace in the move of the waves, and they came in silence, 
save for the snarling of the crests. 

In the wan light, the faces of the men must have been 
grey. Their eyes nnist have glinted in strarige ways as 
they gazed steadily astern. Viewed from .s Iralcony, the 
whole thing would doubtless have been weirdly pic¬ 
turesque. But the men in the boat had no time to see it, 
and if they had had leisure there were other things to 
occupy their minds. The sun swung steadily up the sky, 
and they knew it was broad day because the color of the 
sea changerl from slate to emerald-green, streaked with 
amber lights, and the foam was like tumbling snow. 
The process of the breaking day was unknown to them. 
7'hey were aware only of this effect upon the color of 
the waves that rolled toward them. 

In disjointed sentences the cook and the correspond¬ 
ent argued as to the difference between a life-saving 
station and a house of refuge. I'hc cook had said: 
“There's a house of refuge just north of the Mosquito 
Irdet Light, and as soon as tliey see us, they’ll come off 
in their boat and pick us up.” 

“As soon as who see us?” said the cot respondent. 

“The crew,” saitt the cook. 

“Houses of refuge don’t have crews,” said the corre¬ 
spondent. “As I understand them, they are only places 
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where clothes and grub are stored for the benefit of 
shipwrecked people. They don’t carry crews.” 

“Oh, yes, they do,” said the cook. 

“No, they don’t,” said the correspondent. 

“Well, we’re not there yet, anyhow,” said the oiler, 
in the stern. 

“Well,” said the cook, "perhaps it’s not a house of 
refuge that I’m thinking of as being near Mosquito 
Inlet Light. Perhaps it’s a life-saving station.” 

“We’re not there yet,” said the oiler, in the stern. 

2 

As the boat bounced from the top of each wave, the 
wind tore through the hair of the hatless men, and as 
the craft plopped her stern down again the spray 
splashed past them. The crest of each of these waves was 
a hill, from the top of which the men surveyed, for a 
moment, a broad tumultuous expanse, shining and 
wind-riven. It was probably splendid. It was probably 
glorious, this play of the free sea, wild with lights of 
emerald and white and amber. 

“Bully good thing it’s an on-shore wind,” said the 
cook. “If not, where would we be? Wouldn’t have a 
show.” 

“That’s right,” said the correspondent. 

The busy oiler nodded his assent. 

Then the captain, in the bow, chuckled in a way that 
expressed humor, contempt, tragedy, all in one. “Do 
you think we’ve got much of a show now, boys?” said 
he. 

Whereupon the three were silent, save for a trifle of 
hemming and hawing. To express any particular opti¬ 
mism at this time they felt to be childish and stupid, 
but they all doubtless possessed this sense of the situa¬ 
tion in their mind. A young man thinks doggedly at 
such times. On the other hand, the ethics of their con- 
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diiion was decidedly against any open suggestion of 
hopelessness. So they were silent. 

‘‘Oh, well,” said the captain, soothing his children. 
“We’ll get ashore all right,” 

But there was that in his tone whith made them 
think, so the oiler cjuoth: “Yes! It this wind holds!” 

rhe cook was bailing: “Yes! If we don’t catch hell in 
the surf.” 

Canton flannel gulls flew near and far. Sometimes 
they sat down on the sea, near patches f)f brown sea¬ 
weed that rolled on the waves with a movement like 
carpets on a line in a gale. The birds sat comfortably 
in groups, and they were envied by some in the dinghy, 
for the wrath of the sea was no more to them than it 
was to a covey of prairie chickens a thousand joiles in¬ 
land. Often they came very close and star<’d at the men 
witfi black bead like eyes. At these times thc'y were un¬ 
canny and sinister in their unblinking scrutiny, and the 
men hooted angrily at them, telling them to be gone. 
One came, and evidently decided to light on the top cjf 
the captain’s head. The bird flew parallel to the boat 
and did not circle, but made short sidelong jumps in 
the air in chicken-fashion. His black eyes we re wistfully 
fixed upon the captain’s head. ”1'gly brute,” said the 
oiler to the bird. “You look as if you were made with a 
jack-knife.” ’The cook and the conesporufent swore 
darkly at the creature. The captain naturally wished to 
knock it away with the end of the heavy jrainter; but he 
did not dare do it, because anything resembling an em- 
phalic gesture would have {a[)si/ed this freighted boat, 
and .so with his open hand, the captain gent y and care- 
tulfy waved the gull away. Alter it had been discour¬ 
aged frerm the pursuit the captain breathed easier on 
acemint of his hair, and others breathed easier becau.se 
the bird struck their minds at this time as being some¬ 
how grewsome and ominous. 

In the meantime the oiler and the correspondent 
rowed. And also they rowed. 
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They sat together in the same seat, and each rowed 
an oar. Then the oiler took both oars; then the corre¬ 
spondent took both oars; then the oiler; then the cor¬ 
respondent. They rowed and they rowed. The very 
ticklish part of tne busines:; was when the time came 
for the reclining one in the stern to take his turn at the 
oars. By the very last star of truth. If is easier to steal 
e^gs from under a hen than it was to change seats in the 
dmghy. First the man in the stern slid his hand along 
the thwart and moved with care, as if he were of Sevres. 
Then the man in the rowing seat slid his hand along the 
other thwart. It was all done with the most extraor¬ 
dinary care. As the two sidled past each other, the whole 
party kept watchful eyes on the coming wave, and the 
captain cried: “Look out nowl Steady therel" 

The brown mats of seaweed that appeared from time 
to time were like islands, bits of earth. They were trav¬ 
eling, apparently, neither one way nor the other. They 
were, to all intents, stationary. They informed the men 
in the boat that it was making progress slowly toward 
the land. 

The captain, rearing cautiously in the bow, after the 
dinghy soared on a great swell, said that he had seen 
the lighthouse at Mosquito Inlet. Presently the cook 
remarked that he had seen it. The correspondent was 
at the oars then, and for some reason he too wished to 
look at the lighthouse, but his back was toward the far 
shore and the waves were important, and for some time 
he could not seize in opportunity to turn his head. But 
at last there came a wave more gentle than the others, 
and when at the crest of it he swiftly scoured the west¬ 
ern horizon. 

“See it?” said the captain. 

“No,” said t.’.e correspondent slowly, “I didn’t see 
anything.” 

“Look again,” said the captain. He pointed. “It’s ex¬ 
actly in that direction.” 
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At the top of another wave, the coriespondent did as 
he was hid, and this time his eyes chanced on a small 
still thing on the edge of the swaying horizon. It was 
precisely like the point of a pin. It took an anxious eye 
to find a lighthouse so tiny. 

“Think we’ll make it, captain?” 

“II this wind holds and the boat don’t swamp, we 
can’t do much else,’’ said the captain. 

The little boat, lifted by each towering sea, and 
splashed viciously by the crests, made progress that in 
the absence of seaweed was not apparent to those in 
her. She seemed just a wee tln'ng wallowing, miracu¬ 
lously top-up, at the mercy of five oreans. Occasionally 
a great spread of water, like white flames, swarmed 
into her. 

“Bail her, cook,’’ said the raptain serenely. 

“All right, ca[)tain,’’ said the cheerful cook. 


3 

It would be difficult to describe the subtle brotherhood 
of men that was here established on the seas. No one 
said that it was so. No one mentioned it. But it dwelt 
in the boat, and each man lelt it warm him. They w’ere 
a captain, an oiler, a cook, and a correspondent, and 
they were friends, friends in a more curiously iron- 
bound degree than may be common. The hurl captain, 
lying against the water-jar in the bow, spoke always in 
a low voice and calmly, but he could never coimnand 
a more ready and swiftly ofjcdient crew than the motley 
three of the dinghy. It was more than a mere recogni¬ 
tion of what was best fijr the common safety. There was 
surely in it a cjuality that was personal and heartfelt. 
And after this devotion to the commander of the boat 
there was this comradeship that the correspondent, for 
instance, who had been taught to be cynical of men. 
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knew even at the time was the best experience of his 
life. But no one said that it was so. No one mentioned 
it. 

“I wish we had a sail,” remarked the captain. “We 
might try my overcoat on ih“ end of an oar and give 
you two boys a chance to rest." So the cook and the 
correspondent held the mast and spread wide the over¬ 
coat. The oiler steered, and the little boat made good 
way with her new rig. Sometimes the oiler had to scull 
sharply to keep a sea from breaking into the boat, but 
otherwise sailing was a success. 

Meanwhile the lighthouse had been growing slowly 
larger. It had now almost assumed color, and appeared 
like a little grey shadow on the sky. I'he man at the oars 
could not be prevented from turning his head rather 
often to try for a glimpse of this little grey shadow. 

At last, from the top of each wave the men in the 
tossing boat could see land. Even as the lighthouse was 
an upright shadow on the sky, this land seemed but a 
long black shadow on the sea. It certainly was thinner 
than paper. “We must be about opposite New Smyrna,” 
said the cook, who had coasted this shore often in 
schooners. “Captain, by the way, I believe they aban¬ 
doned that life-saving station there about a year ago.” 

“Did they?” said the captain. 

The wind slowly died away. The cook and the corre¬ 
spondent were not now obliged to slave in order to 
hold high the oar. But the waves continued their old 
impetuous swooping at the dinghy, and the little craft, 
no longer under way, struggled woundily over them. 
The oiler or the correspondent took the oars again. 

Shipwrecks are apropos of nothing. If men could only 
train for them and have them occur when the men had 
reached pink condition, there would be less drowning 
at sea. Of the four in the dinghy none had slept any 
time worth mentioning for two days and two nights 
previous to embarking in the dinghy, and in the exci te- 
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ment of clambering about the deck of a foundering ship 
they had also forgotten to eat heartily. 

For these reasons, and for others, neither the oiler 
nor the correspondent was fond of rowing at this time. 
The correspondent wondered ingenuously how in the 
name of all that was sane could there be people who 
thought it amusing to row a boat. It was not an amuse¬ 
ment; it was a diabolical punishment, and even a genius 
of mental aberrations could never conclude that it was 
anything but a horror to the muscles and a crime 
against the back. He mentioned to the boat in general 
how the amusement of rowing struck him, and the 
weary-faced oilier smiled in full sympathy. Previously to 
the foundering, by the way. the oiler had worked dou¬ 
ble-watch in the engine-room of the ship. 

“Take her easy, now, boys,'’ said the captain. “Don't 
spend yourselves. If we have to run a surf you'll need 
all your strength, because we'll sure have to swim for 
it. Take your time.” 

Slowly the land arose from the sea. From a black line 
it became a line of black and a line of white, trees and 
sand. Finally, the captain said that he could make out 
a house on the shore. “That's the house of refuge, sure,” 
said the cook. “They'll see us before long, and come out 
after us.” 

The distant lighthouse reared high. “The keeper 
ought to be able to make us out now, if he's looking 
through a glass,” said the captain. “He'll notify the life¬ 
saving people.” 

“None of those other boats could have got ashore to 
give word of the wreck,” said the oiler, in a low 
voice. “Else the lifeboat would be out hunting us.” 

Slowly and beautifully the land loomed out of the 
sea. The wind came again. It had veered from the north¬ 
east to the south-east. Finally, a new sound struck the 
ears of the men in the boat. It was the low thunder of 
the surf on the shore. “We’ll never be able to make the 
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lighthouse now,” said the captain, “Swing her head a 
little more north, Billie,” said he. 

“A little more north, sir,” said the oiler. 

Whereupon the little boat turned her nose once more 
down the wind, and all but the oarsman watched the 
shore grow. Under the influeiiC^* of this expansion doubt 
and direful apprehension was leaving the minds of the 
men. The management of the boat was still most ab¬ 
sorbing, but it could not prevent a quiet cheerfulness. 
In an hour, perhaps, they would be ashore. 

Their backbones had become thoroughly used to bal- 
ancing in the boat, and they now rode this wild colt of 
a dinghy like circus men. The correspondent thought 
that he had been drenched to the skin, but happening 
to feel in the top pocket of his coat, he found therein 
eight cigars. Four of them were soaked with seawater; 
four were perfectly scathless. After a search, somebody 
produced three dry matches, and thereupon the four 
Avaifs rode impudently in their little boat, and with an 
assurance of an impending rescue shining in their eyes, 
puffed at the big cigars and judged well and ill of all 
men. Everybody took a drink of water. 

4 

“Cook,” remarked the captain, “there don’t seem to be 
any signs of lile about your house of refuge.” 

“No,” replied the cook. “Funny they don’t see us!” 

A broad stretdi of lowly coast lay before the eyes of 
the men. It was of dunes topped with dark vegetation. 
The roar of the surf was plain, and sometimes they 
could see the white lip of a wave as it rpun up the beach. 
A tiny house was blocked out black upon the sky. 
Southward, the slim lighthouse lifted its little grey 
length. 

Tide, wind, and waves were swinging the dinghy 
northward. “Funny they don’t see us,” said the men. 
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The surf's roar was here dulled, but its tone was, 
nevertheless, thunderous and mighty. As the boat swam 
over the great rollers, the men sat listening to this 
roar. “We’ll swamp sure,” said everybody. 

It is fair to say here that there was not a life-saving 
station within twenty miles in either direction, but the 
men. did not know this fact, and in consequence they 
made dark and opprobrious remarks concerning the 
eyesight of the nation’s life-savers. Four scowling men 
sat in the dinghy and surpassed records in the invention 
of epithets. 

“Funny they don’t see us.” 

The lightheartedness of a former time had completely 
faded. To their sharpened minds it was easy to conjure 
pictures of all kinds of incompetency and blindness 
and, indeed, cowardice. There was the shore of the 
populous land, and it was bitter and bitter to them that 
from it came no sign. 

“Well,” said the captain, ultimately, "I suppose we’ll 
have to make a try for ourselves. If we stay out here too 
long, we’ll none of us have strength left to swim after 
the Doat swamps.” 

And so the oiler, who was at the oars, turned the boat 
straight for the shore. There was a sudden tightening 
of muscle. There was some thinking. 

"If we don’t all get ashore—” said the captain. “If we 
don’t all get ashore, I suppose you fellows know where 
to send news of my finish?” 

They then briefly exchanged some addresses and 
admonitions. As for the reflections of the men, there 
was a great deal of rage in them. Perchance they might 
be formulated thus; “If I am going to be drowned—if I 
am going to be drowned—if I am going to be drowned, 
why, in the name of the seven mad gods who rule the 
sea, was I allowed to come thus far and contemplate 
sand and trees? Was I brought here merely to have my 
nose dragged away as I was about to nibble the sacred 
cheese of life? It is preposterous. If this old ninny- 
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woman. Fate, cannot do better than this, she should be 
deprived of the management of men’s foi tunes. She is 
an old hen who knows not her intention. If she has de¬ 
cided to drown me, why did she not do it in the begin¬ 
ning and save me all this trouble? The whole affair is 
absurd.... But no, she cajpot mean to drown me. She 
dare not drov/n me. She cannot J’'Own me. Not after all 
this work.” Afterw'ard the man might have had an im¬ 
pulse to shake his fist at the clouds: “Just you drown 
me, now, and then hear what I call youl" 

The billows that came at this time were more formi¬ 
dable. They seemed always just about to break and roll 
over the little boat in a turmoil of foam. There was a 
preparatory and long growl in the speech of them. No 
mind unused to the s(’a would have concluded that the 
dinghy could ascend these sheer heights in time. The 
shore was still afar. I'he oiler was a wily surfman, 
“Boys,” he said swiftly, “she won’t live three minutes 
more, and we’re too far out to swim. Shall I take her to 
sea again, captain?” 

“Yes! Go ahead!” said the captain. 

This oiler, by a series of quick miracles, and fast and 
steady oarsmanship, turned the boat in the middle of 
the surf and took her safely to sea again. 

There was a considerable silence as the boat bumped 
over the furrowed sea to deeper water. Then somebody 
in the gloom spoke. “Well, anyhow, they must have 
seen us from rhe shore by now,” 

The gulls went in slanting (light up the wind toward 
the grey desolate iast. A squall, marked by dingy clouds, 
and clouds brick-red, like smoke from a burning build¬ 
ing, appeared from the south-east. 

“What do you think of those life-saving people? Ain’t 
they peaches?” 

“Funny the/ haven’t seen us.” 

"Mayl.-'e they think we’re out here for sporti Maybe 
tliev think we’re fishin’. Maybe they think we’re damned 
fools.” 
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It was a long afternoon. A changed tide tried to force 
them southward, but the wind and wave said north¬ 
ward. Far ahead, where coast-line, sea, and sky formed 
their mighty angle, there were little dots which seemed 
to indicate a city on the shore. 

"vSt, Augustine?” 

The captain shook his head. “Too near Mosquito In¬ 
let.” 

And the oiler rowed, and then the correspondent 
rowed. Then the oiler rowed. It was a weary business. 
The human back can become the seat of more aches 
and pains than are registered in books for the composite 
anatomy of a regiment. It is a lin hed area, but it can 
become the theatre of innumerable muscular conflicts, 
tangles, wrenches, knots, and other comforts. 

“Did you ever like to row, Billie?” asked the corre¬ 
spondent. 

“No,” said the oiler. "Hang it!” 

When one exchanged the rowing-seat for a place in 
the bottom of the boat, he suffered a bodily depression 
that caused him to be careless of everything save an 
oligation to wiggle one finger. There was cold sea-water 
swashing to and fro in the boat, and he lay in it. His 
head, pillowed on a thwart, was within an inch of the 
swirl of a wave crest, and sometimes a particularly ob¬ 
streperous sea came in-board and drenched him once 
more. But these matters did not annoy him. It is almost 
certain that if the boat had capsized he would have rum¬ 
bled (omfortably out upon the ocean as if he felt sure 
that it <vas a great soft mattress. 

“Look! There’s a man on the shore!” 

“Where?” 

“There! See ’im? See ’im?” 

“Yes, sure! He's walking along.” 

“Now he’s stopped. Look! He’s facing us!” 

“He’s waving at usi” 

“So he is! By thunder!” 
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“Ah, now we’re all rightl Now we’re all rightl 
There’ll be a boat out here for us in half-an-hour.” 

“He’s going on. He’s running. He's going up to that 
house there.” 

The remote beach se^’med lower than the sea, and it 
required a searching glance to discern the little black 
figure. The captain saw a floating stick and they rowed 
to it. A bath-towel was by some weird chance in the 
boat, and, tying this on the stick, the captain waved it. 
The oarsman did not dare turn his head, so he was 
obliged to ask questions. 

“What’s he doing now?” 

“He's standing still again. He’s looking, I think. . . . 
There he goes again. Toward the house. . . . Now he’s 
stojiped again.” 

“Is he waving at us?” 

“No, not now! he was, though.” 

“Look! There comes another mani” 

“He's running.” 

“Look at him go, would you.” 

“Why, he's on a bicycle. Now he's met the other man. 
They’re both waving at us. Look!” 

“There comes something up the beach.” 

“What the devil is that thing?’' 

“Why it looks like a boat.” 

“Why, certainly it’s a boat.” 

“No, it’s on wheels.” 

“Yes, so it is. Well, that must be the life-boat. They 
drag them along shore on a wagon.” 

“'That’s the lile-boat, sure.” 

“No, by—, it’s—it’s an omnibus.” 

“I tell you it’s a life-boat.” 

“It is not! It’s an omnibus. I can see it plain. See? 
One of these big hotel omnibuses.” 

“By thunder, you’re right. It’s an omnibus, sure as 
fate. What do you suppose they arc doing with an om¬ 
nibus? Maybe they are going around collecting the life- 
crew, hey?” 
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“That’s it, likely. Lookl There’s a fellow waving a 
little black flag. He’s standing on the steps of the omni¬ 
bus. There come those other two fellows. Now they’re 
all talking together. Look at the fellow with the flag. 
Maybe he ain’t waving it.” 

“That ain’t a flag, is it? That’s his coat. Why, cer¬ 
tainly, that’s his coat.” 

“So it is. It’s his coat. He’s taken it off and is waving 
it around his head. But would you look at him swing it.” 

"Oh, say, there’s isn’t any life-saving station there. 
That’s just a winter resort hotel omnibus that has 
brought over .some of the boarders to see us drown.” 

“What’s that idiot with the coat mean? What’s he 
signaling, anyhow?” 

“It looks as if he were trying to tell us to go north. 
There must be a life-saving station up there.” 

“No! He thinks we’re fishing. Just giving us a merry 
hand. See? Ah, there, Willie!” 

“Well, I wish I could make something out of those 
signals. What do you suppose he means?” 

“He don’t mean anything. He’s just playing.” 

“Well, if he’d just signal us to try the surf again, or to 
go to sea and wait, or go north, or go south, or go to 
hell—there would be some reason in it. But look at him. 
He just stands there and keeps his coat revolving like a 
wheel. The a.ssl” 

“There come more people,” 

“Now there’s quite a mob. Look! Isn’t that a boat?” 

“Where? Oh, I see where you mean. No, that’s no 
boat.” 

“That fellow is still waving his coat.” 

“He must think we like to see him do that. Why don’t 
he quit it. It don’t mean anything.” 

“I don’t know. I think he is trying to make us go 
north. It must be that there’s a life-saving station there 
somewhere.” 

“Say, he ain’t tired yet. Look at 'im wave.” 

“Wonder how long he can keep that up. He’s been 
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revolving his coat ever since he caught sight of us. He’s 
an idiot. Why aren’t they getting men to bring a boat 
out? A fishing boat—one of those big yawls—could come 
out here all right. Why don’t he do something?” 

“Oh, it’s all right, now.” 

“They’ll have a boat out here for us in less than no 
time, now that they’ve seen us.“ 

A faint yellow tone came into the sky over the low 
land. The shadows on the sea slowly deepened. The 
wind bore coldness with it, and thf! men began to shiver. 

“Holy smokel” said one, allowing his voice to express 
his impious mood, “if we keep on monkeying out herel 
If we’ve got to flounder out here all nightl” 

“Oh, we’ll never have to stay here all nightl Don’t 
you worry. They’ve seen us now, and it won’t be long 
before they’ll come chasing out alter us.” 

'The shore grew dusky. The man waving a coat 
blended gradually into this gloom, and it swallowed 
in the same manner the omnibus and the group of 
people. The spray, when it dashed uproariously over 
the side, made the voyagers shrink and swear like men 
who were being branded. 

“I’d like to catch the chump who waved the coat. I 
feel like socking him one, just for luck.” 

“Why? What did he do?” 

“Oh, nothing, but then he seemed so damned cheer¬ 
ful.” 

In the meafUime the oiler rowed, and then the corre¬ 
spondent rowed, and then the oiler rowed. Grey-faced 
and bowed forward, they mechanically, turn by turn, 
plied the leaden oars. The form of the lighthouse had 
vanished from the southern horizon, but finally a pale 
star appeared, just lifting from the sea. The streaked 
saffron in the west passed before the all-merging dark¬ 
ness, and the sea to the east was black. The land had 
vanished, and was expressed only by the low and drear 
thunder of the surf. 

“If I am going to be drowned—if I am going to be 
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drowned—if I am going to be drowned, why, in tlie 
name of the seven mad gods who i ule the sea, was I al¬ 
lowed to come thus far and contemplate sand and trees? 
Was I brought here merely to have my nose dragged 
away as I was about to nibble the sacred cheese of lile?’^ 

I’he patient captain, drooped over the water-jar, was 
sometimes obliged to speak to the oarsman. 

“Keep her head upl Keep her head up!” 

“Keep her head up, sir.” I'he voices were weary and 
low. 

This was surely a quiet evening. All save the oarsman 
lay heavily and listlessly in the boat’s bottom. As for 
him, his eyes were just capable of noting ihe tall blaik 
waves that swept forward in a most sinister silence, save 
for an occasional subdued growl of a crest. 

d'he cook's head was on a thwart, and he looked with¬ 
out interest at the water under his nose. He was deep 
in other scenes, finally he spoke. “Billie,” he mur¬ 
mured, dreamfully, “what kind of pie do you like best?” 

5 

“Pie,” said the oiler and the correspondent, agitatedly. 
“Don’t talk about those things, blast you!” 

“Well,” said the cook, “I was just thinking about ham 
sandwiches, and —” 

A night on the sea in an open boat is a long night. As 
darkness settled finally, the shine of the light, lifting 
from the sea in the south, changed to full gold. On the 
northern horizon a new light appeared, a small bluish 
gleam on the edge of the w’^aters. These two lights were 
the furniture of the world. Otherwise there was nothing 
but w'aves. 

Two men huddled in the stern, and distances were so 
magnificent in the dinghy that the rower was enabled to 
keep his feet partly warmed by thrusting them under 
his companions. Their legs indeed extended far under 
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the rowing-seat until they touched the feet of the cap¬ 
tain forward. Sometimes, despite the eiforts of the tired 
oarsman, a wave came piling into the boat, an icy wave 
of the night, and the chilling water soaked them anew. 
They would twist their bodies for a moment and groan, 
and sleep the dead^slecp once more, while the water in 
the boat gurgled about tuom as the craft rocked. 

'I’he plan of the oiler and ti»e correspondent was for 
one to row until he lost the ability, and then arouse the 
other from his sea-water couch in the bottom of the 
boat. 

The oiler plied the oars until his head drooped for¬ 
ward, and the overpowering sleep blinded him. And he 
rowed yet afterward. Then he touched a man in the 
bottom of the boat, and called his name. “Will you 
spell me for a little while?” he said, meekly. 

“Sure, Billie,” said the correspondent, awakening 
and dragging himself to a sitting position. They ex¬ 
changed places carefully, and the oiler, cuddling down 
in the sea-water at the cook’s side, seemed to go to sleep 
instantly. 

The particular violence of the sea had ceased. The 
waves came without snarling. The obligation of the 
man at the oars was to keep the boat headed so that the 
till of the rollers would not capsize her, and to preserve 
her from filling when the crests rushed past. The black 
waves were silent and hard to be seen in the darkness. 
Often one was almost upon the boat before the oars¬ 
man was aware. 

In a low v"^ice the correspondent addressed the cap¬ 
tain. He was not sure that the captain was awake, al¬ 
though this iron man seemed to be always awake. “Cap¬ 
tain, shall 1 keep her making for that light north, sir?” 

The same steady voice answeied him. “Yes. Keep it 
about two points off the port bow.” 

The cook had tied a life-belt around himself in order 
to get even the warmth which this clumsy cork contriv- 
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ance could donate, and he seemed almost stove-like 
when a rower, whose teeth invariably chattered wildly 
as soon as he ceased his labor, arojiped down to sleep. 

The correspondent, as he rowed, looked down at the 
two men sleeping underfoot. The cook’s arm was 
around the oiler’s shoulders, and, with their fragmen¬ 
tary clothing and haggard faces, they were babes of the 
sea, a grotesque rendering of the old babes in the wood. 

Later he must have grown stupid at his w’ork, for sud¬ 
denly there was a growling of water, and a crest came 
with a roar and a swash into the boat, and it was a 
wonder that it did not set the cook afloat in his life belt. 
The cook crjntinued to sleep, but the oiler sat up, 
blinking his eyes and shaking with the new (old. 

“Oh, I’m awful sorry, Billie,” said the correspondent 
contritely. 

“ riiat's all right, old boy,” said the oiler, and lay 
down again and was asleep. 

Presently it seemed that even the captain do/ed, and 
the correspondent thought that he was the one man 
afloat on all the oceans, i’he wind had a voice as it came 
over the waves, and it was sadder than the end. 

There was a long, loud swishing astern cjf the bcjat, 
and a gleaming trail of phosphorescence, like blue 
flame, was furrowed on the black waters. Tt might have 
been made by a monstrous knife. 

I’hen there came a stillness, while the correspondent 
breathed w'ith the open mouth and looked at the sea. 

Suddenly there was another swash and another long 
flash of bluish light, and this time it w'as alongside the 
boat, and might almost have been rear bed wu'th an r^ar. 
I'he correspondent saw an enormous fin speerl like a 
shadow through the water, hurling the crystalline sjnay 
anci leaving the long glowing trail. 

The corresporrdent looked over his shortlder at the 
captain. His face was hidden, and he seemed to he 
ash'ep. He looked at the babes of the sea. They cer- 
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tainly were asleep. So, being bereft of sympathy, he 
leaned a little way to one side and swore softly into the 
sea. 

But the thing did not then leave the vicinity of the 
boat. Ahead or astern, on one side or the other, at inter¬ 
vals long or short, fled the long sparkling streak, and 
there was to be heard the whirroo of the dark fin. The 
speed and power of the thing wa.> greatly to be admired. 
It cut the water like a gigantic and keen projectile. 

The presence of this biding thing did not affect the 
man with the same horror that it would if he had been 
a picnicker. He simply looked at the sea dully and 
swore in an undertone. 

Nevertheless, it is true that he did not wish to be 
alone. He wished one of his companions to awaken by 
chance and keep him company. But the captain hung 
motionless over the water-jar, and the oiler and the cook 
in the bottom of the boat were plunged in slumber. 

6 

“If I am going to be drowned—if I am going to be 
drowned—if I am going to be drowned, why, in the 
name of the seven mad gods who rule the .sea, was I 
allowed to come thus far and contemplate sand and 
trees?” 

During this dismal night, it may be remarked that a 
man would conclude that it was really the intention of 
the seven ma ’ gods to drown him, despite the abom¬ 
inable injustice of it. For it was certainly an abominable 
injustice to drown a man who had worked so hard, so 
hard. The man felt it would be a crime most unnatural. 
Other people had drowned at sea since galleys swarmed 
with f)aintcd sails, but still— 

When it occurs to a man that nature does not regard 
him as important, and that she teds she would noi 
maim the universe by disposing of him, he at first wishes 
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to throw bricks at the temple, and he hates deeply the 
lact that there are no brick and no temples. Any visible 
expression ot nature would surely be pelleted with his 
jeers. 

rhen, if there be no tangible thing to hoot he Feels, 
perhaps, the desire to conlront a personification and 
indulge in pleas, bowed to one knee, and with hands 
supplicant, saying: “Yes, but I love myself." 

A high cold star on a winter's night is the word he 
feels that she says to him. Thereafter he knows the 
pathos of his situation. 

The men in the dinghy had not discussed these mat¬ 
ters, but each had, no doubt, reflected upon them in 
silence and according to his mind. There was seldom 
any expression upion their faces save the general one ol 
complete weariness. Speecli W'as devoted to the business 
ol the boat. 

To chime the notes of his emotion, a verse mysteri¬ 
ously entered the correspondent’s he.ad. Tie had even 
forgotten that he had forgot ten this verse, Init it sud¬ 
denly was in his mind. 

"// soldier of the Legion lay dying in Algiers, 

There xoas a lack of woman’s nursing, there xvas 
dearth of xvoman’s tears; 

Bui a comrade stood beside him, and he look that 
comrade’s hand. 

And he said: 7 shall never see my own, my natwe 
land: " 

In his childhood, the correspondent had been made 
acquainted with the fact that a soldier of the l.egion lay 
dying in Algiers, but he had never regarded the fact as 
important. Myriads of his school fellows had informed 
him of the soldier’s plight, but the dinning had natu¬ 
rally ended by making him perfectly indifferent. He 
had never considered it his affair that a soldier of the 
Legion lay dying in Algiers, nor had it a])pearcd to him 
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as a matter for sorrow. It was less to him than the break¬ 
ing of a pencil’s point. 

Now, however, it quaintly came to him as a human, 
living thing. It was no longer merely a picture of a few 
throes in the breast of a poet, meanwhile drinking tea 
and warming his feet at the grate; it was an actuality- 
stern, mournful, and fine. 

The correspondent plainly saw the soldier. He lay on 
the sand with his feet out straight and still. While his 
pale left hand was upon his chest in an attempt to 
thwart the going of his life, the blood came between 
his fingers. In the far Algerian distance, a city of low 
square forms was set against a sky that was faint with 
the last sunset hues. The correspondent, plying the oars 
and dreaming of the slow and slower movements of the 
lips of the soldier, was moved by a profound and per¬ 
fectly impersonal comprehension. He was sorry for the 
soldier of the Legion who lay dying in Algiers. 

The thing which had followed the boat and waited, 
had evidently grown bored at the delay. There was no 
longer to be heard the slash of the cut-water, and there 
was no longer the flame of the long trail. The light in 
the north still glimmered, but it was apparently no 
nearer to the boat. Sometimes the boom of the surf rang 
in the correspondent’s ears, and he turned the craft sea¬ 
ward then and rowed harder. Southward, some one had 
evidently built a watch-fire on the beach. It was too low 
and too far to be seen, but it made a shimmering, rose¬ 
ate reflection upon the bluff back of it, and this could be 
discerned fror the boat. The wind came stronger, and 
sometimes a wave suddenly raged out like a mountain- 
cat, and there was to be seen the sheen and sparkle of 
a broken crest. 

The captain, in the bow, moved on his water-jar and 
sat erect, “Pretty long night,” he observed to the corre¬ 
spondent. He looked at the shore. “Those life-saving 
people take their time.” 

“Did you see that shark playing around?” 
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“Yes, I saw him. He was a big lellow, all right.” 

“Wish I had known you were awake.” 

Later the correspondent spoke into the bottom of the 
boat. 

“Hilliel” There was a slow and gradual disentangle¬ 
ment. “Billie, will you spell me?” 

“Sure," said the oiler. 

As soon as the correspondent touched the cold com¬ 
fortable sea-water in the bottom the boat, and had hud¬ 
dled close to the cook's life-belt he was deep in sleep, 
despite the fact that his teeth played all the popular 
airs. This sleep was so good (o him that it was but a 
moment before he heard a voice call his name in a tone 
(hat demonstrated the last stages of exhaustion. “Will 
you spell me?” 

“Sure, Billie.” 

The light in the north had mysteriously vanished, 
but the correspondent took his course from the wide¬ 
awake captain. 

T.ater in the night they took the boat farther out to 
sea, and the captain directed the cook to take one oar 
at the stern and keep the boat facing the seas. He was to 
tall out if he should hear the thunder of the surf. This 
plan enabled the oiler and the correspondent to get 
respite together, “We’ll give those boys a chance to get 
into shape again,” said the captain. They curled down 
and, alter a few preliminary chatterings and trembles, 
slejit once more the dead sleep. Neither knew they had 
bequeathed to the cook the company of another shark, 
or perhaps the same shark. 

As the boat caroused on the waves, spray occasionally 
bumped over the side and gave them a fresh soaking, 
but this had no power to break their repose. The 
ominous slash of the wind and the water affected them 
as it would have affected mummies. 

“Boys,” said the cook, with the notes of every re¬ 
luctance in his voice, “she’s drifted in pretty close. I 
guess one of you had better take her to sea again.” The 
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correspondent, aroused, heard the crash of the toppled 
crests. 

As he was rowing, the captain gave him some whisky- 
and-water, and this steadied the chills out of him. “If 
I ever get ashore and anybody shows me even a photo¬ 
graph of an oar—” 

At last there was a short conversation. 

“Billie. . . . Billie, will you spell me?” 

“Sure,” said the oiler. 


7 

When the correspondent again opened his eyes, the sea 
and the sky were each of the grey hue of the dawning. 
Later, carmine and gold was painted upon the waters. 
The morning appeared finally, in its splendor, with a 
sky of pure blue, and the sunlight flamed on the tips of 
the waves. 

On the distant dunes were set many little black cot¬ 
tages, and a tall white windmill reared above them. No 
man, nor dog, nor bicycle appeared on the beach. The 
cottages might have formed a deserted village. 

The voyagers scanned the shore. A conference was 
held in the boat. “Well,” said the captain, “if no help is 
coming we might better try a run through the surf right 
away. If we stay out here much longer we will be too 
weak to do anything for ourselves at all.” The others 
silently acquiesced in this reasoning. The boat was 
headed for the beach. 7'he correspondent wondered if 
none ever ascended the tall wind-tower, and if then they 
never looked seaward. This tower was a giant, standing 
with its back to the plight of the anis. It represented in 
a degree, to the correspondent, the serenity of nature 
amid the struggles of the individual—nature in the 
wind, and nature in the vision of men. She did not seem 
cruel to him then, nor beneficent, nor treacherous, nor 
wise. But she was indifferent, flatly indifferent. It is. 
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perhaps, plausible that a man in this situation, im¬ 
pressed with the unconcern of the universe, should see 
the innumerable flaws of his life, and have them taste 
wickedly in his mind and wish for another chance. A 
distinction between right and wrong seems absurdly 
clear to him, then, in this new ignorance of the grave- 
edge, and he understands that if he were given another 
opportunity he would mend his conduct and his words, 
and be better and brighter during an introduction or 
at a tea. 

“Now, boys," said the captain, "she is going to 
swamp, sure. All we can do is to work her in as far as 
possible, and then when she swamps, pile out and scram¬ 
ble for the beach. Keep cool now, and don’t jump until 
she swamps for sure.” 

The oiler took the oars. Over his shoulders he 
scanned the surf. “Captain,” he said, “I think I’d better 
bring her about, and keep her head-on to the seas and 
back her in.” 

“All right, Billie," said the captain. "Back her in." 
The oiler swung the boat then and, seated in the stem, 
the cook and the correspondent were obliged to look 
over their shoulders to contemplate the lonely and 
indifferent shore. 

The monstrous in shore rollers heaved the boat high 
until the men were again enabled to see the white sheets 
of water scudding up the slanted beach. "We won’t get 
in very close,” said the captain. Each time a man could 
wrest his attention from the rollers, he turned his glance 
toward the shore, and in the expression of the eyes dur¬ 
ing this contemplation there was a singular quality. 
The correspondent, observing the others, knew that 
they were not afraid, but the full meaning of their 
glances was shrouded. 

As for himself, he was too tired to grapple funda¬ 
mentally with the fact. He tried to coerce his mind into 
thinking of it, but the mind was dominated at this time 
by the muscles, and the muscles said they did not care. 
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It merely occurred to him that if he should drown it 
would be a shame. 

There were no hurried words, no pallor, no plain agi¬ 
tation. The men simply looked at the shore. “Now, 
remember to get well clear of the boat when you jump,” 
said the captain. 

Seaward the crest of a rollei .suddenly fell with a thun¬ 
derous crash, and the long white comber came roaring 
down upon the boat. 

“Steady now,” said the captain. The men were silent. 
They turned their eyes from the shore to the comber 
and waited. The boat slid up the incline, leaped at the 
furious top, bounced over it, and swung down the long 
back of the wave. Some water had been shipped and the 
cook bailed it out. 

But the next crest crashed also. The tumbling, boil¬ 
ing flood of white water caught the boat and whirled 
it almost perpendicular. Water swarmed in from all 
sides. The correspondent had his hands on the gunwale 
at this time, and when the water entered at that place 
he swiftly withdrew his fingers, as if he objected to wet¬ 
ting them. 

The little boat, drunken with this weight of water, 
reeled and snuggled deeper into the sea. 

“Bail her out, cook! Bail her out,” said the captain. 

“All right, captain,” said the cook. 

“Now, boys, the next one will do for us, sure,” said 
the oiler. “'Vlind to jump clear of the boat.” 

I’he third wave moved forward, huge, furious, im¬ 
placable. It fairly swallowed the dinghy, and almost 
simultaneously the men tumbled into the sea. A piece 
of lifebelt had lain in the bottom of the boat, and as the 
correspondent went overboard he held this to his chest 
with his left hand. 

The January water was icy, and he reflected imme¬ 
diately that it was colder than he had expected to find 
it on the coast of Florida. This appearea to his dazed 
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mind as a fact important enough to be noted at the 
time. The coldness of the water was sad; it was tragic. 
This fact was somehow so mixed and confused with his 
opinion of his own situation that it seemed almost a 
proper reason for tears. The water was cold. 

When he came to the surface he was conscious of 
little but the noisy water. Afterward he saw his com¬ 
panions in the sea. The oiler was ahead in the race. He 
was swimming strongly and rapidly. Off to the corre- 
pondent’s left, the cook’s great white and corked back 
bulged out of the water, and in the rear the captain was 
hanging with his one good hand to the keel of the over¬ 
turned dinghy. 

There is a certain immovable quality to a shore, and 
the correspondent wondered at it amid the confusion 
of the sea. 

It seemed also very attractive, but the correspondent 
knew that it was a long journey, and he paddled lei¬ 
surely. The piece of life-preserver lay under him, and 
sometimes he whirled down the incline of a wave as if 
he were on a hand-sled. 

But finally he arrived at a place in the sea where 
travel was beset with difficulty. He did not pause swim¬ 
ming to inquire what manner of current had caught 
him, but there his progress ceased. The shore was set 
before him like a bit of scenery on a stage, and he looked 
at it and understood with his eyes each detail of it. 

As the cook passed, much farther to the left, the cap¬ 
tain was calling to him, “Turn over on your back, cookl 
Turn over on your back and use the oar.” 

“All right, sir.” The cook turned on his hack, and 
paddling with an oar, went ahead as if he were a canoe. 

Presently the boat also passed to the left of the corre¬ 
spondent with the captain clinging with one hand to 
the keel. He would have appeared like a man raising 
himself to look over a board fence, if it were not for the 
extraordinary gymnastics of the boat. The correspon- 
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dent marvelled that the captain could still hold to it. 

They passed on, nearer to the shore--the oiler, the 
cook, the captain—and following them went the water- 
jar, bouncing gaily over the seas. 

The correspondent remained in the grip of this 
strange new enemy—a ^ jrrent, rhe shore, with its white 
slope of sand and its greeii bluff, topped with little 
silent cottages, was spread like a picture before him. It 
was very near to him then, but he was impressed as one 
W'ho in a gallery looks at a scene from Brittany or Hol¬ 
land. 

He thought: “I am going to drown? Can it be possi¬ 
ble? Can it be possible? Can it be possible?” Perhaps an 
individual must consider his own death to be the final 
phenomenon of nature. 

But later a wave perhaps whirled him out of this 
small, deadly current, for he found suddenly that he 
could again make progress toward the shore. Later still, 
he was aware that the captain, clinging with one hand 
to the keel of the dinghy, had his face turned away from 
the shore and toward him, and was calling his name. 
“Come to the boat! Come to the boatl” 

In his struggle to reach the captain and the boat, he 
reflected that when one gets properly weaiied, drown¬ 
ing must really be a comfortable arrangement, a cessa¬ 
tion of hostilities accompanied by a large degree of re¬ 
lief, and he was glad of it, for the main thing in his mind 
tor some moments had been horror of the tejnporary 
agony. He did not wish to be hurt. 

Presently he saw a man lunning along the shore. He 
was undressing with most remarkable speed. Coat, 
trousers, shirt, everything flew magically off him. 

“Come to the boat,” called the captain. 

“All right, captain.” As the correspondent paddled, 
he saw the captain let himself down to bottom and 
leave the boat. Then the correspondent performed his 
one little marvel of the voyage. A large wave caught 
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him and flung him with ease and supreme speed com¬ 
pletely over the boat and far beyond it. It struck him 
even then as an event in gymnastics, and a true miracle 
of the sea. An overturned boat in the surf is not a play¬ 
thing to a swimming man. 

The correspondent arrived in water that reached only 
to his waist, but his condition did not enable him to 
stand for more than a moment. Each wave knocked 
him into a heap, and the under-tow pulled at him. 

Then he saw the man who had been running and 
undressing, and undressing and running, come bound¬ 
ing into the water. He dragged ashore the cook, and 
then waded towards the captain, but the captain waved 
him away, and sent him to the correspondent. He was 
naked, naked as a tree in winter, but a halo was about 
his head, and he shone like a saint. He gave a strong 
pull, and a long drag, and a bully heave at the corre¬ 
spondent’s hand. The correspondent, schooled in the 
minor formulae, said: "Thanks, old man." But sud¬ 
denly the man cried: "What’s that?” He pointed a swift 
finger. The correspondent said: "Go." 

In the shallows, face downward, lay the oiler. His 
forehead touched sand that was periodically, between 
each wave, clear of the sea. 

The correspondent did not know all that transpired 
afterward. When he achieved safe ground he fell, strik¬ 
ing the sand with each particular part of his body. It 
was as if he had dropped from a roof, but the thud was 
grateful to him. 

It seems that instantly the beach was populated with 
men with blankets, clothes, and flasks, and women with 
coffee-pots and all the remedies sacred to their minds. 
The welcome of the land to the men from the sea was 
warm and generous, but a still and dripping shape was 
carried slowly up the beach, and the land’s welcome 
for it could only be the different and sinister hospitality 
of the grave. 
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When it came night, the white waves paced to and 
fro in the moonlight, and the wind brought the sound 
of the great sea’s voice to the men on shore, and they 
felt that they could then be interpreters. 

1898 



UNLIGHTED LAMPS 

Sherwood Anderson 

1876-1911 


Mary Cochran went out of the rooms where she lived 
with her father, Doctor Lester Cochran, at seven o’clot k 
on a Sunday evening. It was June of the year nineteen 
hundred and eight and Mary was eighteen years old. 
She walked along Tremont to Main Street and across 
the railroad tracks to Upper Main, lined with small 
shops and shoddy houses, a rather quiet cheerless place 
on Sundays when tliere were few people about. She had 
told her father she was going to church but did not in¬ 
tend doing anything of the kind. She did not know what 
she wanted to do. “I’ll get off by myself and think,” she 
told herself as she walked slowly along. The night she 
thought promised to be too fine to be spent sitting in a 
stuffy church and hearing a man talk of things that had 
apparently nothing to do with her own problem. Her 
own affairs were approaching a crisis and it was time 
for her to begin thinking seriously of her future. 

The thoughtful serious state of mind in which Mary 
found herself had been induced in her by a conversa¬ 
tion had with her father on the evening before. With¬ 
out any preliminary talk and quite suddenly and 
abruptly he had told her that he was a victim of heart 
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disease and might die at any moment. He had made the 
announcement as they stood together in the Doctor’s 
office, back of which were the rooms in which the father 
and daughter lived. 

It was growing dark outside when she came into the 
office and found him sitiui^r alone. The office and living 
rooms were on the second flooi of an old frame build¬ 
ing in the town of Huntersburg, Illinois, and as the 
Doctor talked he stood beside his daughter near one of 
the windows that looked down into Tremont Street. 
The hushed murmur of the town’s Saturday night lile 
went on in Main Street just around a corner, and the 
evening train, bound to Chicago fifty miles to the east, 
had just passed. The hotel bus came rattling out of 
Lincoln Street and went through ’Lremont toward the 
hotel on Lower Main. A cloud of dust kit ked up by the 
horses’ hoofs floated on the quiet air. A straggling group 
of people followed the bus and the row of hitching 
posts on Tremont Street was already lined with buggies 
in which farmers and their wives had driven into town 
for the evening of shopping and gossip. 

After the station bus had passed three or four more 
buggies were driven into the street. From one of them 
a young man helped his sweetheart to alight. He took 
hold of her arm with a certain air of tenderness, and a 
hunger to be touched thus tenderly by a man’s hand, 
that had come to Mary many times before, returned at 
almost the same moment her father made the announce¬ 
ment of his approaching death. 

As the Doctor \egan to .speak Barney Smithfield, who 
ow'Tied a livery barn that opened into Tremont Street 
directly opposite the building in which the Cochrans 
lived, came back to his place of business from his eve¬ 
ning meal. He stopped to tell a story to a group of 
men gathered before the barn door and a shout of 
laughter arose. One of the loungers in the street, a 
strongly built young man in a checkered suit, stepped 
away from the others and stood before the liveryman. 
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Having seen Mary he was trying to attract her attention. 
He also began to tell a story and as he talked he gesticu¬ 
lated, waved his arms and from time to time lookerl 
over his shoulder to see if the girl still stood by the win- 
<low and if she were watching. 

Doctor Cochran had told his daughter of his ap¬ 
proaching death in a cold quiet voice. To the giil it 
liad seemed that everything concerning her father must 
be cold and quiet. “I have a disease of the heart,” he 
said flatly, "have long suspected there was something of 
the sort the matter with me and on Thursday when I 
went into Chicago 1 had myself examined. The truth 
is I may die at any moment. I would not tell you but f(jr 
one reason-—! will leave little money and you must be 
making plans for the future.” 

The Doctor stepped nearer the window where his 
daughter stood with her hand on the Irauie. The an¬ 
nouncement had made her a little pale and her hami 
trembled. In spite of his apparent coldness he was 
touched and wanted to reassure her. "There now,” he 
said hesitatingly, "it’ll likely be all right alter all. Don’t 
worry. I haven’t been a doctor for thirty years without 
knowing there’s a great deal of nonsense about these 
pronouncements on the part of experts. In a matter like 
this, that is to say when a man has a disease of the heart, 
he may putter about lor years.” He laughed unconi- 
fortably. “I’ve even heard it said that the best way to 
insure a long life is to contract a disease of the heart.” 

With these words the Doctor had turned and walked 
out of his office, going down a w'ooden stairway to the 
street. He had wanted to put his arm about his daugh 
tor’s shoulder as he talked to her, but never having 
shown any feeling in his relations with her (oulii not 
suflifiently release some tight thing in himself. 

Mary had stood for a long time looking down into 
the street. The young man in the checkered suit, whose 
name was Duke Yetter, had finished telling his tale and 
a shout of laughter arose. She turned to look toward the 
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door through which her father had passed and dread 
took possession of her. In all her life there had never 
been anything warm and close. She shivered although 
the night was warm and with a quick girlish gesture 
passed her hand over her eyes. 

The gesture was bui an expression of a desire to 
brush away the cloud of fear that had settled down 
upon her but it was misinterpreted by Duke Yetter who 
now stood a little apart from the other men before the 
livery barn. When he saw Mary's hand go up he smiled 
and turning quickly to be sure he was unobserved be¬ 
gan jerking his head and making motions with his hand 
as a sign that he wished her to come down into the 
street where he would have an opportunity to join her. 

On the Sunday evening Mary, having walked through 
Upper Main, turned into Wilraott, a street of work¬ 
men’s houses. During that year the first sign of the 
march of factories westward from Chicago into the 
prairie towns had come to Huntersburg. A Chicago 
manufacturer of furniture had built a plant in the 
sleepy little farming town, hoping thus to escape the 
labor organizations that had begun to give him trou¬ 
ble in the city. At the upper end of town, in Wilmott, 
Swift, Harrison and Chestnut Streets and in cheap, 
badly-constructed frame houses, most of the factory 
workers lived. On the warm summer evening they were 
gathered on the porches at the front of the houses and 
a mob of children played in the dusty streets. Red-faced 
men in white shi ts and without collars and coats slept 
in chairs or lay sprawled on strips of grass or on the 
hard earth before the doors of the houses. 

The laborers' wives had gathered in groups and stood 
gossiping by the fences that separated the yards. Occa¬ 
sionally the VC ice of one of the women arose sharp and 
distinct above the steady flow of voices that ran like a 
murmuring river through the hot little streets. 

In the roadway two ^ildren had got into a fight. A 
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thick-shouldered red-haired boy struck another boy who 
had a pale sharp-featured face, a blow on the shoulder. 
Other children came running. Tlhe mother of the red- 
haired boy brought the promised light to an end. “Stop 
it Johnny, I tell you to stop it. I’ll break your neck it 
you don’t,” the woman screamed. 

The pale boy turned and walked away from his an¬ 
tagonist. As he went slinking along the sidewalk past 
Mary Cochran his sharp little eyes, burning with ha¬ 
tred, looked up at her. 

Mary went quickly along. The strange new part of 
her native town with the hubbub of life always stirring 
and asserting itself had a strong fascination for her. 
There was something dark and resentful in her own 
nature that made her feel at home in the crowded place 
where life carried itself off darkly, with a blow and an 
oath. The habitual silence of her father and the mystery 
concerning the unhappy married life of her father and 
mother, that had affected the attitude toward her of the 
people of the town, had made her own life a lonely 
one and had encouraged in her a rather dogged deter¬ 
mination to in some way think her own way through 
the things of life she could not understand. 

And back of Mary’s thinking there was an intense 
curiosity and a courageous determination toward ad¬ 
venture. She was like a little animal of the forest that 
has been robbed of its mother by the gun of a sportsman 
and has been driven by hunger to go forth and seek 
food. Twenty times during the year she had walked 
alone at evening in the new and fast growing frutory 
district of her town. She was eighteen and had begun 
to look like a woman, and she felt that other girls of the 
town of her own age would not have dared to walk in 
such a place alone. The feeling made her somewhat 
proud and as she went along she looked boldly about. 

Among the workers in Wilmott Street, men and 
women who had been brought to town by the furniture 
manufacturer, were many who spoke in foreign tongues. 
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Mary walked among them and liked the sound of the 
strange voices. To be in the street made her feel that 
she had gone out of her town and on a voyage into a 
strange land. In Lower Main Street or in the residence 
streets in the eastern part of town where lived the young 
men and women she had always known and where lived 
also the merchants, the clerks, the lawyers and the more 
well-to-do American workmen of Hantersburg, she felt 
always a secret antagonism to herself. The antagonism 
was not due to anything in her own character. She was 
sure of that. She had kept so much to herself that she 
was in fact but little known. “It is because I am the 
daughter of my mother,” she told herself and did not 
walk often in the part of town where other girls of her 
class lived. 

Mary had been so often in Wilmott Street that many 
of the people had begun to feel acquainted with her. 
“She is the daughter of some farmer and has got into 
the habit of walking into town,” they said. A red-haired, 
broad-hipped woman who came out at the front door 
of one of the houses nodded to her. On a narrow strip 
of grass beside another house sat a young man with his 
back against a tree. He was smoking a pipe, but when 
he looked up and saw her he took the pipe from his 
mouth. She decided he must be an Italian, his hair and 
eyes were so black. "Ne bella! si fai un onore a passare 
di mia," he called waving his hand and smiling, 

Mary went to the end of Wilmott Street and came 
out upon a country road. It seemed to her that a long 
time must have y issed since she left her father’s pres¬ 
ence although the walk had in fact occupied but a few 
minutes. By the side of the road and on top of a small 
hill there was a ruined barn, and before the barn a 
great hole filled with the charred timbers of what had 
once been a famhouse. A pile of stones lay beside the 
hole and these were covered with creeping vines. Be¬ 
tween the site of the house and the barn there was an 
old orchard in which grew a mass of tangled weeds. 
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Pushing her way in among the weeds, many of which 
were covered with blossoms, Marv found herself a seat 
on a rock that had been rolled against the trunk of an 
old apple tree. The weeds half concealed her and from 
the road only her head was visible. Buried away tlius 
in the weeds she looked like a quail that runs in the tall 
grass and that on hearing some unusual sound, stops, 
throws up its head and looks sharply about. 

I'lie doctor’s daughter had been to the decayed olil 
orchard many times before. At the foot of the hill on 
which it stood the streets of the town began, and as 
she sat on the rock she could hear faint shouts and 
cries coming out of Wilmott Street. A hedge separated 
the orchard from the fields on the hillside. Marv in 
tended to sit by the tree until darkness came creeping 
over the land and to try to think out some plan regard¬ 
ing her future. The notion that her father was soon 
to die seemed both true and untrue, but her mind was 
unable to take hold of the thought of him as physically 
dead. For the moment death in relation to her father 
did not take the form of a cold inanimate body that 
was to be buried in the ground, instead it seemed to 
her that her father was not to die but to go away some¬ 
where on a journey, Fong ago her mother had done 
that. There was a strange hesitating sense of relief in 
the thought. “Well,” she told herself, “when the time 
comes 1 also shall be setting out, I shall get out of here 
and into the world.” On several occasions Mary had 
gone to spend a day with her father in Chicago and she 
was fascinated by the thought that soon she might be 
going there to live. Before her mind’s eye lloatecl a vi¬ 
sion of long streets filled with thousands of people all 
strangers to herself. To go into such streets and to live 
her life among strangers would be like coming out ol a 
waterless desert and into a cool forest carpeted w'ith 
tender young grass. 

In Huntersburg she had always lived under a cloud 
and now she was becoming a woman and the close 
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Stuffy atmosphere she had always breathed was becom¬ 
ing constantly more and more oppressive. It was true 
no direct question had ever been raised touching her 
own standing in the community life, but she felt that 
a kind of prejudice against her existed. While she was 
still a baby there had been a scandal involving her fa¬ 
ther and mother. The town of Huntersburg had rocked 
with it and when she was a child people had sometimes 
looked at her with mocking sympathetic eyes. “Poor 
child! It’s too bad,” they said. Once, on a cloudy sum¬ 
mer evening when her father had driven off to the 
country and she sat alone in the darkness by his office 
window, she heard a man and woman in the street men¬ 
tion her name. The couple stumbled along in the dark¬ 
ness on the sidewalk below the office window. “That 
daughter of Doc Cochran's is a nice girl,” said the 
man. The woman laughed. “She's growing up and at¬ 
tracting men’s attention now. Better keep your eyes in 
your head. She’ll turn out bad. Like mother, like daugh¬ 
ter,” the woman replied. 

For ten or fifteen minutes Mary sat on the stone be¬ 
neath the tree in the orchard and thought of the atti¬ 
tude of the town toward herself and her father. “It 
should have drawn us together,” she told herself, and 
wondered if the approach of death would do what the 
cloud that had for years hung over them had not done. 
It did not at the moment seem to her cruel that the 
figure of death was soon to visit her father. In a way 
Death had become for her and for the time a lovely 
and gracious figtre intent upon good. The hand of 
death was to open the door out of her father's house 
and into life. With the cruelty of youth she thought 
first of the adventurous possibilities of the new life. 

Mary sat very still. In the long weeds the insects that 
had been distu bed in their evening song began to sing 
again. A robin flew into the tree beneath which she sat 
and struck a clear sharp note of alarm. The voices of 
people in the tovm's new factory district came softly 
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up the hillside. They were like bells of distant cathe¬ 
drals calling people to worship. Something within the 
girl’s breast seemed to break and putting her head into 
her hands she rocked slowly back and forth, d ears came 
accompanied by a warm tender impulse toward the liv¬ 
ing men and women of Huntersburg. 

And then from the toad came a call. “Hello there 
kid,” shouted a voice, and Mary sprang cjuickly to her 
feet. Her mellow mood passed like a pull of wind and 
in its place hot anger came. 

In the road stood Duke Yetter who from his loafing 
place before the livery barn had seen her set out for the 
Sunday evening walk and had followed. When she 
went through IJpper Main Street and into the new fac¬ 
tory district he was sure of his conquest. “She doesn’t 
want to be seen walking with me,” he had told himself, 
“that’s all right. She knows well enough I’ll follow but 
doesn't want me to put in an appearance until she is 
well out of sight of her friends. She’s a little stuck up 
and needs to be brought down a peg, but what do I 
care? She’s gone out of her way to give me this chance 
and maybe she’s only afraid of her dad.” 

Duke climbed the little incline out of the road and 
came into the orchard, but when he reached the pile 
of stones covered 'oy vines he stumbled and fell. He 
arose and laughed. Mary had not waited for hinj to 
reach her but had started toward him, and when his 
laugh broke the silence that lay over the orchard slie 
sprang forward and with her open hand struck him a 
sharp blow on the cheek. 'I'hen she turned and as he 
stcjod with his feet tangled in the vines ran out to the 
road. “If you follow or speak to me I’ll get scjnieone 
to kill you,” she shouted. 

Mary walked along the road and down the hill to¬ 
ward Wilmott Street. Broken bits of the story concern¬ 
ing her mother that had for years circulated in tc^wn 
had reached her ears. Her mother, it was said, had dis¬ 
appeared on a summer night long ago and a young town 
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rough, who had been in the habit of loitering before 
Barney Smithfield’s Livery Barn, had gone away with 
her. Now another young rough was trying to make up 
to her. The thought made her furious. 

Her mind groped about striving to lay hold of some 
weapon with which she couhl strike a more telling blow 
at Duke Yetter. In desperation il lit upon the figure of 
her father already broken in health and now about to 
die. "My father just wants the chance to kill some such 
fellow as you,” she shouted, turning to face the young 
man, who having got clear of the mass of vines in the 
orchard, had followed her into the road. “My father 
just wants to kill someone because of the lies that have 
been told in this town about mother.” 

Having given way to the impulse to threaten Duke 
Yetter Mary was instantly ashamed of her outburst and 
walked rapidly along, the tears running from her eyes. 
With hanging head Duke walked at her heels. "I didn’t 
mean no harm, Miss Cochran,” he pleaded. “I didn’t 
mean no harm. Don’t tell your father. I was only fun¬ 
ning with you. I tell you I didn’t mean no harm.” 

The light of the summer evening had begun to fall 
and the faces of the people made soft little ovals of 
light as they stood grouped under the dark porches or 
by the fences in Wilmott Street. The voices of the chil¬ 
dren had become subdued and they also stood in 
groups. They became silent as Mary passed and stood 
with upturned fates and staring eyes. “The lady doesn’t 
live very far. She mu't be almost a neighbor,” she heard 
a woman’s voice saying in English. When she turned 
her head she saw only a crowd of dark-skinned men 
standing before a house. From within the house came 
the sound of a woman’s voice singing a child to sleep. 

The young Itah'an, who had called to her earlier in 
the evening and who was now apparently setting out 
of his own Sunday evening’s adventures, came along 
the sidewalk and walked quickly away into the dark- 
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ness. He had dressed himself in his Sunday clothes and 
had put on a black derby hat and a stiff white collar, 
set off by a red necktie. The shining whiteness of the 
collar made his brown skin look almost black. He 
smiled boyishly and raised bis hat awkwardly but did 
not speak. 

Mary kept looking back along the street to be sure 
Duke Yetter had not followed but in the dim light 
could see nothing of him. Her angry excited mood 
went away. 

She did not want to go home and decided it was too 
late to go to church. From Upper Main Street there was 
a short street that ran eastward and fell rather sharply 
down a hillside to a creek and a bridge that marked 
the end of the town’s growth in that direction. She 
went down along the street to the bridge and stood in 
the failing light watching two boys who were fishing in 
the creek. 

A broad-shouldered man dressed in rough clothes 
came down along the street and stopping on the bridge 
spoke to her. It was the first time she had ever heard a 
citizen of her home town speak with feeling of her 
father. “You are Doctor Cochran’s daughter?” he asked 
hesitatingly. “1 guess you don’t know who f am but 
your father does.” He pointed toward the two boys who 
sat with fishpoles in their hands on the weed-grown 
bank of the creek. “Those are my boys and I have four 
other children,” he explained. “There is another boy 
and I have three girls. One of my daughters has a job 
in a store. .She is as old as yourself.” The man explained 
his relations with Doctor Cochran. He had been a farm 
laborer, he said, and had but recently moved to town 
to work in the furniture factory. During the previous 
winter he had been ill for a long time and had no 
money. While he lay in bed one of his boys fell out of 
a barn loft and there w'as a terrible cut in his head, 

“Your father came every day to see us and he sewed 
up my Tom’s head.” The laborer turned away from 
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Mary and stood with his cap in his hand looking to¬ 
ward the boys. “I was down and out and your father 
not only took care of me and the boys but he gave my 
old woman money to buy the things we had to have 
from the stores in town here, groceries and medicines.” 
The man spoke in such low tones that Mary had to lean 
forward to hear his words, licr face almost touched 
the laborer’s shoulder. “Your fathei ir a good man and 
I don’t think he is very happy,” he went on. “The 
boy and I got well and I got work here in town but 
he wouldn’t take any money from me. ‘You know how 
to live with your children and with your wife. You 
know how to make them happy. Keep your money and 
spend it on them,’ that’s what he said to me.” 

rhe laborer went on across the bridge and along the 
creek bank toward the spot where his two sons sat fish¬ 
ing and Mary leaned on the railing of the bridge and 
looked at the slow moving water. It was almost black 
in the shadows under the bridge and she thought that 
it was thus her father’s life had been lived. "It has been 
like a stream running always in shadows and never 
coming out into the sunlight,” she thought, and fear 
that her own life would run on in darkness gripped her. 
A great new love for her father swept over her and in 
fancy she felt his arms about her. As a child she had con¬ 
tinually dreamed of caresses received at her father’s 
hands and now the dream came back. For a long time 
she stood looking at the stream and she resolved that 
the night should not pass without an effort on her part 
to make the old dream come true. When she again 
looked up the laboicr had built a little fire of sticks 
at the edge of the stream. “We catch bullheads here,” 
he called. "The light of the fire draws them close to the 
shore. If you want to come and try your hand at fishing 
the boys will lend you one of the poles.” 

"O, I thank you, I won’t do it tonight,” Mary said, 
and then fearing she might suddenly begin weeping 



Unlighted Lamps 299 

and that if the man spoke to her again she would find 
herself unable to answer, she hurried away. '‘Good 
byel” shouted the man and the two boys. The words 
came quite spontaneously out of the three throats and 
created a sharp trumpet-like effect that rang like a glad 
cry across the heaviness of her mood. 

When his daughter Mary went out for her evening 
walk Doctor Cochran sat for an hour alone in his office. 
It began to grow dark and the men who all afternoon 
had been sitting on chairs and boxes before the livery 
barn across the street went home for the evening meal. 
The noise of voices grew faint and sometimes for five 
or ten minutes there was silence. Then from some dis¬ 
tant street came a child’s cry. Presently church bells 
began to ring. 

The Doctor was not a very neat man and sometimes 
for several days he forgot to shave. With a long lean 
hand he stroked his half grown beard. His illness had 
struck deeper than he had admitted even to himself 
and his mind had an inclination to float out of his body. 
Often when he sat thus his hands lay in his lap and he 
looked at them with a child’s absorption. It seemed to 
him they must belong to someone else. He grew philo¬ 
sophic. “It’s an odd thing about my body. Here I’ve 
lived in it all these years and how little use I have had 
of it. Now it’s going to die and decay never having been 
used. I wonder why it did not get another tenant.’’ He 
smiled sadly over this fancy but went on with it. “Well 
I’ve had thoughts enough concerning people and I’ve 
had the use of these lips and a tongue but I’ve let them 
lie idle. When my Ellen was here living with me I let 
her think me cold and unfeeling while something 
within me was straining and straining trying to tear 
itself loose.’’ 

He remembered how often, as a young man, he had 
sat in the evening in silence beside his wife in this same 
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office and how his hands had ached to reach across the 
narrow space that separated them and touch her hands, 
her face, her hair. 

WeJl, everyone in town had predicted his marriage 
would turn out badly! His wife had been an actress 
with a company that came to Huntersburg and got 
stranded there. At the same irnie the girl became ill 
and had no money to pay for hei room at the hotel. 
The young doctor had attended to that and when the 
girl was convalescent took her to ride about the country 
in his buggy. Her life had been a hard one and the 
notion of leading a quiet existence in the little town 
appealed to her. 

And then after the marriage and after the child was 
born she had suddenly found herself unable to go on 
living with the silent Cvjld man. There had been a 
story of her having run away with a young sport, the 
son of a saloon keeper who had disappeared from town 
at the same time, but the story was untrue. Lester Coch¬ 
ran had himself taken her to Chicago where she got 
work with a company going into the far western states. 
Then he had taken her to the door of her hotel, had 
put money into her hands and in silence and without 
even a farewell kiss had turned and walked away. 

The Doctor sat in his office living over that moment 
and other intense moments when he had been deeply 
stirred and had been on the surface so cool and cjuiet. 
He wondered if the woman had known. How many 
times he had ask- d himself that question. After he left 
her that night at the hotel door she never wrote. “Per¬ 
haps she is dead',” he thought for the thousandth time. 

A thing happened that had been happening at odd 
moments lor more than a year. In Doctor Cochran's 
mind the remembered figure of his wife became con¬ 
fused with the figure of his daughter. When at such mo¬ 
ments he tried to separate the two figures, to make 
them stand out distinct from each other, he was unsuc¬ 
cessful. Turning his head slightly he imagined he saw 
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a white girlish fig;ure coming through a door out of 
the rooms in which he and his daughter lived. The 
door was painted white and swuisg slowly in a light 
breeze that came in at an open window. The wind ran 
softly and quietly through the room and played over 
some papers lying on a desk in a corner. There was a 
soft swishing sound as of a woman’s skirts. "I'he doctor 
arose and stood trembling. "Which is it? Is it you Mary 
or is it Ellen?” he asked huskily. 

On the stairway leading up from the street there was 
the sound of heavy feet and the outer door opened. The 
doctor’s weak heart fluttered and he dropped heavily 
back into his chair, 

A man came into the room. He was a farmer, one of 
the doctor’s patients, and coming to the centre of the 
room he struck a match, held it above his head and 
shouted. "Hello!” he called. When the doctor arose 
from his chair ami answered he was so startled that the 
match fell from his hand and lay burning faintly at 
his feet. 

The young farmer had sturdy legs that were like two 
pillars of stone supporting a heavy building, and the 
little flame of the match that burned and fluttered in 
the light breeze on the floor between his feet threw 
dancing shadows along the walls of the room. The doc¬ 
tor’s confused mind refused to clear itself of his fan¬ 
cies that now began to feed upon this new situation. 

He forgot the pre.sence of the farmer and his mind 
raced back over his life as a married man. The flicker¬ 
ing light on the wall recalled another dancing light. 
One afternoon in the summer during the first year after 
his marriage his wife Ellen had driven with him into 
the country. They were then furnishing their rooms and 
at a farmer’s house Ellen had seen an old mirror, no 
longer in use, standing against a wall in a shed. Because 
of something quaint in the design the mirror had taken 
her fancy and the farmer’s wife had given it to her. On 
the drive home the young wife had told her husband of 
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her pregnancy and the doctor had been stirred as never 
before. He sat holding the mirror on his knees while 
his wife drove and when she announced the coming 
of the child she looked away across the fields. 

How deeply etched, that scene in the sick man’s 
mindl The sun was going down over young corn and 
oat fields beside the road. The prairie land was black 
and occasionally the road ran through short lanes of 
trees that also looked black in the waning light. 

The mirror on his knees caught the rays of the de¬ 
parting sun and sent a great ball of golden light danc¬ 
ing across the fields and among the branches of trees. 
Now as he stood in the presence of the farmer and as 
the little light from the burning match on the floor 
recalled that other evening of dancing lights, he 
thought he understood the failure of his marriage and 
of his life. On that evening long ago when Ellen had 
told him of the coming of the great adventure of their 
marriage he had remained silent because he had 
thought no words he could utter would express what he 
felt. There had been a defense for himself built up. “I 
told myself she should have understood without words 
and I've all my life been telling myself the same thing 
about Mary. I've been a fool and a coward, 1 ve always 
been silent because I’ve been afraid of expressing my¬ 
self—like a blundering fool. I’ve been a proud man 
and a coward. 

“Tonight I’ll do it. If it kills me I’ll make myself 
talk to the girl,’’ he said aloud, his mind coming back 
to the figure of his daughter. 

“Hey! What’s th'"t?’’ asked the farmer who stood with 
his hat in his hand waiting to tell of his mission. 

The doctor got his horse from Barney Smithficld’s 
livery and drove off to the country to attend the farm¬ 
er’s wife who was about to give birth to her first child. 
She was a slende^* narrow-hipped woman and the child 
was large, but the doctor was feverishly strong. He 
worked desperately and the woman, who was fright- 
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ened, groaned and struggled. Her husband kept com¬ 
ing in and going out of the room and two neighbor 
women appeared and stood silently about waiting to be 
ot service. It was past ten o'clock when everything was 
done and the doctor was ready to depart for town. 

The farmer hitched his horse and brought it to the 
door and the doctor drove off feeling strangely weak 
and at the same time strong. How simple now seemed 
the thing he had yet to do. Perhaps when he got home 
his daughter would have gone to bed but he would ask 
her to get up and come into the office. Then he would 
tell the whole story of his marriage and its failure spar¬ 
ing himself no humiliation. “There w'as something very 
dear and beautiful in my Ellen and I must make Mary 
understand that. It will help her to be a beautiful 
woman,’’ he thought, full ot confidence in the strength 
of his resolution. 

He got to the door of the livery barn at eleven o'clock 
and Barney Smitlifield with young Duke Yetter and 
two other men sat talking there. The liveryman took 
his horse away into the clarkness of the barn and the 
doctor stood for a moment leaning against the wall of 
the building. The town’s night watchman stood with 
the group by the barn door and a quarrel broke out 
between him and Duke Yetter, but tne doctor did not 
hear the hot words that flew back and forth or Duke’s 
loud laughter at the night watchman’s anger. A queer 
hesitating mood had taken possession of him. There 
was something he passionately desired to do but could 
not remember. Did it have to do with his wife Ellen 
or Mary his daughter? The figures of the two women 
were again confused in his mind and to add to the 
confusion there was a third figure, that of the woman 
he had just assisted throiigh chiUf birth. Everything 
was confusion. He started acro.ss the street toward the 
entrance of the stairway leading to his office and then 
Stopped in the road and stared about. Barney Smith- 
field having returned from putting his horse in the stall 
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shut the door of the barn and a hanging lantern over 
the door swung back and forth. It threw grotesque 
dancing shadows down over the faces and forms of the 
men standing and quarreling beside the wall of the 
barn. 

Mary sat by a window in ^he doctor’s office await¬ 
ing his return. So absorbed was she in her own thoughts 
that she was unconscious of the voice of Duke Yetter 
talking with the men in the street. 

When Duke had come into the street the hot anger 
of the early part of the evening had returned and she 
again saw him advancing toward her in the orchard 
with the look of arrogant male confidence in his eyes 
but presently she forgot him and thought only of her 
father. An incident of her childhood returned to haunt 
her. One afternc*on in the month of May when she was 
fifteen her father had asked her to accompany him on 
an evening drive into the country. The doctor went to 
visit a sick woman at a farmhouse five miles from town 
and as there had been a great deal of rain the roads 
were heavy. It was dark when they reached the farmer's 
house and they went into the kitchen and ate cold food 
off a kitchen table. For some reason her father had, on 
that evening, appeared boyish and almost gay. On the 
road he hacl talked a little. Even at that early age Mary 
had grown tall and her figure was ])ecorning womanly. 
After the cold supper in the farm kitchen he walked 
with her around the house and she sat on a narrow 
porch. For a moment her father stood before her. 
He put his hands into his trouser pockets and throw¬ 
ing back his head laughed almost heartily. “It seems 
strange to think you will soon be a woman,” he said. 
“When you do become a woman wha*^ do you suppose 
is going to happen, eh? W'hat kind of a life will you 
lead? What will happen to you?” 

The doctor sat on the porch beside the child and for 
a moment she had thought he was about to put his 
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arm around her. Then he jumj)ed up and went into the 
house leaving her to sit alone in the darkness. 

As she remembered the incident Mary remembered 
also that on that evening of her childhood she had met 
her father’s advances in silence. It seemed to her that 
she, not her father, was to blame for the life they had 
led together. 7'he farm laborer she had met on the 
bridge had not felt her father’s coldness, 'fhat was be¬ 
cause he had himself been warm and generous in his 
attitude toward the man who had cared for him in his 
hour of sickne.ss and misfortune. Her father had said 
that the laborer knew how to be a father and Mary ic- 
menibered with what warmth the two boys fishing by 
the creek had called to her as she went away into the 
darkness. “Their father has known how to be a father 
because his children have known how to give them¬ 
selves,” she thought guiltily. She also wotild give her¬ 
self. Before the night had passed she would do that. 
On that evening long ago and as she rode home beside 
her father he had made another unsuccessful effort to 
break through the wall that separated them. The heaw 
rains had swollen the streams they had to cross and 
when they had almost reached town he had stopped 
the horse on a wooden bridge. The horse danced nerv¬ 
ously about and her father held the reins firmly and 
occasionally spoke to him. Beneath the bridge the swol¬ 
len stream made a great roaring sound and beside (he 
road in a long flat field there was a lake of flood water. 
At that moment the moon had come out from behind 
clouds and the wind that blew across the water made 
little waves. The lake of flood water w'as covered with 
dancing lights. ‘Tm going to tell you about your mother 
and myself,” her father said huskily, but at that mo¬ 
ment the timbers of the bridge began to crack danger¬ 
ously and the horse plunged lorward. Wlien her fa¬ 
ther had regained control of the frightened beast they 
were in the streets of the (own and his diffident silent 
nature had reasserted itself. 
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Mary sat in the darkness by the office window and 
saw her father drive into the street. When his horse 
had been put away he did not, as was his custom, come 
at once up the stairway to the office but lingered in the 
darkness before the barn door. Once he started to cross 
the street and then returned into the darkness. 

Among the men who lor two hours had been sitting 
and talking quietly a quarrel broke out. Jack Fisher 
the town night watchman had been telling the others 
the story of a battle in which he had fought during the 
Civil War and Duke Yetter had begun bantering him. 
The night watchman grew angry. Grasping his night¬ 
stick he limped up and down. The loud voice ot Duke 
Yetter cut across the shrill angry voice of the victim of 
his wit. “You ought to a Hanked the fellow, I tell you 
Jack. Yes sir ’ee, you ought to a flanked that reb and 
then when you got him flanked you ought to a knocked 
the stuffings out of the cuss. That’s what I would a 
done,” Duke shouted, laughing boisterously. “You 
would a raised hell, you would,” the night watchman 
answered, filled with ineffectual wrath. 

The old soldier went off along the street followed by 
the laughter of Duke and his companions and Barney 
Smithfield, having put the doctor’s horse away, came 
out and closed the barn door. A lantern hanging above 
the door swung back and forth. Doctor Cochran again 
started across the street and when he had reached the 
foot of the stairway turned and shouted to the men. 
“Good night,” he called cheerfully. A strand of hair 
was blown by the light summer breeze across Mary’s 
cheek and she jumped to her feet as though she had 
been touched by a hand reached out to her from the 
darkness. A hundred times she had seen her father 
return from drives in the evening but never before had 
he said anything at all to the loiterers by the barn door. 
She became half convinced that not her father but some 
other man was now coming up the stairway. 

The heavy dragging footsteps rang loudly on the 
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wooden stairs and Mary heard her father set clown the 
little square medicine case he always carried. I’he 
strange cheerful hearty mood of the man continued 
but his mind was in a confused riot. Mary imagined 
she could see his dark form in the doorway. “The 
woman has had a baby,” said the hearty voice from the 
landing outside the door. "Who did that happen to? 
Was it Ellen or that other woman or my little Mary?” 

A stream of words, a protest came from the man’s lips. 
“Who's been having a baby? I want to know. Who's 
been having a baby? Life doesn’t work out. Why are 
babies always being born?” he asked. 

A laugh broke from the doctor’.s lips and his daugh¬ 
ter leaned forward and gripped the arms of her chair, 
“A babe has been bom,” he said again. “It's strange 
eh, that my hands should have helped a baby be born 
while all the time death stood at my elbow?” 

Doctor Cochran stamped upon the flocjr of the land¬ 
ing. “My feet are cold and numb from waiting for life 
to come out of life,” he said heavily. “The woman 
struggled and now X must struggle.” 

•Silence followed the stamping of feet and the tired 
heavy declaration from the sick man’s lips. From the 
street below came another loud shout of laughter from 
Duke Yetter. 

And then Doctor Cochran fell backward down the 
narrow stairs to the street. Tliere was no cry from 
him, just the clatter of his shoes upon the stairs and the 
terrible subdued sound of the body falling. 

Mary did not move from her chair. With closed eyes 
she waited. Her heart pounded. A weakness complete 
and overmastering had possession of her and from feet 
to head ran little waves of feeling as though tiny crea¬ 
tures with soft hair-like feet were playing upon her 
body. 

It was Duke Yetter who carried the dead man up the 
stairs and laid him on a bed in one of the rooms back 
of the office. One of the men who had been sitting with 
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him before the door of the barn followed lifting his 
hands and dropping them nervously. Between his fin¬ 
gers he held a forgotten cigarette the light from which 
danced up and down in the darkness. 

1921 



THE MAN WHO SAW 
THROUGH HEAVEN 


Wilbur Daniel Steele 

188 ()- 


People have wondered (there being obviously no ques¬ 
tion of romance involved) how I could ever have al 
lowed myself to be let in for the East African adven¬ 
ture of Mrs. Diana in search of her husband. There 
v^ere several reasons. To begin with, the time and ef¬ 
fort and money weren’t mine; they were the property 
of the wheel of which 1 was but a cog, the Society 
through which Diana’s life had been insured, along with 
the rest of that jolr-Iot ol missionaries. ’T he “letting in” 
was tfie firm’s. In the second place, the wonderers have 
not counted on Mrs. Diana’s capacity lor getting things 
done for her. Meek and helpless. Yes, but God was on 
her side. IVjo meek, too helpless to move mountains 
herself, if those who happened to be handy didn’t move 
them for her then her God w'ould know the reason why. 
Having dedicated her all to making straight the Way, 
why should her neighbor cavil at giving a little? The 
writer for one, a colonial governor general for another, 
railway magnates, insurance managers, safari leaders, 
the ostrich-farmer of Ndua, all these and a dozen others 
in their turns have felt the hundred-ton weight of her 
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thin-lipped meekness—have seen her in metaphor sit¬ 
ting grimly on the doorsteps of their souls. 

A third reason lay in my own troubled conscience. 
Though I did it in innocence, I can never forget that 
it was I who personally conducted Diana’s party to the 
observatory on that fatal night in Boston before it 
sailed. Had it not been tor that kindly intentioned 
“hunch” of mine, the astounded eye of the Reverend 
Hubert Diana would never have gazed through the 
floor of Heaven, he would never have undertaken to 
measure the Infinite with the foot-rule of his mind. 

It all started so simply. My boss at the shipping-and- 
insurance office gave me the word in the morning. 
“Bunch of missionaries for the Platonic tomorrow. 
They’re on our hands in a way. Show ’em the town.” 
It wasn’t so easy when you think of it; one male and 
seven females on their way to the heathen; though it 
was easier in Boston than it might have been in some 
other towns. The evening looked the simplest. My 
friend Krum was at the Observatory that semester; there 
at least I was sure their sensibilities would come to no 
harm. 

On the way out in the street car, seated opposite to 
Diana and having to make conversation, I talked of 
Krum and of what I knew of his work with the spiral 
nebulae. Having to appear to listen, Diana did so (as 
all day long) with a vaguely indulgent smile. He really 
hadn’t time for me. That night his life was exalted as 
it had never been, and would perhaps never be again. 
Tomorrow’s sailing, the actual fact of leaving all to 
follow Him, held I.is imagination in thrall. Moreover, 
he was a bridegroom of three days with his bride beside 
him, his nerves at once assuaged and thrilled. No, but 
more. As if a bride were not enough, arrived in Boston, 
he had found himself surrounded by a very galaxy of 
womanhood gathered from the four corners; already 
within hours one felt the chaste tentacles of their femi¬ 
nine dependence curling about the party’s unique man; 
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already their contacts with the world of their new lives 
began to be made through him; already they saw in 
part through his eyes. I wonder what he would have 
said if I had told him he was a little drunk. 

In the course of the day I think I had got him fairly 
well. As concerned his Church he was at once an asset 
and a liability. He believed its dogma as few still did, 
with a simplicity, "the old-time religion." He was born 
that kind. Of the stuff of the fanatic, the reason he was 
not a fanatic was that, curiously impervious to little 
questionings, he had never been aware that his faith 
was anywhere attacked, A self-educated man, he had 
accepted the necessary smattering facts of science with 
a serene indulgence, as simply so much further proot of 
what the Creator could do when He put His Hand to 
it. Nor was he conscious of any conflict between these 
facts and the fact that there existed a substantial 
Heaven, geographically up, and a substantial Hot 
Place, geographically down. 

So, for his Church, he was an asset in these days. And 
so, and for the same reason, he was a liability. 1 he 
Church must after all keep abreast of the times. For 
home consumption, with modern congregations, espe¬ 
cially urban ones, a certain streak of “healthy” skepti¬ 
cism is no longer amiss in the pulpit; it makes people 
who read at all more comfortable in their pews. A man 
like Hubert Diana is more for the cause than a hun¬ 
dred. But what to do with him? Well, such things ar¬ 
range themselves. There's the Foreign field. The 
blacker the heathen the whiter the light they’ll want, 
and the solider the conception of a God, the F'ather 
enthroned in a Heaven of which the sky above them is 
the visible floor. 

And that, at bottom, was what Hubert Diana be¬ 
lieved. Accept as he would with the top of his brain 
the fact of a spherical earth zooming through space, 
deep in his heart he knew that the world lay flat from 
modern Illinois to Ancient Palestine, and that the sky 
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above it, blue by day and by night festooned with 
guiding stars for wise men, was the nether side of a 
floor on which the resurrected trod. . . . 

I shall never forget the expression of his face when 
he realized he was looking straight through it that 
night. In the quiet dark of the dome I saw him remove 
his eye from tne eye-piece of the telescope up there on 
the staging and turn it in the ray of a hooded bulb on 
the demon's keeper, Krum. 

"What's that, Mr. Krum? I didn’t get youl" 

"I say, that particular cluster you're looking at—” 

"This star, you mean?” 

"You’d have to count a while to count the stars de¬ 
scribing their orbits in that ‘star,’ Mr. Diana. But what 
I was saying—have you ever had the wish I used to have 
as a boy—that you could actually look back into the 
past? With your own two eyes?” 

Diana spoke slowly. He didn’t know it, but it had 
already begun to happen; he was already caught. “I 
have often wished, Mr. Krum, that I might actually 
look back into the time of our Lord. Actually. Yes.” 

Krum grunted. He was young. "We’d have to pick 
a nearer neighbor than Messier 79 then. The event you 
see when you put your eye to that lens is happening 
much too far in the past. The light waves thrown off 
by that particular cluster on the day, say, of the Cruci¬ 
fixion—you won't live to see them. They’ve hardly 
started yet—a mere twenty centuries on their way- 
leaving them something like eight hundred and thirty 
centuries yet to come before they reach the earth.” 

Diana laughed nie queerest catch of a laugh. "And— 
and there—there won't be any earth here, then, to 
welcome them.” 

“What?” It was Krum’s turn to look startled. So for 
a moment the two faces remained in confrontation, the 
one, as I say, startled, the other exuding visibly little 
sea-green globules of sweat. It was Diana that caved in 
first, his voice hardly louder than a whisper. 
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“W-w-will there?” 

None of us suspected the enormousness of the thing 
that had happened in Diana's brain. Krum shrugged 
his shoulders and snapped his fingers. Deliberately, 
Snap! “What’s a thousand centuries or so in the co.smic 
reckoning?” He chuckled. “We’re just beginning to 
gel out among ’em with Messier, you know. In the 
j)rint room, Mr. Diana, I can show you photographs of 
clusters to which, if you cared to go, traveling at the 
speed of light—” 

I'he voice ran on; but Diana’s eye had gone back to 
the eyepiece, and his affrighted soul had re-entered 
the big black tube sticking its snout out of the slit in 
the iron hemisphere . . . “At the speed of lighti” . . . 
That unsuspected, that wildly chance-found chink in 
the armor of his philosophyl The body is resurrected 
and it ascends to Heaven instantaneously. At what 
speed must it be borne to reach instantaneously that 
city beyond the ceiling of the sky? At a speed incon¬ 
ceivable, mystical. At, say (as he had often said to him¬ 
self) the speed of light. . . . And now, hunched there 
in the trap that had caught him, black rods, infernal 
levers and wheels, he was aware of his own eye passing 
vividly through unpartitioned emptiness, eight hun¬ 
dred and fifty centuries at the speed of light! 

“And still beyond these,” Krum was heard, "we be¬ 
gin to come into the regions of the spiral nebulae. 
We’ve some interesting photographs in the print room, 
if you’ve the time.” 

I’he ladies below were tired of waiting. One had 
“lots of packing to do.” The bride said, “Ye.s, I do 
think we should be getting along, Hubert, dear; if 
you’re ready—” 

The fellow actually jumped. It’s lucky he didn’t 
break anything. His face looked greener and dewier 
than ever amid the contraptions above. “If you—you 
and the ladies, Cora—wouldn’t mind—if Mr.—Mr.— 
(he’d mislaid my name) would see you back to the 
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hotel—” Meeting silence, he began to expostulate, “I 
feel that this is a rich experience. I'll follow shortly; I 
know the way.” 

In the car going back into the city Mrs. Diana set at 
rest the flutterings of six hearts. Being unmarried, they 
couldn’t understand men she did. When I think of 
that face of hers, to which 1 w.-*! to grow only too ac¬ 
customed in the weary, itchy days of *^he trek into Kav- 
irondoland, with its slightly tilted nose, its irregular 
pigmentation, its easily inflamed lids, and the long 
moist cheeks, like a hunting dog, glorying in weariness, 
it seems incredible that a light of coyness could have 
found lodgment there. But that night it did. She sat 
serene among her virgins. 

“You don’t know Bert. You wait; he’ll get a perfectly 
wonderful sermon out of that tonight, Bert will.” 

Krum was having a grand time with his neophyte. He 
would have stayed up all night. Immured in the little 
print room crowded with files and redolent of acids, he 
conducted his disciple "glassy-eyed” through the dim 
frontiers of space, holding before him one after another 
the likenesses of universes sister to our own, islanded 
in immeasurable vacancy, curled like glimmering crul¬ 
lers on their private Milky Ways, and hiding in their 
wombs their myriad "coal-pockets,” star-dust foetuses 
of which—their quadrillion years accomplished—their 
litters of new suns would be born, to bear tlieir planets, 
to bear their moons in turn. 

"And beyond these?” 

Always, after earh new feat of distance, it was the 
same. "And beyond?” Given an ell, Diana surrendered 
to a pop-eyed lust for nothing less than light-years. 
"And still beyond?” 

"Who knows?” 

"The mind ouits. For if there’s no end to these 
nebulae—” 

"But supposing there is?” 
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“An end? But Mr. Krum, in the very idea of an 
ending—” 

‘‘An end to what we might call this particular cate¬ 
gory of magnitudes. Eh?” 

”1 don’t get that.” 

“Well, take this—take the opal in your ring there. 
The numbers and distances inside that stone may con¬ 
ceivably be to themselves as staggering as ours to us 
in our own system. Come! that’s not so far-fetched. 
What are we learning about the structure of the atom? 
A nucleus (call it a sun) revolved about in eternal or¬ 
bits by electrons (call them planets, worlds). Infinitesi¬ 
mal; but after all what are bigness and littleness but 
matters of comparison? To eyes on one of those elec¬ 
trons (don’t be too sure there aren't any) its tutelary sun 
may flame its way across a heaven a comparative ninety 
million miles away. Impossible for them to conceive 
of a boundary to their billions of atomic systems, molec¬ 
ular universes. In that category of magnitudes its di¬ 
ameter is infinity; once it has made the leap into our 
category and become an opal it is merely a quarter of 
an inch. That's right, Mr. Diana, you may well stare 
at it: between now and now ten thousand histories may 
have come and gone down there. . . . And just so the 
diameter of our own cluster of universes, going over 
into another category, may be—” 

"May be a—ring—a little stone—in a—a—a—ring.” 

Krum was tickled by the way the man's imagination 
jumped and engulfed it, 

"Why not? That’s as good a guess as the next. A ring, 
let’s say, worn carelessly on the—well, say the tentacle— 
of some vast organism—some inchoate creature hobnob¬ 
bing with its cloudy kind in another system of univer¬ 
ses—which in turn—” 


It is curious that none of them realized next day that 
they were dealing with a stranger, a changed man. Why 
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he carried on, why he capped that night of cosmic de¬ 
bauch by shaving, eating an unremarkable breakfast, 
packing his terrestrial tooth brush and collars, and 
going up the gangplank in tow of his excited convoy 
to sail away, is beyond explanation—unless it was sim¬ 
ply that he was in a daze. 

It wasn’t until four years later that I was allowed 
to know what had happened on that ship, and even 
then the tale was so disjointed, warped, and opinion¬ 
ated, so darkly seen in the mirror of Mrs. Diana's ortho¬ 
doxy, that I had almost to guess what it really was all 
about. 

“When Hubert turned irreligious. . .That phrase, 
recurrent on her tongue in the meanderings of the 
East African quest to which we were by then commit¬ 
ted, will serve to measure her understanding. Irreli¬ 
gious! Good Lord! But from that sort of thing I had to 
reconstruct the drama. Evening after evening beside 
her camp fire (appended to the Mineral Survey Expedi¬ 
tion Toward Uganda through the kindness—actually 
the worn-down surrender—of the Protectorate govern¬ 
ment) I lingered a while before joining the merrier 
engineers, watched with fascination the bumps grow¬ 
ing under the mosquitoes on her forehead, and listened 
to the jargon of her mortified meekness and her scan¬ 
dalized faith. 

There had been a fatal circumstance, it seems, at the 
very outset. If Diana could but have been seasick, as 
the rest of them were (horribly), all might still have 
been well. In the misery of desired death, along with the 
other contents of a heaving midriff, he might have 
brought up the as.^orted universes of which he had 
been led too rashly to partake. But he wasn’t. As if his 
wife’s theory was right, as if Satan was looking out for 
him, he was spared to prowl the swooping decks im¬ 
mune. Four days and nights alone. Time enough to di¬ 
gest and assimilaie into his being beyond remedy that 
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lump of whirling magnitudes and to feel hinrelf sur¬ 
rendering with a strange new ecstasy to the drunken¬ 
ness of liberty. 

Such liberty I Given Diana’s type, it is hard to im¬ 
agine it adequately. The abrupt, complete removal of 
the toils of reward and punishment; the withdrawal of 
the surveillance of an all-seeing, all-knowing Eye; the 
windy assurance of being responsible for nothing, im¬ 
portant to no one, no longer (as the police say) 
“wantedl” It must have been beautiful in those few 
days of its first purity, before it began to be discolored 
by his contemptuous pity for others, the mask of his 
inevitable loneliness and his growing fright. 

The first any of them knew of it—even his wife—was 
in midvoyage, the day the sea went down and the seven 
who had been sick came up. There seemed an especial 
Providence in the calming of the waters; it was Sun¬ 
day morning and Diana had been asked to conduct 
the services. 

He preached on the text: “For of such is the king¬ 
dom of Heaven.” 

“If our concept of God means anything it means a 
God a//-mighty. Creator of all that exists, Director of 
the infinite, cherishing in His Heaven the saved souls 
of all space and all time” 

Of course; amen. And wasn’t it nice to feel like 
humans again, and real sunshine pouring up through 
the lounge ports from an ocean suddenly grown kind. 
.. . But—then—was Diana saying? 

Mrs. Diana couldn’t tell about it coherently even 
after a lapse of fifty months. Even in a setting as re¬ 
mote from that steamer's lounge as the equatorial bush, 
the ember-reddened canopy of thorn trees, the meander¬ 
ing camp fires, the chant and tramp somewhere away 
of Kikuyu porters dancing in honor of an especial lar¬ 
gesse of fat zebra meat—even here her memory of that 
impious outburst was too vivid, too aghast. 
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“It was Hubert's looki The way he stared at usl As 
if you’d said he was licking his chops! ... That Heaven 
of his.” 

It seems they hadn’t waked up to what he was about 
until he had the dimensions of his sardonic Paradise 
irreparably drawn in. The final haven of all right souls. 
Not alone the souls released from this our own tiny 
earth. In the millions of solai rvstems we see as stars 
how many millions of satellites mest there be upon 
which at some time in their histories conditions suited 
to organic life subsist? Uncounted hordes of wheeling 
populations! Of men? God’s creatures at all events, a 
portion of them reasoning. Weirdly shaped perhaps, 
but what of that? And that’s only to speak of our own in¬ 
considerable cluster of universes. That's to say nothing 
of other systems of magnitudes, where God’s creatures 
are to our world what we are to the world’s in the atoms 
in our finger-rings. (He had shaken his, here, in their 
astounded faces.) And all these, all the generations of 
these enormous and microscopic beings harvested 
through a time beside which the life-span of our earth 
is as a second in a million centuries: all these brought 
to rest for an eternity to which time itself is a watch- 
tick—all crowded to rest pell-mell, thronged, serried, 
packed, packed to suffocation in layers unnumbered 
light-years deep. This must needs be our concept of 
Heaven if God is the God of the Whole. If, on the 
other hand— 

The other hand was the hand of the second officer, 
the captain’s del:gate at divine worship that Sabbath 
day. He at last had “come to.’’ 

i don’t know whether it was the same day or the next; 
Mrs. Diana was too vague. But here's the picture. Seven 
women huddled in the large stateroom on B-deck, con¬ 
ferring in whispers, aghast, searching one another’s eyes 
obliquely even as they bowed their heads in prayer for 
some light—and of a sudden the putting back of the 
door and the inmarching of the Reverend Hubert..., 
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As Mrs. Diana tried to tell me, “You untlerstand, 
don't you, he had just taken a bath? And he hadn't—he 
had forgotten to—” 

Adam-innocent there he stood. Not a stitch. But I 
don't believe for a minute it was a matter of forgetting. 
In the high intoxication of his soul-release, already 
crossed (by the second officer) and beginning to show 
his zealot claws, he needed some gesture stunning 
enough to witness to his separation, his unique right¬ 
ness, his contempt of match-flare civilizations and in¬ 
finitesimal taboos. 

But I can imagine that stateroom scene: the gasps, 
the heads colliding in aversion, and Diana’s six weedy 
feet of birthday-suit towering in the shadows, and ready 
to sink through the deck I’ll warrant, now the act was 
irrevocable, but still grimly carrying it off. 

“And if, on the other hand, you ask me to bow down 
before a God peculiar to this one earth, this one grain 
of dust lost among the giants of space, watching its 
sparrows fall, profoundly interested in a speck called 
Palestine no bigger than the quadrillionth part of one 
of the atoms in the ring here on my finger—” 

Really scared by this time, one of the virgins shrieked. 
It was altogether too close quarters with a madman. 

Mad? Of course there was the presumption: “Crazy 
as a loon.” Even legally it was so adjudged at the Pla¬ 
tonic's first port-of-call, Algiers, where, when Diana es¬ 
caped ashore and wouldn’t come back again, he had to 
be given over to the workings of the French I.aw. I 
talked with the magistrate myself some forty months 
later, when, “let in” for the business as I have told, I 
stopped there on my way out. 

“But what would you?” were his words. “We must 
live in the world as the world lives, is it not? Sanity? 
Sanity is what? Is it, for example, an intellectual clar¬ 
ity, a balanced perception of the realities? Naturally, 
speaking out of court, your friend was of a sanity—of 
a sanity, sir—” Here the magistrate made with thumb 
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and fingers the gesture only the French can make for a 
thing that is matchless, a beauty, a transcendent in¬ 
stance of any kind. He himself was Gallic, rational. 
Then, with a lift of shoulder, “But what would you? 
We must live in the world that seems.” 

Diana, impounded in Algiers for deportation, es¬ 
caped. What after all are ^he locks and keys of this 
pinchbeck category of magnitudes? More remarkable 
still, there in Arab Africa, he succec.'^ed in vanishing 
from the knowledge and pursuit of men. And of women. 
His bride, now that their particular mission had fallen 
through, was left to decide whether to return to Amer¬ 
ica or to go on with two of the company, the Misses 
Brookhart and Smutts, who were bound for a school 
in Smyrna. In the end she followed the latter course. 
It was there, nearly four years later, that I was sent to 
join her by an exasperated and worn-out Firm. 

But that time she knew again where her husband- 
errant was—or where at least, from time to time in liis 
starry darlings over this our mote of dust, he had been 
heard of, spoken to, seen. 

Could we but have a written history of those years 
of his apostolic vagabondage, a record of the towns in 
which he was jailed or from which he was kicked out, 
of the ports in which he stowed away, presently to 
reveal himself in proselyting ardor, denouncing the 
earthlings, the fatelings, the dupes ot bugaboo, meet¬ 
ing scoff with scoff, preaching the new revelation red¬ 
eyed, like an angry prophet. Or was it, more simply, 
like a man afraid. 

Was that the secret, after all, of his prodigious rest- 
les.sness? Had it anything in common with the swarm¬ 
ing oJ those pale worms that flee the Eye of the In¬ 
finite around the curves of the stone you pick up in a 
field? Talk of the man without a countryl What of the 
man without a universe? 

It is curious that I never suspected his soul’s dilemma 
until I saw the first of his mud-sculptures in the native 
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village of Ndua in the province of Kasuma British 
East. Here it was, our objective attained, we parted 
company with the government safari and shifted the 
burden of Way-straightening to the shoulders of Major 
Wyeside, tlie ostrich-farmer of the neighborbood. 

While still on the safari I had put to Mrs. Diana a 
question that had bothered me: “Why on earth should 
your husband ever have chosen this particular neck of 
the woods to land up in? Why Kavirondoland?” 

“It was here we were coming at the time Hubert 
turned irreligious, to found a mission. It’s a coinci¬ 
dence, isn’t it?’’ 

And yet I would have sworn Diana hadn’t a sense of 
humor about him anywhere. But perhaps it wasn’t an 
iionic act. Perhaps it was simply that, giving up the 
stinggle with a society blinded by “a little learning” 
and casting about for a virgin field, he had remem¬ 
bered this. 

“I supposed he was a missionary,” Major Wyeside 
told us with a flavor of indignation. “I went on that, I 
let him live here—six or seven months of it—while he 
was learning the tongue. I was a bit nonplused, to put 
it mildly, when I discovered what he was up to.” 

What things Diana had been up to the Major showed 
us in one of the huts in the native kraal—a round dozen 
of them, modeled in mud and baked. Blackened blobs 
of mud, that’s all. Likenesses of nothing under the sun, 
fortuitous masses sprouting haphazard tentacles, only 
two among them showing postules that might have 
been experimental heads. . . . The ostrich-farmer saw 
our faces. 

“Rum, eh? Of course I realized the chap was any¬ 
thing but fit. A walking skeleton. Nevertheless, what¬ 
ever it is about these beasties, there’s not a nigger in 
the village has dared set foot inside this hut since Diana 
left. You can see for yourselves it's about to crash. 
There’s another like it he left at Suki, above here. 
Taboo, no endl” 
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So Diana’s “hunch” had been right. He had found 
his virgin field indeed, fit soul for his cosmic fright. A 
religion in the making, here before our eyes. 

“This was at the very last before he left,” Wyeside 
explained. “He took to making these mud-pies quite 
of a sudden; the whole lot within a fortnight’s time. Be¬ 
fore that he had simply talked, harangued. He would 
sit here in the doorway of an eveiuug with the niggers 
squatted around and harangue ’em by tne hour. I knew 
something of it through my house-boys. The most amaz¬ 
ing rot. All about the stars to begin with, as if these 
black baboons could half grasp astronomy! But that 
seemed all proper. Then there was talk about a some¬ 
thing a hundred times as big and powerful as the world, 
sun, moon, and stars put together—some perfectly enor¬ 
mous stupendous awful being—but knowing how mixed 
the boys can get, it still seemed all regular—simply the 
parson's way of getting at the notion of an Almighty 
God. But no, they insisted, there wasn’t any God. That’s 
the point, they said; there is no God. . . . Well, that 
impressed me as a go. That’s when I decided to come 
down and get the rights of this star-swallowing mon¬ 
strosity the beggar was feeding my labor on. And here 
he sat in the doorway with one of these beasties—here 
it is, this one—waving it furiously in the niggers’ be¬ 
nighted faces. And do you know what he'd done?—you 
can see the mark here still on this wabble-leg, this ten¬ 
tacle-business—he had taken off a ring he had and 
screwed it on just here. His finger ring, my word of 
honorl And still, if you believe it, I didn’t realize he 
was just daft. Not un'’l he spoke to me. ‘I find,’ he was 
good enough to enlighten me, ‘I find I have to make 
it somehow concrete.’... ‘Make what?’. .. ‘Our wearer’ 

. . . ‘Our what, where?" . . . ‘In the following category.’ 

.. . His actual words, honor bright. I was going to have 
him sent down-country where he could be looked after. 
He got ahead of me though. He cleared out. When I 
heard he’d turned up at Suki 1 ought, I suppose, to 
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have attended to it. But I was having trouble with 
leopards. And you know how things go." 

From there we went to Suki, the Major accompany¬ 
ing me. It was as like Ndua as one flea to its brother, 
a stockade inclosing round houses of mud, wattles, and 
thatch, and full of naked heathen. The Kavirondo are 
the nakedest of all African peoples and, it is said, the 
most moral. It put a great strain on Mrs. Diana; all 
that whole difficult anxious time, as it were detach- 
edly, I could see her itching to get them into Mother 
Hubbards and cast-off Iowa pants. 

Here too, as the Major had promised, we found a 
holy of holies, rather a dreadful of dreadfuls, "taboo 
no end.” Its shadows cluttered with the hurlothrumbos 
of Diana’s artistry. What puzzled me was their number. 
Why this appetite for experimentation? There was an 
uncertainty; one would think its effect on potential 
converts would be bad. Here, as in Ndua, Diana had 
contented himself at first with words and skyward ges¬ 
ticulations. Not for so long however. Feeling the need 
of giving his concept of the cosmic "wearer" a substance 
much earlier, he had shut himself in with the work, 
literally—a fever of creation. We counted seventeen 
of the nameless "blobs," all done, we were told, in the 
seven days and nights before their maker had again 
cleared out. The villagers would hardly speak of him; 
only after spitting, their eyes averted, and in an under¬ 
tone, would they mention him: “He of the Ring.” 
Thereafter we were to hear of him only as "He of the 
Ring.” 

Leaving Suki, Major Wyeside turned us over (thank¬ 
fully, I warrant) to a native who told us his name was 
Charlie Kamba. He had spent some years in Nairobi, 
running for an Indiana outfitter, and spoke English 
remarkably well. It was from him we learned, quite 
casually, when our modest eight-load safari was some 
miles on its way, that the primary object of our com¬ 
ing was non-existent. Hubert Diana was dead. 
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Dead nearly five weeks—a moon and a little—and 
buried in the mission church of Tara Hill. 

Mission churchl There was a poser for us. Mission 
church? 

Well then, Charlie Kamba gave us to know that he 
was paraphrasing in a large way suitable to our 
habits of thought. We shouldn i have understood his 
informant's "wizard house" or "house of the effigy.” 

I will say for Mrs. Diana that in the course of our 
halt of lugubrious amazement she shed tears. That 
some of them were not tears of unrealized relief it 
would be hardly natural to believe. She had desired 
loyally to find her husband, but when she should have 
found him—what? This problem, sturdily ignored so 
long, was now removed. 

Turn back? Never! Now it would seem the necessity 
for pressing forward was doubled. In the scrub-fringed 
ravine of our halt the porters resumed their loads, the 
dust stood up again, the same caravan moved on. But 
how far it was now from being the same. 

From that moment it took on, for me at least, a new 
character. It wasn’t the news especially; the fact that 
Diana was dead had little to do with it. Perhaps it was 
simply that the new sense of something aimfully and 
cumulatively dramatic in our progress had to have a 
beginning, and that moment would do as well as the 
next. 

Six villages: M'nann, Leika, Leikapo, Shamba, Little 
Tara, and Tara, culminating in the apotheosis of Tara 
Hill. Six stops for the night on the road it had cost 
Diana as many months lO cover in his singular pilgrim¬ 
age to his inevitable goal. Or in his flight to it. Yes, his 
stampede. Now the pipers at that four-day orgy of lib¬ 
erty on the Platonics decks were at his heels for their 
pay. Now that his strength was failing, the hosts of 
loneliness were after xiim, creeping out of their dread¬ 
ful magnitudes, hounds of space. Over all that ground 
it seemed to me we were following him not by the 
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word of hearsay but, as one follows a wounded animal 
making for its earth, by the droppings of his blood. 

Our progress had taken on a pattern; it built itself 
with a dramatic artistry; it gathered suspense. As 
though it were a story at its most breathless places "con¬ 
tinued in our next,” and I a reader forgetting the road’s 
weariness, the dust, the torment of insects never es¬ 
caped, the inadequate food, I found myself hardly able 
to keep from running on ahead to reach the evening's 
village, to search out the inevitable repository of im¬ 
ages left by the white stranger who had come and tar¬ 
ried there awhile and gone again. 

More concrete and ever more concrete. The imme¬ 
morial compromise with the human hunger for a sym¬ 
bol to see with the eyes, touch with the hands. Hier¬ 
archy after hierarchy of little mud effigies—one could 
see the necessity pushing the man. Out of the proto¬ 
plasmic blobs of Ndua, Suki, even M’nann, at Leikapo 
Diana’s concept of infinity (so pure in that halcyon 
epoch at sea), of categories nested within categories 
like Japanese boxes, of an over-creature wearing our 
cosmos like a trinket, unawares, had become a mass 
with legs to stand on and a real head. The shards scat¬ 
tered about in the filth of the hut there (as if in vio¬ 
lence of despair) were still monstrosities, but with a 
sudden stride of concession their monstrousness was 
the monstrousness of li/ard and turtle and crocodile. 
At Shamba there were dozens of huge-footed birds. 

It is hard to be sure in retrospect, but I do believe 
that by the time we reached Little Tara I began to see 
the thing as a whole—the foetus, working out slowly, 
blindly, but surely, its evolution in the womb of fright. 
/\t Little Tara there was a change in the character of 
the exhibits; their numbers had diminished, their size 
had grown. There was a boar with tusks and a bull the 
size of a dog with horns, and on a tusk and on a horn 
an indentation left by a ring. 

I don’t believe Mrs. Diana got the things at all. To- 
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ward the last she wasn't interested in the huts of relics; 
at Little Tara she wouldn’t go near the place; she was 
“too tired." It must have been pretty awful, when you 
think of it, even if all she saw in them was the mud-pie 
play of a man reverted to a child. 

There was another thing at Little Tara quite as mo¬ 
mentous as the jump to boar and bull. Here at last a 
mask had been thrown aside. Here there had been no 
pretense of proselyting, no astronomical lectures, no 
doorway harangues. Straightway he had arrived (a 
fabulous figure already, long heralded) he had com¬ 
mandeered a house and shut himself up in it and there, 
mysterious, assiduous, he had remained three days and 
nights, eating nothing, but drinking gallons of the 
foul water they left in gourds outside his curtain of 
reeds. No one in the village had ever seen what he had 
done and left there. Now, candidly, those labors were 
for himself alone. 

Here at last in Tara the moment of that confession 
had overtaken the fugitive. It was he, ill with fever and 
dying of nostalgia—not these naked black baboon men 
seen now as little more than blurs—who had to give 
the Beast of the Infinite a name and a shape. And more 
and more, not only a shape, but a shapeliness. From 
the instant when, no longer able to live alone with 
nothingness, he had given it a likeness in Ndua mud, 
and perceived that it was intolerable and fled its face, 
the turtles and distorted crocodiles of Leikapo and the 
little birds of Shamba had become inevitable, and no 
less inevitable the Little Tara boar and bull. Another 
thing grows plain in retrospect: the reason why, done 
to death (as all the way they reported him) he couldn’t 
die. He didn’t dare to. Didn’t dare to close his eyes. 

It was at little Tara we first heard of him as “Father 
Witch,” a name come back, we were told, from Tara, 
where he had gone. I had heard it pronounced several 
times before it suddenly obtruded from the native con¬ 
text as actually two English words. That was what made 
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it queer. It was something they must have picked up by 
rote, uncomprehending: something then they coidd 
h:ive had from no lips but his own. When I repeated 
it rdter them with a better accent they pointed up to¬ 
ward the north, saying “I'aral Taral” their eagerness 
mingled with awe. 

1 shall never forget Tara as we saw it, after our last 
blisteiing scramble up a gorge, situated in the clear air 
on a slope belted wuth cedars. A mid-Aliican stocl^ade 
hdf by some blunder in an honest Ciolorado landscape, 
<a a newer and bigger Vermont. Heie at the top of our 
journey, black savages, their untidy shambas, the very 
bfjuator, all these seemed as incongruous as a Gothic 
(alhedral in a Orngo marsh. I wonder if Hubert Diana 
knew whither his instinct was guiding him on the long 
load of his journey here to die. . . . 

He had died and he was buried, not in the village, 
but about hall a mile distant, on the ridge; this we rvere 
given to know almost belore we had arrived. 'T'here was 
no need to announce ourselves, the vvord of our com¬ 
ing had outrun us; the populace was at the gates. 

“Our Father Witcfi! Our Father Witch!” 'T’hcy knew 
what we were after; the funny parrot-wise English stood 
r)ut from the clack and clatter of thedr expired speech. 
“Our Father Witch! Ay! Ay!” With a common eager¬ 
ness they gesticulated at the hilltop beyrmd the cedars. 

Gertaiidy here was a change. No longer the propi¬ 
tiatory spitting, the averted eyes, the uneasy whisj/cr- 
ing allusion to him who had passed that way; here in 
1 ara they avouM sh<mt him horn the housetops, w'ilh 
a kind of civic pride. 

We learned the reason for this on our Avay up the 
hill. It w'as because they were his chosen, the initiate. 

We made the ascent immediately, against the village’s 
advice. It was near evening; the return would be in the 
dark; it was bad lion country; w'cnildn’t tomorrow 
morning do? . . . No, it wouldn’t do the widow. Her 
face was set. . . . And, so, since we were resolved to go. 
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the village went with us, armed with spears and rattles 
and drums. Charlie Kamba walked beside us, sifting 
the information a hundred were eager to give. 

These people were proud, he said, because their wiz¬ 
ard was more powerful than all the wizards of all the 
other villages "in the everywhere together.” If he cared 
to he could easily knock down all the other villages in 
the "everywhere,” destroying all the people and all the 
cattle. If he cared to he could open his mouth and swal¬ 
low the sky and the stars. But Tara he had chosen. Tara 
he would protect. He made their mealies to grow and 
their cattle to multiply. 

I protested, "But he is dead now!" 

Charlie Kamba made signs of deprecation. I dis¬ 
cerned that he was far from clear about the thing him¬ 
self. 

Yes, he temporized, this Father Witch was dead, quite 
dead. On the other hand he was up there. On the other 
hand he would never die. He was longer than forever. 
Yes, quite true, he was dead and buried under the poL 

I gave it up. “How did he die?” 

Well, he came to this village of Tara very suffering, 
very sick. The dead man who walked. His face was 
very sad. Very eaten. Very frightened. He came to this 
hill. So he lived here for two full moons, very hot, very 
eaten, very dead. These men made him a house as he 
commanded them, also a stockade. In the house he was 
very quiet, very dead, making magic two full moons. 
Then he came out and they that were waiting saw him. 
He had made the ir igic, and the magic had made him 
well. His face was kind. He was happy. He was full fed. 
He was full fed, these men said, without any eating. 
Yes, they carried up to him very fine food, because they 
were full of wonder and some fear, but he did not eat 
any of it. Some -'ater he drank. So, for two days and 
the night between them, he continued sitting in the 
gate of the stockade, very happy, very full fed. He told 
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these people very much about their wizard, who is big¬ 
ger than everywhere and longer than forever and can, 
if he cares to, swallow the sky and stars. From time to 
time however, ceasing to talk to these people, he got to 
his knees and talked in his own strange tongue to 
Our Father Witch, his eyes held shut. VVTien he had 
done this just at sunset of the second day he fell for¬ 
ward on his face. So he remained that night. The next 
day these men took him into the house and buried him 
under the pot. On the other hand Our Father Witch is 
longer than forever. He remains there still. . . . 

The first thing I saw in the hut's interior was the 
earthen pot at the northern end, wrong-side-up on the 
ground. I was glad I had preceded Mrs. Diana. I walked 
across and sat down on it carelessly, hoping so that her 
afflicted curiosity might be led astray. It gave me the 
oddest feeling, though, to think of what was there be¬ 
neath my nonchalant sitting-portion—aware as I was of 
the Kavirondo burial of a great man—up to the neck 
in mother earth, and the rest of him left out in the dark 
of the pot for the undertakings of the ants. I hoped his 
widow wouldn't wonder about that inverted vessel of 
clay. 

I needn’t have worried. Her attention was arrested 
otherwheres. I shall not forget the look of her face, 
caught above me in the red shaft of the sundown enter¬ 
ing the western door, as she gazed at the last and the 
largest of the Reverend Hubert Diana’s gods. That 
long, long cheek of hers, buffeted by sorrow, startled 
now, and mortified. Not till that moment, I believe, 
had she comprehended the steps of mud-images she had 
been following for what they were, the steps of idola- 
try. 

For my part, I wasn’t startled. Even before we started 
up the hill, knowing that her husband had dared to 
die here, I could have told her pretty much what she 
would find. 
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This overlord of the cosmic categories that he had 
fashioned (at last) in his own image sat at the other 
end of the red-streaked house upon a bench—a throne? 
—of mud. Diana had been no artist. An ovoid two-eyed 
head, a cylindrical trunk, two arms, two legs, that’s all. 
But indubitably man, man-si^.'-' Only one finger of one 
of the hands had been done wiih much care. It wore 
an opal, a two-dollar stone from Mexico, set in a silver 
ring. I’his was the hand that was lifted, and over it 
the head was bent. 

I've said Diana was no artist. I’ll take back the words. 
The figure was crudeness itself, but in the relation be¬ 
tween that bent head and that lifted hand there v/as 
something which was something else. A sense of scru¬ 
tiny one would have said no genius of mud could ever 
have conveyed. An attitude of interest centered in that 
bauble, intense and static, breathless and eternal all 
in one—penetrating to its bottom atom, to the last elec¬ 
tron, to a hill upon it, and to a two-legged mite about 
to die. Marking (yes. I’ll swear to the incredible) the 
sparrow’s fall. 

The magic was made. The road that had commenced 
with the blobs of Ndua—the same that commenced with 
our hairy ancestors listening to the nightwind in their 
caves—was run. 

And from here Diana, of a sudden happy, of a sud¬ 
den looked after, “full fed,’’ had walked out— 

But no; I couldn’t stand that mortified sorrow on 
the widow’s face any longer. She had to be made to see. 

I said it aloud: 

“From here, Mrs. Diana, your husband walked out—” 

“He had sunk to idolatry. Idolatry!” 

“To the bottom, yes. And come up its whole history 
again. And from here he walked out into the sunshine 
to kneel and talk -vith Our Father Which—” 

She got it. She caught it. I wish you could have seen 
the light going up those long, long cheeks as she got it: 
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“Our Father which art in Heaven, Hallowed be Thy 
Namel” 

We went down hill in the darkness, convoyed by a 
vast rattling of gourds and beating of goat-hide drums. 



SILENT SNOW, SECRET SNOW 

Conrad Aiken 

1889- 


Just why it should have happened, or why it should 
have happened just when it did, he could not, of course, 
possibly have said; nor perhaps could it even have oc¬ 
curred to him to ask. The tiling was above all a secret, 
something to be preciously concealed from Mother and 
Father; and to that very fact it owed an enormous part 
of its deliciousness. It was like a peculiarly beautiful 
trinket to be carried unmentioned in one's trouser- 
pocket—a rare stamp, an old coin, a few tiny gold links 
found trodden out of shape on the path in the park, a 
pebble of carnelian, a sea shell distinguishable from 
all others by an unusual spot or stripe—and, as if it 
were any one of these, he carried around with him ev¬ 
erywhere a warm ano persistent and increasingly beau¬ 
tiful sense of possession. Nor was it only a sense of pos¬ 
session—it was also a sense of protection. It was as if, 
in some delightful way, his secret gave him a fortress, 
a wall behind which he could retreat into heavenly se¬ 
clusion. This was aimost the first thing he had noticed 
about it—apart from the oddness of the thing itself— 
and it was this that now again, for the fiftieth time, oc¬ 
curred to him, as he sat in the little schoolroom. It was 
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the half hour for geography. Miss Buell was revolving 
with one finger, slowly, a huge terrestrial globe which 
had been placed on her desk. The green and yellow 
continents passed and repassed, questions were asked 
and answered, and now the little girl in front of him, 
Deirdre, who had a funny little constellation of freckles 
on the back of her neck, exactly like the Big Dipper, 
was standing up and telling Miss Buell that the equa* 
tor was the line that ran round the middle. 

Miss Buell’s face, which was old and grayish and 
kindly, with gray stiff curls beside the cheeks, and eyes 
that swam very brightly, like little minnows, behind 
thick glasses, wrinlded itself into a complication of 
amusements. 

“Ahl I see. The earth is wearing a belt, or a sash. 
Or someone drew a line round itl" 

"Oh, no—not that—I mean—” 

In the general laughter, he did not share, or only a 
very little. He was thinking about the Arctic and Ant¬ 
arctic regions, which of course, on the globe, were 
white. Miss Buell was now telling them about the 
tropics, the jungles, the steamy heat of equatorial 
swamps, where the birds and butterflies, and even the 
snakes, were like living jewels. As he listened to these 
things, he was already, with a pleasant sense of half¬ 
effort, putting his secret between himself and the words. 
Was it really an effort at all? For effort implied some¬ 
thing voluntary, and perhaps even something one did 
not especially want; whereas this was distinctly pleas¬ 
ant, and came almost of its own accord. All he needed 
to do was to think of that morning, the first one, and 
then of all the others- 

But it was all so absurdly simplel It had amounted 
to so little. It was nothing, just an idea—and just why 
it should have become so wonderful, so permanent, was 
a mystery—a very pleasant one, to be sure, but also, in 
an amusing way, foolish. However, without ceasing to 
listen to Miss Buell, who had now moved up to the 
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north temperate zone, he deliberately invited his mem¬ 
ory of the first morning. It was only a moment or two 
after he had waked up—or perhaps the moment itself. 
But was there, to be exact, an exact moment? Was one 
awake all at once? Or was it gradual? Anyway, it was 
after he had stretched a laz/ hand up towards the head- 
rail, and yawned, and then relaxed again among his 
warm covers, all the more grateful on a, December morn¬ 
ing, that the thing had happened. Suddenly, for no rea¬ 
son, he had thought of the postman, he remembered the 
postman. Perhaps there was nothing so odd in that. 
After all, he heard the postman almost every morning 
in liis life—his heavy boots could be heard clumping 
round the corner at the top of the little cobbled hill- 
street, and then, progressively nearer, progressively 
louder, the double knock at each door, the crossings and 
re-crossings of the street, till finally the clumsy steps 
came stumbling across to the very door, and the tremen¬ 
dous knock came which shook the house itself. 

(Miss Buell was saying "Vast wheat-growing areas in 
North America and Siberia." 

Deirdre had for the moment placed her left hand 
across the back of her neck.) 

But on this particular morning, the first morning, as 
he lay there with his eyes closed, he had for some reason 
waited for the postman. He wanted to hear him come 
round the corner. And that was precisely the joke—he 
never did. He never came. He never had come—round 
the corner—again. For when at last the steps were heard, 
they had already, he was quite sure, come a little down 
the hill, to the first house; and even so, the steps were 
curiously different—they were softer, they had a new 
secrecy about them, they were muffled and indistinct; 
and while the rhythm of them was the same, it now said 
a new thing—it s'*id peace, it said remoteness, it said 
cold, it said sleep. And he had understood the situation 
at once—nothing could have seemed simpler—there had 
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been snow in the night, such as all winter he had been 
longing for; and it was this which had rendered the 
postman’s first footsteps inaudible, and the later ones 
iaint. Of coursel How lovelyl And even now it must be 
snowing—it was going to be a snowy day—the long 
white ragged lines were drifting and sifting across the 
street, across the faces of the old houses, whispering and 
hushing, making little triangles of white in the corners 
between cobblestones, seething a little when the wind 
blew them over the ground to a drifted comer; and so 
it would be all day, getting deeper and deeper and si- 
Icnter and silenter. 

(Miss Buell was saying “Land of perpetual snow.”) 

All this time, of course (while he lay in bed), he had 
ke[)t his eyes closed, listening to the nearer progress of 
the postman, the muffled footsteps thumping and slip¬ 
ping on the snow-sheathed cobbles; and all the other 
sounds—the double knocks, a frosty far-off voice or two, 
a hell ringing thinly and softly as if under a sheet of ice 
—had the same slightly abstracted quality, as if removed 
by one degree from actuality—as if everything in the 
world had been insulated by snow. But when at last, 
pleased, he opened his eyes, and turned them towards 
the window, to see for himself this long-desired and now 
so clearly imagined miracle—what he saw instead was 
brilliant sunlight on a roof; and when, astonished, he 
jumped out of bed and stared down into the street, ex¬ 
pecting to see the cobbles obliterated by the snow, he 
saw nothing but the bare bright cobbles themselves. 

Queer, the effect this extraordinary surprise had had 
upon him—all the following morning he had kept with 
him a sense as of snow falling about him, a secret screen 
of new snow between himself and the world. If he had 
not dreamed such a thing—and how could he have 
dreamed it while awake?—how else could one explain 
it? In any case, the delusion had been so vivid as to 
affect his entire behavior. He could not now remember 
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whether it was on the first or the second morning—or 
was it even the third?—that his mother had drawn atten¬ 
tion to some oddness in his manner. 

“But my darling”—she had said at the breakfast 
table—"what has come over you? You don’t seem to be 
listening. . . 

And how often that very thing ii.'d happened sincel 

(Miss Buell was now asking if anyone knew the dif¬ 
ference between the North Pole and the Magnetic Pole. 
Dcirdre was holding up her flickering brown hand, and 
he could see the four white dimples that marked the 
knuckles.) 

Perhaps it hadn't been either the second or third 
morning- or even the fourth or fifth. How could he be 
sure? How could he be sure just when the delicious 
progress had become clear? Just when it had really 
begun? I'he intervals weren’t very precise. . . . All he 
now knew was, that at some point or other—perhaps the 
second day, perhaps the sixth—he had noticed that the 
presence of the stiow was a little more insistent, the 
sound of it dearer; and, conversely, the sound of the 
postman’s footsteps more indistinct. Not only could he 
not hear the steps come round the corner, he could not 
even hear them at the first house. It was below the first 
house that he heard them; and then, a few days later, it 
was below the second house that he heard them; and a 
few days later again, below the third. Gradually, gr.adu- 
ally, the snow was becoming heavier, the sound of its 
.seething louder, the cobblestones more and more muf¬ 
fled. When he found, each morning, on going to the 
window, after the ritual of listening, that the roofs and 
cobbles were as hare as ever, it made no difference. This 
was, after all, only what he had expected. It was even 
what pleased him. what rewarded him: the thing was 
his C)wn, belonged to no cjne else. No one else knew 
about it, not even his mother and father. There, out¬ 
side, were the bare cobbles; and here, inside, was the 
snow. Snow growing heavier each day, muffling the 
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world, hiding the ugly, and deadening increasingly— 
above all—the steps of the postman. 

"But my darling”—she had said at the luncheon 
table—“what has come over you? You don’t seem to 
Hsten when people speak to you. That’s the third time 
I’ve asked you to pass your plate. , . 

How was one to explain this to Mother? or to Father? 
rhtrc was, of course, nothing to be done about it: 
noihiug. All one could do was to laugh embarrassedly, 
pr,-fend to be a little ashamed, apologize, and take a 
sudden and somewhat disingenuous interest in what 
was being done or said. The cat had stayed out all night. 
He had a curious swelling on his left cheek—perhaps 
.oniebody had kicked him, or a stone had struck him. 
Mrs. Kempton was or was not coming to tea. The house 
was going to be house cleaned, or “tiirned out,” on 
U'ednesday instead of Friday. A new lamp was provided 
for his evening work—perhaps it was eyestrain which 
KTOunted for this new and so peculiar vagueness of his 
-Mother was looking at him with amusement as she 
^aid this, but with something else as well. A new lamp? 
A new lamp. Yes Mother, No Mother, Yes Mother. 
School is going very well. The geometry is very easy. 
Fhe histor 7 is very dull. The geography is very interest¬ 
ing -particularly when it takes one to the North Pole. 
Why the North Pole? Oh, well, it would be fun to be 
an explorer. Another Peary or Scott or Shacklcfon. 
And then abruptly he found his interest in the talk at 
an end, stared at the pudding on his plate, listened, 
waited, and began once mote—ah, how heavenly, too, 
the first beginnings—to hear or feel—for could he actu¬ 
ally hear it?—the silent snf>w, the secret snow. 

(Miss Buell was telling them about the search for the 
Northwest Passage, about Hendrik Hudson, the Half 
Moc.)n,) 

This had been, indeed, the only distressing feature 
of the new experience: the fact that it so increasingly 
had brought him into a kind of mute misunderstand- 



338 CONRAD AIKEN 

inp;, or even conflict, with his father and mother. It was 
as if he were trying to lead a double life. On the one 
hand he had to be Paul Hasleman, and keep up the 
appearance of being that person—dress, wash, and an¬ 
swer intelligently when spoken to—; on the other, he 
had to explore this new \. orld which had been opened 
to him. Nor could there be the slightest doubt—not the 
sliglitcst—that the new world was the profounder and 
more wonderful of the two. It was irresistible. It was 
miraculous. Its beauty was simply beyond anything— 
beyond speech as beyond thought-utterly incommuni¬ 
cable. But how then, between the two worlds, of which 
he was thus constantly aware, was he to keep a balance? 
One must get up, one must go to breakfast, one must 
talk with Mother, go to school, do one’s lessons—and, in 
all this, try not to appear too much of a fool. But if all 
the while one was also trying to extract the full deli- 
ciousness of another and quite separate existence, one 
which could not easily (if at all) be spoken of—how was 
one to manage? How was one to explain? Would it be 
safe to explain? Would it be absurd? Would it merely 
mean that he would get into some obscure kind of 
trouble? 

I'hese thoughts came and went, came and went, as 
soitly and secretly as the snr>w; they were not precisely 
a disriirbance, perha{)s they were even a pleasure; he 
liked to have them; their presence was something al¬ 
most palpable, something he coidd stroke with his hand, 
without clf)sing his eyes, and without ceasing to see 
M iss Buell and th-^ schoolroom and the globe and the 
freckles on Deirdre’s neck; nevertheless he did in a sense 
cease to see. or to see the obvious external world, and 
substituted for this vision the vision of snow, the sound 
of snow, and the slow, almost soundless, approach of 
the postman. Yesterday, it had been only at the sixth 
house that the postman had become audible; the snow 
was much deeper now, it was falling more swiftly and 
heavily, the sound of its seething was more distinct. 
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more soothing, more persistent. And this morning, it 
h.-id been~as nearly as he could figure-just above the 
seventh house—perhaps only a step or two above: at 
most, he had heard two or three footsteps before the 
knock had sounded.... And with each such narrowijig 
ol the sphere, each nearer approach of the limit at 
wfiich the postman was first audible, it was odd how 
sharply was increased the amount of illusion which had 
to be carried into the ordinary business of daily lile. 
Each day it was harder to get out of bed, to go to the 
window, to look out at the—as always- perfectly empty 
;;nd snowless street. Each day it was more difficult to 
through the perfunctory motions of greeting Mother 
and Father at breakfast, to reply to their questions, to 
put his books together and go to school. And at school, 
how extraordinarily hard to conduct with success simul¬ 
taneously the public life and the life that was secret. 
I'here were times when he longed—positively ached— 
to tell everyone about it—to burst out with it—only to 
be checked almost at once by a far-olf feeling as of some 
taint absurdity which was inherent in it—but was it 
absurd?—and more importantly by a sense of mysterious 
power in his very setrecy. Yes: it must be kept secret. 
1 hat, more and more, became clear. At whatever cost 
to hims'^If, whatever pain to others— 

(Miss Buell looked straight at him, smiling, and said, 
"Perha])s we’ll ask Paul. I'm sure Paul will come out of 
his day-dream long enough to be able to tell us. Won’t 
you, Paul?” He rose slowly from his chair, resting one 
hand on the brightly varnished desk, and deliberately 
stared through the snow towards the blackboard. It 
was an effort, but it was amusing to make it. “Yes,” he 
said slowly, “it was what we now call the Hudscjn River, 
This he thought to be the Northwest Passage. He was 
disappointed.” He sat down again, and as he did so 
Deirdre half turned in her chair and gave him a shy 
smile, of approval and adrairatiem.) 

At whatever pain to others. 
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This part of it was very puzzling, very puzzling. 
Mother was very nice, and so was Father. Yes, that was 
all true enough. He wanted to be nice to them, to tell 
them everything—and yet, was it really wrong of him 
to want to have a secret place of his own? 

At bedtime, the night before. Mother had said, “If 
this goes on, my lad, we’ll have to see a doctor, we willl 
We can’t have our boy—’’ But what was it she had said? 
"Live in another world”? “Live so far away”? The word 
“far” had been in it, he was sure, and then Mother had 
taken up a magazine again and laughed a little, but 
with an expression which wasn't mirthful. He had felt 
sorry for her. . . . 

The bell rang for dismissal. The sound came to him 
through long curved parallels of falling snow. He saw 
Deirdre rise, and had himself risen almost as soon—but 
not quite as soon—as she. 


2 

On the walk homeward, which was timeless, it pleased 
him to see through the accompaniment, or counter¬ 
point, of snow, the items of mere externality on his way. 
There were many kinds of bricks in the sidewalks, and 
laid in many kinds of pattern. The garden walls too 
were various, some of wooden palings, some of plaster, 
some of stone. Twigs of bushes leaned over the walls; 
the little hard green winter-buds of lilac, on gray stems, 
sheathed and fat; other branches very thin and fine and 
black and desiccated. Dirty sparrows huddled in the 
bushes, as dull in ''olor as dead fruit left in leafless trees. 
A single starling creaked on a weather vane. In the 
gutter, beside a drain, was a scrap of tom and dirty 
newspaper, caught in a little delta of filth: the word 
ECZEMA appeared in large capitals, and below it was 
a letter from Mrs. Amelia D. Cravath, 2100 Pine Street, 
Fort Worth, Texas, to the effect that after being a suf- 



Silent Snow, Secret Snow 341 

ferer for years she had been cured by Caley’s Ointment. 
In the little delta, beside the fan-shaped and deeply 
runneled continent of brown mud, were lost twigs, 
descended from their parent trees, dead matches, a rusty 
horse-chestnut burr, a small concentration of sparkling 
gravel on the lip of the sewer, a fragment of eggshell, a 
streak of yellow sawdust which had been wet and was 
now dry and congealed, a brown pebble, and a broken 
feather. Further on was a cement sidewalk, ruled into 
geometrical parallelograms, with a brass inlay at one 
end commemorating the contractors who had laid it, 
and, halfway across, an irregular and random series of 
dog-tracks, immortalized in synthetic stone. He know 
these well, and always stepped on them; to cover the 
little hollows with his own foot had always been a queer 
pleasure; today he did it once more, but perfunctorily 
and detachedly, all the while thinking of something else. 
That was a dog, a long time ago, who had made a mis¬ 
take and walked on the cement while it was still wet. 
He had probably wagged his tail, but that hadn’t been 
recorded. Now, Paul Hasleman, aged twelve, on his 
way home from school, crossed the same river, which in 
the meantime had frozen into rock. Homeward through 
the snow, the snow falling in bright sunshine. Home- 
w’ard? 

Then came the gateway with the tivo posts sur¬ 
mounted by egg-shaped stones which had been cun¬ 
ningly balanced on their ends, as if by Columbus, and 
mortared in the very act of balance: a source of per¬ 
petual wonder. On the brick wall just beyond, the 
letter H had been stenciled, presumably for some pur¬ 
pose. H? H. 

The green hydrant, with a little green-painted chain 
attached to the brass screw-cap. 

The elm tree, with the great gray wound in the bark, 
kidney-shaped, into which he always put his hand—to 
feel the cold but living wood. The injury, he had been 
sure, was due to the gnawings of a tethered horse. But 
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now it deserved only a passing palm, a merely tolerant 
eye. There were more important things. Miracles. Be¬ 
yond the thoughts of trees, mere elms. Beyond the 
thoughts of sidewalks, mere stone, mere brick, mere 
cement. Beyond the thoughts even of his own 
shoes, which trod these sidewalks obediently, bearing a 
burden—far above—of elaborate mystery. He watched 
them. They were not very well polished; he had neg¬ 
lected them, for a very good reason: they were one of 
the many parts of the increasing difficulty of the daily 
return to daily life, the morning struggle. To get up, 
having at last opened one’s eyes, to go to the window, 
and discover no snow, to wash, to dress, to descend the 
curving stairs to breakfast— 

At whatever pain to others, nevertheless, one must 
persevere in severance, since the incommunicability of 
the experience demanded it. It was desirable of course 
to be kind to Mother and Father, especially as they 
seemed to be worried, but it was also desirable to be 
resolute. If they should decide—as appeared likely—to 
consult the doctor. Doctor Howells, and have Paul in¬ 
spected, his heart listened to through a kind of dicta¬ 
phone, his lungs, his stomach—well, that was all right. 
He would go through with it. He would give them an¬ 
swer for question, too—perhaps such answers as they 
hadn’t expected? No. That would never do. For the 
secret world must, at all costs, be preserved. 

The bird-house in the apple-tree was empty—it was 
the wrong time of year for wrens. The little round black 
door had lost its pleasure. The wrens were enjoying 
other house.s, other nests, remoter trees. But this too was 
a notion which he only vaguely and gratingly enter¬ 
tained—as if, for the moment, he merely touched an 
edge of it; there was something further on, which was 
already assuming a sharper importance; something 
which already teased at the corners of his eyes, teasing 
also at the comer of his mind. It was funny to think 
that he so wanted this, so awaited it—and yet found 
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himself enjoying this momentary dalliance with the 
bird-house, as if for a quite deliberate postponement 
and enhancement of the approaching pleasure. He was 
aware of his delay, of his smiling and detached and now 
almost uncomprehending gaze at the little bird-house; 
he knew what he was going to look at next: it was his 
own little cobbled hill-street, his own house, the little 
river at the bottom of the hill, the grocer’s shop with 
the cardboard man in the window-and now, thinking 
of all this, he turned his head, still smiling, and looking 
quickly right and left through the snow-laden sunlight. 

And the mist of snow, as he had foreseen, was still on 
it—a ghost of snow falling in the bright sunlight, softly 
and steadily floating and turning and pausing, sound¬ 
lessly meeting the snow that covered, as with a trans¬ 
parent mirage, the bare bright cobbles. He loved it—he 
stood still and loved it. Its beauty was paralyzing-be- 
yond all words, all experience, all dream. No fairy-story 
he had ever read could be compared with it—none had 
ever given him this extraordinary combination of 
ethereal loveliness with a something else, unnameable, 
which was just faintly and deliciously terrifying. What 
was this thing? As he thought of it, he looked upward 
toward his own bedroom window, which was open— 
and it was as if he looked straight into the room and 
saw himself lying half awake in his bed. There he was— 
at this very instant he was still perhaps actually there 
—more truly there than standing here at the edge of the 
cobbled hill-street, with one hand lifted to shade his 
eyes against the snow-sun. Had he indeed ever left his 
room, in all this time? since that very first morning? 
Was the whole progress still being enacted there, was 
it still the same morning, and himself not yet wholly 
awake? And even now, had the postman not yet come 
round the comer? . . . 

This idea amused him, and automatically, as he 
thought of it, he turned his head and looked toward the 
top of the hill. There was, of course, nothing there— 
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nothing and no one. The street was empty and quiet. 
And all the more because of its emptiness it occurred 
to him to count the houses—a thing which, oddly 
enough, he hadn’t before thought of doing. Of course, 
he had known there weren’t many—many, that is, on 
his own side of the street, which were the ones that 
figured in the postman’s pr'^gress—but nevertheless it 
came to him as something of a ol.ock to find that there 
were precisely six, above his own house—his own house 
was the seventh. 

Sixl 

Astonished, he looked at his own house—looked at 
the door, on which was the number thirteen—and then 
realized that the whole thing was exactly and logically 
and absurdly what he ought to have known. Just the 
same, the realization gave him abruptly, and even a 
little frighteningly, a sense of hurry. He was being hur¬ 
ried—he was being rushed. For—he knit his brows—he 
couldn’t be mistaken—it was just above the set)enth 
house, his own house, that the postman had first been 
audible this very morning. But in that case—in that case 
—did it mean that tomorrow he would hear nothing? 
The knock he had heard must have been the knock of 
their own door. Did it mean—and this was an idea which 
gave him a really extraordinary feeling of surprise— 
that he would never hear the postman again?—that 
tomorrow morning the postman would already have 
passed the house, in a snow by then so deep as to render 
his footsteps completely inaudible? That he would have 
made his approach down the snow-filled street so sound¬ 
lessly, so secretly, that he, Paul Hasleman, there lying 
in bed, would not have waked in time, or, waking, 
would have heard nothing? 

But how could that be? Unless even the knocker 
should be muffled in the snow—frozen tight, perhaps? 
... But in that c-^se— 

A vague feeling of disappointment came over him; a 
vague sadness, as if he felt himself deprived of some- 
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thing which he had long looked forward to, something 
much prized. After all this, all this beautiful progress, 
the slow delicious advance of the postman through the 
silent and secret snow, the knock creeping, closer each 
day, and the footsteps nearer, the audible compass of 
the world thus daily narrowed, narrowed, narrowed, as 
the snow soothingly and beautifully encroached and 
deepened, after all this, was he to be defrauded of the 
one thing he had so wanted—to be able to count, as it 
were, the last two or three solemn footsteps, as they 
finally approached his own door? Was it all going to 
happen, at the end, so suddenly? or indeed, had it al¬ 
ready happened? with no slow and subtle gradations of 
menace, in which he could luxuriate? 

He gazed upward again, toward his own window 
which flashed in the sun: and this time almost with a 
feeling that it would be better if he were still in bed, 
in that room; for in that case this must still be the first 
morning, and there would be six more mornings to 
come—or, for that matter, seven or eight or nine—how 
could he be sure?—or even more. 


3 

After supper, the inquisition began. He stood before 
the doctor, under the lamp, and submitted silently to 
the usual thumpings and tappings. 

“Now will you please say ‘Ahl’?’* 

“Ahl” 

“Now again please, if you don’t mind.” 

“Ah." 

“Say it slowly and hold it if you can—” 
“Ah-h-h-h-h-h-” 

“Good.” 

How silly all this was. As if it had anything to do with 
his throatl Or his heart or lungsl 

Relaxing his mouth, of which the comers, after all 
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this absurd stretching, felt uncomfortable, he avoided 
the doctor’s eyes, and stared towards the fireplace, past 
his mother's feet (in gray slippers) which projected 
from the green chair, and his father’s feet (in brown 
slippers) which stood neatly side by side on the hearth 
rug. 

“Hm. There is certainly notin'eg wrong there . , 

He felt the doctor’s eyes fixed upon him, and, as if 
merely to be polite, returned the look, but with a feel¬ 
ing of justifiable evasiveness. 

“Now, young man, tell me,—do you feel all right?" 

“Yes, sir, quite all right." 

“No headaches? No dizziness?" 

“No, I don’t think so.” 

“Let me see. Let’s get a book, if you don’t mind—yes, 
thank you, that will do splendidly—and now, Paul, if 
you’ll just read it, holding it as you would normally 
hold it-’’ 

He took the book and read: 

“And another praise have J to tell for this the city 
our mother, the gift of a great god, a glory of the land 
most high; the might of horses, the might of young 
horses, the might of the sea..., For thou, son of Cronus, 
our lord Poseidon, hast throned lu’rein this pride, since 
in these roads first thou di^lst show forth the curb that 
cures the rage of steeds. And the shapely oar, ajU to 
men’s hands, hath a wonderous speed on the brine, fol¬ 
lowing the htindred-footed Nereids. . . . O land that 
art praised above all lands, now is it lor thee to make 
those bright praises seen in deeds.” 

He stopped, tcnt.atively, and lowered the heavy book. 

“No—as I thought—there is certainly no superficial 
sign of eyestrain.” 

Silence thronged the room, and he was aware of the 
focused scrutiny of the three people who confronted 
him. . . . 

"We could have his eyes examined—but I believe it 
is something else." 
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“What could it be?” This was his father's voice. 

“It’s only this curious absent-minded—” This was his 
mother’s voice. 

In the presence of the doctor, they both seemed irri¬ 
tatingly apologetic. 

“I believe it is something else. Now, Paul—I would 
like very much to ask you a question or two. You will 
answer them, won’t you—you know I’m an old, old 
friend of yours, eh? That’s rightl . . .” 

His back was thumped twice by the doctor’s fat fist- 
then the doctor was grinning at him with false amia¬ 
bility, while with one finger-nail he was scratching the 
top button of his waistcoat. Beyond the doctor’s shoul¬ 
der was the fire, the fingers of flame making light pres¬ 
tidigitation against the sooty fireback, the soft sound of 
their random flutter the only sound. 

‘‘I would like to know—is there anything that worries 
you?” 

The doctor was again smiling, his eyelids low against 
the little black pupils, in each of which was a tiny white 
bead of light. \\Tiy answer him? Why answer him at all? 
“At whatever pain to others”—but it was all a nuisance, 
this necessity for resistance, this necessity for attention: 
it was as if one had been stood up on a brilliantly 
lighted stage, under a great round blaze of spotlight; as 
if one were merely a trained seal, or a performing dog, 
or a fish, dipped out of an aquarium and held up by the 
tail. It would serve them right if he were merely to bark 
or growl. And meanwhile, to miss these last few pre¬ 
cious hours, these hours of which every minute was 
more beautiful than the last, more menacing—? He still 
looked, as if from a great distance, at the beads of light 
in the doctor’s eyes, at the fixed false smile, and then, 
beyond, once more at his mother’s slippers, his father’s 
slippers, the soft flutter of the fire. Even here, even 
amongst these hostile presences, and in this arranged 
light, he could see the snow, he could hear it—it was in 
the comers of the room, where the shadow was deepest. 
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under the sofa, behind the half-opened door which led 
to the dining room. It was gentler here, softer, its seethe 
the quietest of whispers, as if, in deference to a draw¬ 
ing room, it had quite deliberately put on its “man¬ 
ners”; it kept itself out of sight, obliterated itself, but 
distinctly with an air of raying, “Ah, but just wait! 
Wait till we are alone togethcj' Then I will begin to 
tell you something new! Something whitel something 
coldl something sleepy! something of cease, and peace, 
and the long bright curve of space! Tell them to go 
away. Banish them. Refuse to speak. Leave them, go 
upstairs to your room, turn out the light and get into 
bed-I will go with you, I will be waiting for you, I 
will tell you a better story than Little Kay of the Skates, 
or The Snow Ghost—I will surround your bed, I will 
close the windows, pile a deep drift against the door, so 
that none will ever again be able to enter. Speak to 
them! . . It seemed as if the little hissing voice came 
from a slow white spiral of falling flakes in the comer 
by the front window—but he could not be sure. He felt 
himself smiling, then, and said to the doctor, but with¬ 
out looking at him, looking beyond him still— 

“Oh, no, I think not—” 

“But are you sure, my boy?” 

His father’s voice came softly and coldly then—the 
familiar voice of silken warning. . . . 

“You needn't answer at once, Paul—remember we’re 
trying to help you—think it over and be quite sure, 
won’t you?” 

He felt himself smiling again, at the notion of being 
quite sure. What a joke! As if he weren’t so sure that 
reassurance was no longer necessary, and all this cross- 
examination a ridiculous farce, a grotesque parody! 
What could they know about it? These gross intelli¬ 
gences, these humdrum minds so bound to the usual, 
the ordinary? Impossible to tell them about it! Why, 
even now, even now, with the proof so abundant, so 
formidable, so imminent, so appallingly present here 
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in this very room, could they believe it?—could even his 
mother believe it? No—it was only too plain that if any¬ 
thing were said about it, the merest hint given, they 
would be incredulous—they would laugh—they would 
say “Absurdl”—think things about him which weren’t 
true. . . . 

“Why no, I’m not worried—why should I be?’’ 

He looked then straight at the doctor’s low-lidded 
eyes, looked from one of them to the other, from one 
bead of light to the other, and gave a little laugh. 

The doctor seemed to be disconcerted by this. He 
drew back in his chair, resting a fat white hand on 
either knee. The smile faded slowly from his face. 

"Well, Pauli’’ he said, and paused gravely, “I'm 
afraid you don’t take this quite seriously enough. I think 
you perhaps don't quite realize—don’t quite realize—’’ 
He took a deep quick breath, and turnea, as if helpless, 
at a loss for words, to the others. But Mother and Fa¬ 
ther were both silent—no help was forthcoming. 

“You must surely know, be aware, that you have not 
been quite yourself, of late? Don't you know that? . . .” 

It was amusing to watch the doctor’s renewed attempt 
at a smile, a queer disorganized look, as of confidential 
embarrassment. 

“I feel all right, sir,’’ he said, and again gave the little 
laugh. 

“And we’re trying to help you.’’ The doctor’s tone 
sharpened. 

“Yes, sir, I know. But why? I’m all right. I’m just 
thinking, that’s all.’’ 

His mother made a quick movement forward, resting 
a hand on the back of the doctor’s chair. 

“Thinking?” she said. “But my dear, about what?” 

This was a direct challenge—and would have to be 
directly met. But before he met it, he looked again 
into the comer by the door, as if for reassurance. He 
smiled again at what he saw, at what he heard. The little 
spiral was still there, still softly whirling, like the 
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ghost of a white kitten chasing the ghost of a white tail, 
and making as it did so the faintest of whispers. It was 
all rightl If only he could remain firm, everything was 
going to be all right. 

“Oh, about anything, about nothing,—you know the 
way you dol” 

“You mean—day-dreaming?" 

“Oh, no—thinkingl” 

“But thinking about whatV’ 

“Anything.” 

He laughed a third time—but this time, happening 
to glance upward towards his mother’s face, he was 
appalled at the effect his laughter seemed to have upon 
her. Her mouth had opened in an expression of horror. 
. . . This was too badi Unfortunatel He had known it 
would cause pain, of course—but he hadn't expected it 
to be quite so bad as this. Perhaps—perhaps if he just 
gave them a tiny gleaming hint—? 

“About the snow,” he said. 

“What on earth!” This was his father’s voice. The 
brown slippers came a step nearer on the hearth-rug. 

“But my dear, what do you mean!” This was his 
mother’s voice. 

The doctor merely stared. 

“Just snow, that’s all. I like to think about it.” 

“Tell us about it, my boy.” 

“But that's all it is. There’s notiting to tell. You know 
what snow is.” 

This he said almost angrily, for he felt that they were 
trying to comer him. He turned sideways so as no longer 
to face the doctor, and the better to see the inch of black¬ 
ness between the window-sill and the lowered curtains, 
—the cold inch of beckoning and delicious night. At 
once he felt better, more assured. 

“Mother—can 1 go to bed, now, please? I’ve got a 
headache.” 

“But I thought you said—” 



Silent Snow, Secret Snow 351 

“It’s just come. It’s all these questions—1 Can I, 
Mother?” 

“You can go as soon as the doctor has finished." 

“Don't you think this thing ought to be gone into 
thoroughly, and now?” This was Father’s voice. The 
brown slippers again came a step nearer, the voice was 
the well-known “punishment” voice, resonant and 
cruel. 

“Oh, what’s the use, Norman—" 

Quite suddenly, everyone was silent. And without 
precisely facing them, nevertheless he was aware that 
all three of them were watching him with an extraor¬ 
dinary intensity—staring hard at him—as if he had done 
something monstrous, or was himself some kind of 
monster. He could hear the soft irregular flutter of the 
flames; the cluck-click-cluck-click of the clock; far and 
faint, two sudden spurts of laughter from the kitchen, 
as quickly cut off as begun; a murmur of water in the 
pipes; and then, the silence seemed to deepen, to spread 
out, to become worldlong and worldwide, to become 
timeless and shapeless, and to center inevitably and 
rightly, with a slow and sleepy but enormous concentra¬ 
tion of all power, on the beginning of a new sound. 
What this new sound was going to be, he knew per¬ 
fectly well. It might begin with a hiss, but it would end 
with a roar—there was no time to lose—he must escape. 
It mustn’t happen here— 

Without another word, he turned and ran up the 
stairs. 


4 

Not a moment too soon. The darkness was coming in 
long white waves. A prolonged sibilance filled the 
night—a great seamless seethe of wild influence went 
abruptly across it—a cold low humming shook the 
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windows. He shut the door and flung off his clothes in 
the dark. The bare black floor was like a little ratt 
tossed in waves of snow, almost overwhelmed, washed 
under whitely, up again, smothered in curled billows of 
feather. The snow was laughing: it spoke from all sides 
at once; it pressed closer tu bim as he ran and jumped 
exulting into his bed. 

“Listen to usl” it said. “ListenI We have come to tell 
you the story we told you about. You remember? Lie 
down. Shut your eyes, now—you will no longer see 
much—in this white darkness who could see, or want 
to see? We will take the place of everything. . . . 
Listen—” 

A beautiful varying dance of snow began at the front 
of the room, came forward and then retreated, flattened 
out toward the floor, then rose fountain-like to the 
ceiling, swayed, recruited itself from a new stream of 
flakes which poured laughing in through the humming 
window, advanced again, lifted long white arms. It 
said peace, it said remoteness, it said cold—it said— 

But then a gash of horrible light fell brutally across 
the room from the opening door—the snow drew back 
hissing—something alien had come into the room- 
something hostile. This thing rushed at him, clutched 
at him, shook him—and he was not merely horrified, he 
was filled with such a loathing as he had never known. 
What was this? this cruel disturbance? this act of anger 
and hate? It was as if he had to reach up a hand toward 
another world for any understanding of it—an effort of 
which he was only barely capable. But of that other 
world he still remembered just enough to know y^e 
exorcising words. They tore themselves from his other 
life suddenly— 

“Mother! Mother! Go away! I hate you!” 

And with that effort, everything was solved, every¬ 
thing became all right: the seamless hiss advanced once 
more, the long white wavering lines rose and fell like 
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enormous whispering sea-waves, the whisper becoming 
louder, the laughter more numerous. 

“Listenl” it said. “We’ll tell you the last, the most 
beautiful and secret story—shut your eyes—it is a very 
siiiall story—a story that gets smaller and smaller—it 
comes inward instead of opening like a flower—it is a 
flower becoming a seed—a little cold seed—do you hear? 
We are leaning closer to you 
I'he hiss was now becoming a roar—the whole world 
was a vast moving screen of snow—but even now it said 
peace, it said remoteness, it said cold, it said sleep. 
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Life was very hard for the Whipples. It was hard to feed 
all the hungry mouths, it was hard to keep the children 
in flannels during the winter, short as it was: “God 
knows what would become of us if we lived North,” 
they would say: keeping them decently clean was hard. 
“It looks like our luck won’t never let up on us,” said 
Mr. Whipple, but Mrs. Whipple was all for taking what 
was sent and calling it good, anyhow when the neigh¬ 
bors were in earshot. “Don't ever let a soul hear us 
complain,” she kept saying to her husband. She couldn’t 
stand to be pitied. “No, not if it comes to it that we have 
to live in a wagon and pick cotton around the country,” 
she said, “nobody’s gc'ng to get a chance to look down 
on us.” 

Mrs. Whipple loved her second son, the simple- 
minded one, better than she loved the other two chil¬ 
dren put together. She was forever saying so, and when 
she talked with certain of her neighbors she would even 
throw in her husband and her mother for good measure. 

“You needn’t keep on saying it around,” said Mr. 
Whipple; “you'll make people think nobody else has 
any feeling about Him but you.” 
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“It’s natural for a mother/' Mrs. Whipple would re¬ 
mind him. “You know yourself it’s more natural for a 
mother to be that way. People don't expect so much of 
fathers, some way.” 

I’his didn’t keep the neighbors from talking plainly 
among themselves. “A Lord’s puie mercy if He should 
die,” they said. "It’s the sins of the fathers,” they agreed 
.nnong themselves. "There's bad blof>d and bad doings 
somewhere, you can bet on that.” This behind the 
Whipples' backs. To their faces everybody said, “He’s 
not so bad off. He’ll be all right yet. Look how He 
grows!” 

Mrs. Whipple hated to talk about it, she tried to keep 
iter mind oft it, but every time anybody set foot in the 
house, the subject always came up, and she had to talk 
about Him first, before she could get on to anything 
else. It .seemed to ease her mind. “I wouldn’t have any¬ 
thing happen to Him for all the world, but it just looks 
like I can’t keep Him out of mischief. He’s so strong 
and active, He’s always into everything; He was like 
that since He could walk. It’s actually funny sometimes, 
the way He can do anything: it’s laughable to see Him 
up to His tricks. Emly has more accidents; I’m forever 
tying up her bruises, and Adna can’t fall a foot without 
cracking a bone. But He can do anything and not get a 
scratch. The preacher .said such a nice thing once when 
he was here. He said, and I’ll remember it to my dying 
day, ‘The innocent walk with God—that’s why He 
don’t get hurt.' ” Whenever Mrs. Wliipple repeated 
these words, she always felt a warm pool spread in her 
breast, and the tears would fill her eyes, and then she 
could talk about something else. 

He did grow and He never got hurt. A plank blew 
off the chicken house and struck Him on the head and 
He never seemed to know it. He had learned a few 
words, and after this He forgot them. He didn’t whine 
for food as the other children did, but waited'until it 
was given Him; He ate squatting in the corner, smack- 
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ing and mumbling. Rolls of fat covered Him like an 
overcoat, and He could carry twice as much wood and 
water as Adna. Emly had a cold in the head most of the 
time—"she takes after me," said Mrs. Whipple—so in 
bad weather they gave her the extra blanket off His cot. 
He never seemed to mind ihr cold. 

Just the same, Mrs. Whipple’s life was a torment for 
fear something might happen to Him. He climbed the 
peach trees much better than Adna and went skittering 
along the branches like a monkey, just a regular mon¬ 
key. "Oh, Mrs. Whipple, you hadn’t ought to let Him 
do that. He’ll lose His balance sometime. He can’t 
rightly know what He’s doing.’’ 

Mrs. Whipple almost screamed out at the neighbor. 
“He does know what He’s doingl He’s as able as any 
other child! Come down out of there, you!’’ When He 
finally reached the ground she could hardly keep her 
hands off Him for acting like that before people, a grin 
all over His face and her worried sick about Him all 
the time. 

"It’s the neighbors,” said Mrs. Whipple to her hus¬ 
band. “Oh, I do mortally wish they would keep out of 
our business. I can’t afford to let Him do anything for 
fear they’ll come nosing around about it. Look at the 
bees, now. Adna can’t handle them, they sting him up 
so; I haven’t got time to do everything, and now I don’t 
dare let Him. But if He gets a sting He don’t really 
mind." 

“It's just because He ain’t got sense enough to be 
scared of anything,” said Mr. Whipple. 

"You ought to be ashamed of yourself," said Mrs. 
Whipple, “talking that way about your own child. 
Who’s to take up for Him if we don’t, I’d like to know? 
He sees a lot that goes on. He listens to things all the 
time. And anything I tell Him to do He does it. Don’t 
never let anybody hear you say such things. They’d 
think you favored the other children over Him.” 

"Well, now, I don't, and you know it, and what’s the 
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use of getting all worked up about it? You always think 
die worst of everything. Just let Him alone. He’ll get 
along somehow. He gets plenty to eat and wear, don't 
He?” Mr. Whipple suddenly felt tired out. “Anyhow, 
il can’t be helped now.” 

Mrs. Whipple felt tired too, she complained in a tired 
voice. “What's done can’t never be undone, I know 
that good as anybody; but He’s my child, and I'm not 
going to have people say anything. I'm sick of people 
coming around saying things all the time.” 

In the early fall Mrs. Whipple got a letter from her 
brother saying he and his wife and two children were 
coming over for a little visit next Sunday week. “Put 
the big pot in the little one,” he wrote at the end. Mrs. 
Whipple read this part out loud twice, she was so 
pleased. Her brother was a great one for saying tunny 
things. “We’ll just show him that's no joke,” she said; 
“we’ll just butcher one of the sucking pigs.” 

“It's a waste, and I don't hold with waste the way we 
are now,” said Mr. Whipple. “That pig'll be worth 
money by Christmas." 

“It’s a shame and a pity we can't have a decent meal's 
vittles once in a while when roy own family comes to see 
us,” said Mrs. Whipple. “I'd hate for his wife to go back 
and say there wasn't a thing in the house to eat. My, 
God, it’s better than buying up a great chance of meat 
in town. There’s where you’d spend the moneyl” 

“All right, do it yourself then,” said Mr. Whipple. 
“Christamighty, no wonder we can’t get ahead!” 

The question was how to get the little pig away from 
his ma, a great fighter, worse than a Jersey cow. Adna 
wouldn’t try it: “That sow’d rip my insides out all over 
the pen.” “All right, old fraidy,” said Mrs. Whipple, 
"He’s not scared. Watch Him do it.” And she laughed 
as though it was all a good joke and gave Him a little 
push towards the pen. He sneaked up and snatched the 
pig right away from the teat and galloped back and was 
over the fence with the sow raging at His heels. The 
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little black squirming thing was screeching like a baby 
in a tantrum, stiffening its back and stretching its 
mouth to the ears. Mrs. Whipple took the pig with her 
face stiff and sliced its throat with one stroke. When He 
saw the blood He gave a great jolting breath and ran 
away. “But He'll forget and ^^t plenty, just the same," 
thought Mrs. Whipple. Whenever she was thinking, 
her lips moved making words. "He’d eat it all if I didn't 
stop Him. He’d eat up every mouthful from the other 
two if I'd let Him." 

She felt badly about it. He was ten years old now and 
a third again as large as Adna, who was going on four¬ 
teen. “It's a shame, a shame,” she kept saying under her 
breath, “and Adna with so much brains!” 

She kept on feeling badly about all sorts of things. In 
the first place it was the man’s work to butcher; the 
sight of the pig scraped pink and naked made her sick. 
He was too fat and soft and pitiful-looking. It was sim¬ 
ply a shame the way things had to happen. By the time 
she had finished it up, she almost wished her brother 
would stay at home. 

Early Sunday morning Mrs. Whipple dropped every¬ 
thing to get Him all cleaned up. In an hour He was 
dirty again, with crawling under fences after a possum, 
and straddling along the rafters of the bam looking for 
eggs in the hayloft. "My Lord, look at you now after all 
my trying! And here’s Adna and Emly staying so quiet. 
I get tired trying to keep you decent. Get off that shirt 
and put on anothe’’, people will say I don’t half dress 
you!” And she boxed Him on the ears, hard. He blinked 
and blinked and rubbed His head, and His face hurt 
Mrs. Whipple's feelings. Her knees began to tremble, 
she had to sit down while she buttoned His shirt. “I’m 
just all gone before the day starts.” 

The brother came with his plump healthy wife and 
two great roaring hungry boys. They had a grand din¬ 
ner, with the pig roasted to a crackling in the middle of 
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the table, full of dressing, a pickled ]>each in his mouth 
and plenty of gravy foi the sweet potatoes. 

‘This looks like prosperity all right," said the 
brother; “you’re going to have to roll me home like I 
Vvas a barrel when I’m done." 

Everybody laughed out loud; it was fine to hear them 
laughing all at once around the table. Mrs. Whipple 
felt warm and good about it. “Oh, we’ve got six more 
of these; 1 say it’s as little as we can do when you come 
to see us so seldom.” 

He wouldn’t come into the dining room, and Mrs. 
W^hipplc passed it off very well. "He’s timider than my 
other two,” she said, “He’ll just have to get used to you. 
There isn't everybody He'll make up with; you know 
how it is with some children, even cousins,” Nobody 
said anything out of the way. 

"Just like my Alfy here,’’ said the brother’s wife. “I 
sometimes got to lick him to make him shake hands 
with his own grandmammy.” 

So that was over, and Mrs. Wdiipple loaded up a big 
plate for Him hrst, before everybody. "I always say He 
ain’t to be slighted, no marter who else goes without,” 
she said, and carried it to Him herself. 

“He ran chin Himself on the top of the door,” said 
Emly, helping along. 

“That’s fine, He's getting along fine,” said the 
brother. 

They went away after supper. Mrs. Wliipple rounded 
up the dishes, and sent the children to bed and sat down 
and unlaced her shoes. "You see?” she said to Mr. Whip¬ 
ple. "That’s the way my whole family is. Nice and con¬ 
siderate about everything. No out-of-the-way remarks— 
they have got refinement. I get awfully sick of people’s 
remarks. W'^asn’t that pig good?” 

Mr. Whipple said, “Yes, we’re out three hundred 
pounds of pork, that’s all. It’s easy to be polite when 
you come to eat. Who knows what they had irt their 
minds all along?" 
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"Yes, that’s like you,” said Mrs. Whipple. “I don’t 
expect anything else from you. You’ll be telling me next 
that my own brother will be saying around that we 
made Him eat in the kitchenl Oh, my Godl” she rocked 
her head in her hands, ? hard pain started in the very 
middle of her forehead. "Nov^ i^’s all spoiled, and every¬ 
thing was so nice and easy. All right, you don't like them 
and you never did~all right, they’ll not come here again 
soon, never you mindl But they can’t say He wasn’t 
dressed every lick as good as Adna—oh, honest, some¬ 
times I wish I was dead!” 

"I wish you’d let up,” said Mr. Whipple. "It’s bad 
enough as it is.” 

It was a hard winter. It seemed to Mrs. Whipple that 
they hadn’t ever known anything but hard times, and 
now to cap it all a winter like this. The crops were 
about half of what they had a right to expect; after the 
cotton was in it didn’t do much more than cover the 
grocery bill. They swapped off one of the plow horses, 
and got cheated, for the new one died of the heaves. 
Mrs. Whipple kept thinking all the time it was terrible 
to have a man you couldn't depend on not to get 
cheated. They cut down on everything, but Mrs. Whip¬ 
ple kept saying there are things you can’t cut down on, 
and they cost money. It took a lot of warm clothes for 
Adna and Emly, who walked four miles to school dur¬ 
ing the three-months session. "He sets around the fire a 
lot, He won’t neec so much,” said Mr. Whipple. "That’s 
so,” said Mrs. Whipple, "and when He does the out¬ 
door chores He can wear your tarpaullion coat. I can’t 
do no better, that’s all.” 

In February He was taken sick, and lay curled up 
under His blanket looking very blue in the face and 
acting as if He would choke. Mr. and Mrs. Whipple 
did everything they could for Him for two days, and 
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then they were scared and sent for the doctor. The doc¬ 
tor told them they must keep Him warm and give Him 
plenty of milk and eggs. “He isn’t as stout as He looks. 
I’m afraid,” said the doctor. “You’ve got to watch them 
when they're like that. You must put more cover onto 
Him, too.” 

“1 just took off His big blanket to wash,” said Mrs. 
Whipple, ashamed. “I can't stand dirt.” 

“Well, you'd better put it back on the minute it’s 
diy.” said the doctor, “or He'll have pneumonia.” 

Mr. and Mrs. Whipple took a blanket off their own 
bed and put His cot in by the fire. “They can’t say we 
didn’t do everything for Him,” she said, “even to sleep¬ 
ing cold ourselves on His account.” 

When the winter broke He seemed to be well again, 
but He walked as if His feet hurt Him. He was able to 
run a cotton planter during the season. 

“I got it all fixed up with Jim Ferguson about breed¬ 
ing the cow next time,” said Mr. Whipple. “I’ll pasture 
the bull this summer and give Jim some fodder in the 
fall. That's better than paying out money when you 
haven’t got it.” 

“I hope you didn’t say such a thing before Jim Fer¬ 
guson,” said Mrs. Whipple. “You oughtn’t to let him 
know we’re so down as all that.” 

“Godamighty, that ain’t saying we're down. A man is 
got to look ahead sometimes. He can lead tlie bull over 
today. I need Adna on the place.” 

At first Mrs. Whipple felt easy in her mind about 
sending Him for the bull. Adna was too jumpy and 
couldn’t be trusted. You’ve got to be steady around ani¬ 
mals. After He was gone she started thinking, and after 
a while she could hardly bear it any longer. She stood in 
the lane and watched for Him. It was nearly three miles 
to go and a hot day, but He oughtn’t to be so long 

about it. She shaded her eves and stared until colored 

/ 

bubbles floated in her eyeballs. It was just like every- 
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thing else in life, she must always worry and never 
know a moment’s peace about anything. After a long 
time she saw Him turn into the side lane, limping. He 
came on very slowly, leading the big hulk of an animal 
by a ring in the nose, twirhng a little stick in His hand, 
never looking back or sidewa)" but coming on like a 
sleepwalker with His eyes half shuv. 

Mrs. Whipple was scared sick of bulls; she had heard 
awful stories about how they followed on quietly 
enough, and then suddenly pitched on with a bellow 
and pawed and gored a body to pieces. Any second now 
that black monster would come down on Him; my God, 
He’d never have sense enough to run. 

She mustn't make a sound nor a move; she mustn't 
get the bull started. The bull heaved his head aside 
and horned the air at a fly. Her voice burst out of her 
in a shriek, and she screamed at Him to come on, for 
God’s sake. He didn’t seem to hear her clamor, but kept 
on twirling His switch and limping on, and the bull 
lumbered along behind him as gently as a calf. Mrs. 
Whipple stopped calling and ran towards the house, 
praying under her breath: “Lord, don’t let anything 
happen to Him. Lord, you know people will say we 
oughtn't to have sent Him. You know they’ll say we 
didn't take care of Him. Oh, get Him home, safe home, 
safe home, and I’ll look out for Him betterl Amen.'' 

She watched from the window while He led the beast 
in, and tied hin* up in the barn. It was no use trying to 
keep up, Mrs. Whipple couldn’t bear another thing. 
She sat down and rocked and cried with her apron over 
her head. 

From year to year the Whipples were growing poorer. 
The place just seemed to run down of itself, no matter 
how hard they worked. “We’re losing our hold,’’ said 
Mrs. Whipple. “Why can’t we do like other people and 
watch for our best chances? They’ll be calling us poor 
white trash next." 
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"When I get to be sixteen I’m going to leave,’’ said 
Adna. "I’m going to get a job in Powell’s grocery store. 
There’s money in that. No more farm for me." 

"I'm going to be a school-teacher,” said Emly. "But 
I’ve got to finish the eighth grade, anyhow. Then I can 
live in town. I don’t see any chances here.’’ 

"Emly takes after my family," said Mrs, Whipple. 
“Ambitious every last one of them, and they don’t take 
second place for anybody.” 

When fall came Emly got a chance to wait on table 
in the railroad eating-house in the town near-by, and 
it seemed such a shame not to take it when the wages 
were good and she could get her food too, that Mrs. 
Whipple decided to let her take it, and not bother with 
school until the next session. "You’ve got plenty of 
time,” she said. "You’re young and smart as a whip.” 

With Adna gone too, Mr. Whipple tried to run the 
farm with just Him to help. He seemed to get along 
fine, doing His work and part of Adna’s without notic¬ 
ing it. They did well enough until Christmas time, 
when one morning He slipped on the ice coming up 
from the barn. Instead of getting up He thrashed round 
and round, and when Mr. Whipple got to Him, He was 
having some sort of fit. 

They brought Him inside and tried to make Him sit 
up, but He blubbered and rolled, so they put Him to 
bed and Mr. Whipple rode to town for the doctor. All 
the way there and back he worried about where the 
money was to come from; it sure did look like he had 
about all the troubles he could carry. 

From then on He stayed in bed. His legs swelled up 
double their size, and the fits kept coming back. After 
four months, the doctor said, "It’s no use, I think you’d 
better put Him in the County Home for treatment 
right away. I’ll see about it for you. He’ll have good 
care there and be off your hands.” 

"We don't begrudge Him any care, and I won’t let 
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Him out of my sight,” said Mrs. Whipple. "I won’t 
have it said I sent my sick child off among strangers.” 

“I know how you feel,” said the doctor. “You can’t 
tell me anything about that, Mrs. Whipple. I’ve got a 
boy of my own. But you’d better listen to me. 1 can’t do 
anything more for Him, that’s the truth.” 

Mr. and Mrs. Whipple talked it over a long time that 
night after they went to utH “It’s just charity,” said 
Mrs. Whipple, “that’s what we'.** come to, charity! I 
certainly never looked for this.” 

“We pay taxes to help support the place just like 
everybody else,” said Mr. Whipple, “and I don’t call 
that taking charity. I think it would be fine to have Him 
where He’d get the best of everything . . . and besides, 
I can’t keep up with these doctor bills any longer.” 

“Maybe that’s why the doctor wants us to send Him 
—he's scared he won’t get his money,” said Mis. Whip¬ 
ple. 

“Don’t talk like that,” said Mr. Whipple, feeling 
pretty sick, “or we won’t be able to send Him.” 

“Oh, but we won’t keep Him there long,” said Mis, 
Whipple. “Soon’s He’s better, we’ll bring Him right 
back home.” 

“The doctor has told you and told you time and again 
He can’t ever get better, and you might as well stop 
talking,” said Mr. Whipple. 

“Doctors don’t know everything,” said Mrs. Whipple, 
feeling almost happy. “But anyhow, in the summer 
Emly can come home for a vacation, and Adna can get 
down for Sundays: we’ll all work together and get on 
our feet again, and the children will feel they’ve got a 
place to come to,” 

All at once she saw it full summer again, with the 
garden going fine, and new white roller shades up all 
over the house, and Adna and Emly home, so full of 
life, all of them happy together. Oh, it could happen, 
things would eas' up on them. 
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They didn't talk before Him much, but they never 
knew just how much He understood. Finally the doctor 
set the day, and a neighbor who owned a double-seated 
carryall offered to drive them over. The hospital would 
have sent an ambulance, but Mrs. Whipple couldn’t 
stand to see Him going away looking so sick as all that. 
They wrapped Him in blankets, and the neighbor and 
Mr. Whipple lifted Him into the back seat of the 
carryall beside Mrs. Whipple, who had on her black 
shirtwaist. She couldn’t stand to go looking like charity. 

“You'll be all right, I guess I’ll stay behind,’’ said 
Mr. Whipple. “It don’t look like everybody ought to 
leave the place at once.’’ 

“Besides, it ain’t as if He was going to stay forever,” 
said Mrs. Whipple to the neighbor. “This is only for a 
little while.” 

They started away, Mrs. Whipple holding to the 
edges of the blankets to keep Him from sagging side¬ 
ways. He sat there blinking and blinking. He worked 
His hands out and began rubbing His nose with His 
knuckles, and then with the end of the blanket. Mrs. 
Whipple couldn’t believe what she saw; He was scrub¬ 
bing away big tears that rolled out of the comers of His 
eyes. He sniveled and made a gulping noise. Mrs. Whip¬ 
ple kept saying, "Oh, honey, you don’t feel so bad, do 
you? You don’t feel so bad, do you?” for He seemed to be 
accusing her of something. Maybe He remembered that 
time she boxed His ears, maybe He had been scared that 
day with the bull, maybe He had slept cold and couldn’t 
tell her about it; maybe He knew they were sending 
Him away for good and all becau.se they were too poor 
to keep Him. Whatever it was, Mrs. Whipple couldn’t 
bear to think of it. She began to cry, frightfully, and 
wrapped her arms tight around Him. His head rolled on 
her shoulder: she had loved Him as much as she possibly 
could, there were Adna and Emly who had to be 
thought of too, there was nothing she could do to make 
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Up to Him for His life. Oh, what a mortal pity He was 
ever born. 

They came in sight of the hospital, with the neighbor 
driving very fast, not daring to look behind him. 



THE CATBIRD SEAT 

James Thurber 

1891 - 1911 


Mr. Martin bought the pack of Camels on Monday 
night in the most crowded cigar store on Broadway. It 
was theatre time and seven or eight men were buying 
cigarettes. The clerk didn’t even glance at Mr. Martin, 
who put the pack in his overcoat pocket and went out. 
It any of the staff at F & S had seen him buy the ciga¬ 
rettes, they would have been astonished, for it was gen¬ 
erally known that Mr. Martin did not smoke, and never 
had. No one saw him. 

It was just a week to the day since Mr. Martin had 
decided to rub out Mrs. Ulgine Barrows. The term 
"rub out" pleased him because it suggested nothing 
more than the correction of an error—in this case an 
error of Mr. Fitweiler. Mr. Martin had spent each night 
of the past week working out his plan and examining 
it. As he walked home now he went over it again. For 
the hundredth time he resented the element of impre¬ 
cision, the margin of guesswork that entered into the 
business. The project as he had worked it out was 
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casual and bold, the risks were considerable. Some¬ 
thing might go wrong anywhere along the line. And 
therein lay the cunning of his scheme. No one would 
ever see in it the cautious, painstaking hand of Erwin 
Martin, head of the filing department at F & S, of whom 
Mr. Fitweiler had once said, "Man is fallible but Mar¬ 
tin isn’t.’’ No one would his hand, that is, unless it 
were caught in the act. 

Sitting in his apartment, drinking a glass of milk, 
Mr. Martin reviewed his case against Mrs. Ulgine Bar- 
rows, as he had every night for seven nights. He began 
at the beginning. Her cjuacking voice and braying 
laugh had first profaned the halls of F 8c S on March 7, 
1941 (Mr. Martin had a head tor dates). Old Roberts, 
the [leisonnel chief, had introduced her as the newly 
appointed special adviser to the president of the firm, 
Mr. Fitweiler. Fhe woman had appalled Mr. Martin 
instantly, but he hadn’t shown it. He had given her his 
dry hand, a look of studious concentration, and a faint 
smile. “Well,” she had said, looking at the papers on 
his desk, “are you lifting the oxcait out of the ditch?’" 
As Mr. Martin recalled that moment, over his milk, he 
scjuirrned slightly. He must keep his mind on her crimes 
as a special adviser, not on her peccadillos as a person¬ 
ality. This he found difficult to do, in spite of entering 
an objection and sustaining it. The faults of the woman 
as a woman kept chattering on in bis mind like an un¬ 
ruly witness. She had, for almost two years now, baited 
him. In the halls, in the elevator, even in his own office, 
into which she romped now and then like a circus horse, 
she was constantly shouting these silly cjuestions at 
him. “Are ytni lifting the oxcart out of the ditch? Are 
you tearing up the pea patch? Arc you hollering down 
the rain ban el? Are you scraping around the bottom cjf 
the pickle barrel? .4re you sitting in the catbird seat?” 

It was joey Hart, one of Mr. Martin’s two assistants, 
who had explained what the gibberish meant, “She 
must be a Dodger fan,” he had said. “Red Barber an- 
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nounces the Dodger games over the radio and uses 
(h<;be expressions—picked ’em up down South.” Joey 
h id gone on to explain one or two. ‘‘Tearing up the pea 
u,itch” meant going on a rampage; “sitting in the cat- 
biid seat” meant sitting pretty, like a batter with three 
halls and no strikes on him. Mr. Martin dismissed all 
this with an effort. It had been annoying, it had driven 
him near to distraction, but he was too solid a man to 
be moved to murder by anything so childish. It was 
fortunate, he reflected as he passed on to the important 
charges against Mrs. Barrows, that he had stood up 
muler it so well. He had maintained always an outward 
iippearance of polite tolerance. "Why, 1 even believe 
you like the woman," Miss Paird, his other assistant, had 
(mrc said to him. He had simply smiled. 

A gavel rapped in Mr. Martin’s mind and the case 
proper was resumed. Mrs. Ulgine Barrows stood 
charged with willful, blatant, and persistent attempts 
to destroy the efficiency and system of F S. It was com¬ 
petent, material, and relevant to review her advent and 
lise to power. Mr. Marlin had got the story from Miss 
J'aird, who seemed always able to find things out. Ac¬ 
cording to her, Mrs. Barrows had met Mr. Fiiweiler at 
a party, where she had rescued him from the embraces 
of a powerfully built drunken man who had mistaken 
the president of F & S for a famous retired Middle West¬ 
ern football coach. She had led him to a sofa and some¬ 
how worked upon him a monstrous magic. The aging 
gentleman had jumped to the condusion there and 
then that this was a woman of singular attainments, 
ecjuippcd to bring out the best in him and in the firm. 
A week later he had introduced her into F & .S as his 
special adviser. On that day confusion got its foot in the 
iloor. After Miss I'yson, Mr. Brundage, and Mr. Bartlett 
had been fired and Mr. Mun.son hacl taken his hat and 
stalked out, mailing in his resignation later, old Roberts 
had been emboldened to speak to Mr. Fitweiler. He 
mentioned that Mr. Munson’s department had been 
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“a little disrupted” and hadn’t they perhaps better re¬ 
sume the old system there? Mr. Fitweiler had said cer¬ 
tainly not. He had the greatest faith in Mrs. Barrows’ 
ideas. “They require a little seasoning, a little season- 
ing, is all,” he had added. Mr. Roberts had given it up. 
Mr. Martin reviewed in detail all the changes wrought 
by Mrs. Barrows. She haH begun chipping at the cor¬ 
nices of the firm's edifice and t>ow she was swinging at 
the foundation stones with a pickaxe. 

Mr. Martin came now, in his summing up, to the 
afternoon of Monday, November 2, 1942—just one week 
ago. On that day, at 3 p.m., Mrs. Barrows had bounced 
into his office. “Bool” she had yelled. "Are you scraping 
around the bottom of the pickle barrel?” Mr. Martin 
had looked at her from under his green eyeshade, say¬ 
ing nothing. .She had begun to wander about the office, 
taking it in witli her great, popping eyes. “Do you really 
need all these filing cabinets?” she had demanded sud¬ 
denly. Mr. Martin’s heart had jumped. “Each of these 
flics,” he had said, keeping his voice even, “plays an 
indispensable part in the system of F & S.” She had 
brayed at him, “Well, don’t tear up the pea patch!” and 
gone to the door. From there she had bawled, “But you 
sure have got a lot of fine scrap in here!” Mr. Martin 
could no longer doubt that the finger was on his be¬ 
loved department. Her pickaxe was on the upswing, 
poised for the first blow. It had not come yet; he had 
received no blue memo from the enchanted Mr. Fit¬ 
weiler bearing nonsensical instructions deriving from 
the obscene w<»man. But there was no doubt in Mr. 
Martin’s mind that one would be forthcoming. He 
must act quickly. Already a precious week had gone by. 
Mr. Martin stood up in his living room, still holding his 
milk glass. “Gentlemen of the jury,” he said to himself, 
“I demand the death penalty for this horrible person.” 

The next day Mr. Martin followed his routine, as 
usual. He polished his glasses more often and once 
sharpened an already sharp pencil, but not even Miss 
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P,iird noticed. Only once did he catch sight of his victim; 
she swept past him in the hall with a patronizing “flil” 
Ar five-thirty he walked home, as usual, and had a glass 
ot milk, as usual. He had never drunk anything stronger 
in his life—unless you could count ginger ale. The late 
S.tm Schlosser, the S of F fe S, had praised Mr. Martin 
at a staff meeting several years before for his temperate 
Ji (hits. “Our most efficient worker neither drinks nor 
smokes," he had said. “The results speak for fhem- 
i* ives.” Mr. FitweiJer had sat by, nodding approval. 

Mr. Martin was still thinking about that red-letter 
day as he walked over to the Schrafft’s on Fifth Avenue 
/lear Forty-Sixth Street. He got there, as he always did, 
at eight o’clock. He finished his dinner and the financial 
page of the Sun at a quarter to nine, as he always did. 
It was his custom after dinner to take a walk. This time 
he walked down Fifth Avenue at a casual pace. His 
gloved hands felt moist and warm, his forehead cold. 
He transferred the Camels from hi.s overcoat to a jacket 
pocket. He wc^ndered, as he did so, it they did not rep¬ 
resent an unnecessary note of strain. Mrs. Barrows 
smoked only Luckies. It v,^as his idea to puff a few puffs 
on a Camel (after the rubbing-out), stub it out in the 
ashtray holding her lipstick-stained Luckies, and thus 
drag a small red herring across the trail. Perhaps it was 
not a good idea. It would take time. He might even 
choke, tex) loudly. 

Mr. Martin had never seen the house on West 
Twelfth Street where Mrs. Barrows lived, but he had a 
clear enough picture of it. Fortunately, she had bragged 
to everybody about her ducky first-Hoor apartment itf 
the perfectly darling three-story red-brick. There would 
be no doorman or other attendants; just the tenants of 
the second and third floors. As he walked along. Mr. 
Martin realized that he would get there before nirte- 
thirty. He had considered walking north on Fifth Ave¬ 
nue from Schrafft’s to a point from which it would take 
him until ten o’clock to reach the house. At that hour 
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people were less likely to be coming in or going out 
But the procedure would have made an awkward loop 
in the straight thread of his casualness, and he had aban- 
doned it. It was impossible to figure when people would 
be entering or leaving the house, anyway. There was a 
great risk at any hour. If he ran into anybody, he would 
simply have to place the rubbing-out of Ulgine Bar- 
rows in the inactive file forever The same thing would 
hold true if there were someone in her apartment. In 
that case he would just say that he had been passing by, 
recognized her charming house, and thought to drop in. 

It was eighteen minutes after nine when Mr. Martin 
turned into Twelfth Street. A man passed him, and a 
man and a woman, talking. There was no one within 
fifty paces when he came to the house, halfway down the 
block. He was up the steps and in the small vestibule 
in no time, pressing the bell under the card that said 
“Mrs. Ulgine Barrows.” When the clicking in the lock 
started, he jumped forward against the door. He got 
inside fast, closing the door behind him. A bulb in a 
lantern hung from the hall ceiling on a chain seemed 
to give a monstrously bright light. There was nobody 
on the stair, which went up ahead of him along the left 
wall. A door opened down the hall in the wall on the 
right. He went toward it swiftly, on tiptoe. 

“Well, for God’s sake, look who’s here!” bawled Mrs. 
Barrows, and her braying laugh rang out like the re¬ 
port of a shotgun. He rushed past her like a football 
tackle, bumping her. “Hey, quit shoving!” she said, 
closing the door behind them. They were in her living 
room, which seemed to Mr. Martin to be lighted by a 
hundred lamps. “What’s after you?” she said. “You’re 
as jumpy as a goat.” He found he was unable to speak. 
His heart was wheezing in his throat. "I—yes,” he finally 
brought out. She was jabbering and laughing as she 
started to help him off with his coat. “No, no,” he said. 
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’ i’il put it here.” He took it off and put it on a chair 
fivar the door. “Your hat and gloves, too,” sh-' said. 
“You're in a lady's house.” He put his hat on top of the 
coat. Mrs. Barrows seemed larger than he had thought, 
fie kept his gloves on. ”I was passing by,” he said. “1 
n tognized—is there anyone here?” She laughed louder 
th in ever. "No,” she said, "we’re all alone. You’re as 
’ivhite as a sheet, you funny man. WhateA^'er has come 
over you? I’ll mix you a toddy.” She started toward a 
door across the room. "Scotch-and-soda be all right? But 
say, you don’t drink, do you?” She turned and gave him 
her amused look. Mr. Martin pulled himself together. 
"Scotch-and-soda will be all right,” he heard himself 
say. He could hear her laughing in the kitchen. 

Mr. Martin looked ciuickly around the living room 
for the weapon. He had counted on finding one there. 
I here were andirons and a poker and something in a 
corner that looked like an Indian club. None of them 
v/ould do. It couldn’t be that way. He began to pace 
around. He came to a desk. On it lay a metal paper 
V.nife with an ornate handle. Would it be sharp enough? 
He reached for it and knocked over a small brass jar. 
Stamps spilled out of it and it fell to the floor with a 
clatter. "Hey,” Mrs. Barrows yelled from the kitchen, 
"are you tearing up the pea patch?” Mr. Martin gave a 
sirange laugh. Picking up the knife, he tried its point 
against his left Avrist. It was blunt. It wouldn’t do. 

When Mrs. Barrows reappeared, carrying two high¬ 
balls, Mr. Martin, standing there v/ith his gloves on, be¬ 
came acutely conscious of the fantasy he had Avronght. 
Cigarettes in his pocket, a drink prepared for him—it 
was all too grossly improbable. It was more than that; 
it was impossible. Somewhere in the back of his mind 
a vague idea stirred, sprouted. “For heaven’s sake, take 
off those gloves,” said Mrs. Barrows. “I always wear 
them in the house,” said Mr. Martin. The idea began 
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to bloom, strange and wonderful. She put the glasses on 
a coffee table in front of a sofa and sat on the sofa. 
“Come over here, you odd little man,” she said. Mr. 
Martin went over and sat beside her. It was difficult get¬ 
ting a cigarette out of the pack of Camels, but he man¬ 
aged it. She held a match for him, laughing. “Well," she 
said, handing him his drink, “this is perfectly marvel¬ 
ous. You with a drink and r cigarette.^' 

Mr. Martin puffed, not too awkwardly, and took a 
gulp of the highball. “I drink and sUi^oke all the time,” 
he said. He clinked his ^lass against hers. “Here’s nuts 
to that old windbag, Fitweiler,” he said, and gulped 
again. The stuff tasted awful, but he made no grimace. 
“Really, Mr. Martin,” she said, her voice and posture 
changing, “you are insulting our employer.” Mrs. Bar- 
rows was now all special adviser to the president. “I 
am preparing a bomb,” said Mr. Martin, “which will 
blow the old goat higher than hell.” He had only had a 
little of the drink, which was not strong. It couldn’t 
be that. “Do you take dope or something?” Mrs. Bar- 
rows asked coldly. “Heroin,” said Mr. Martin. “I'll be 
coked to the gills when I bump that old buzzard off.” 
“Mr. Martini” she shouted, getting to her feet. "That 
will be all of that. You must go at once.” Mr. Martin 
took another swallow of his drink. He tapped his ciga¬ 
rette out in the ashtray and put the pack of Camels on 
the coffee table. Then he got up. She stood glaring at 
him. He walked over and put on his hat and coat. “Not 
a word about this,” he said, and laid an index finger 
against his lips. All Mrs. Barrows could bring out was 
“Reallyl” Mr. Martin put his hand on the doorknob. 
"I’m sitting in the catbird seat,” he said. He stuck his 
tongue out at her and left. Nobody saw him go. 

Mr. Martin got to his apartment, walking, well be¬ 
fore eleven. No one saw him go in. He had two glasses 
of milk after brushing his teeth, and he felt elated. It 
wasn't tipsiness; because he hadn't been tipsy. Anyway, 
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the walk had worn off all effects of the whiskey. He got 
in bed and read a magazine for a while. He was asleep 
before midnight 

Mr. Martin got to the office at eight-thirty the next 
morning, as usual. At a quarter to nine, Ulgine Bar- 
rows, who had never before arrived at work betore ten, 
swept into his office. “I'm reporting to Mr. Fitweiler 
nowl” she shouted. “If he turns you over to the police, 
it’s no more than you deservel” Mr. Martin gave her a 
look of shocked surprise. “I beg your pardon?” he said. 
Mrs. Barrows snorted and bounced out of the room, 
leaving Miss Paird and Joey Hart staring after her. 
“What’s the matter with that old devil now?” asked 
Miss Paird. “I have no idea,” said Mr. Martin, resum¬ 
ing his work. The other two looked at him and then at 
each other. Miss Paird got up and went out. She walked 
slowly past the closed door of Mr. Fitweiler’s office. 
Mrs. Barrows was yelling inside, but she was not bray¬ 
ing. Miss Paird could not hear what the woman was 
saying. She went back to her desk. 

Forty-five minutes later, Mrs. Barrows left the presi¬ 
dent’s office and went into her own, shutting the door. 
It v/asn’t until half an hour later that Mr. Fitweiler 
sent for Mr. Martin. The head of the filing department, 
neat, quiet, attentive, stood in front of the old man’s 
desk. Mr. Fitweiler was pale and nervous. He took his 
glasses oft and twiddled them. He made a small, bruff- 
ing sound in his throat. “Martin,” he said, “you have 
been with us more than twenty years.” “Twenty-two, 
sir," said Mr. Martin, “In that time,” pursued the pres¬ 
ident, “your work and your—uh—manner have been 
exemplary.” “1 trust so, sir,” said Mr. Martin. “I have 
understood, Martin,” said Mr. Fitweiler, “that you 
have never taken a drink oi smoked.” “That is correct, 
sir,” said Mr. Martin. “Ah, yes.” Mr. Fitweiler j)ol- 
ished his glasses. “You may describe what you did after 
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leaving the office yesterday, Martin,” he said. Mr. Mar¬ 
tin allowed less than a second for his bewildered pause. 
“Certainly, sir,” he said. “I walked home. Then I went 
to Schrafft’s for dinner. Afterward I walked home again. 
I went to bed early, sir, and read a magazine for a 
while. I was asleep before eleven." "Ah, yes,” said Mr. 
Fitweiler again. He was siJent for a moment, searching 
for the proper words to say to head of the filing de¬ 
partment. “Mrs. Barrows,” he said .‘’nally, "Mrs. Bar- 
rows has worked hard, Martin, very hard. It grieves me 
to report that she has suffered a severe breakdown. It 
has taken the form of a persecution complex accom¬ 
panied by distressing hallucinations.” “I am very sorry, 
sir,” said Mr. Martin. “Mrs. Barrows is under the de¬ 
lusion,” continued Mr. Fitweiler, “that you visited her 
last evening and behaved yourself in an—uh—unseemly 
manner.” He raised his hand to silence Mr. Martin's 
little pained outcry. “It is the nature of these psycho¬ 
logical diseases,” Mr. Fitweiler said, “to fix upon the 
least likely and most innocent party as the -uh—source 
of persecution. These matters are not for the lay mind 
to grasp, Martin. I’ve just had my psychiatrist. Doctor 
Fitch, on the phone. He would not, of course, commit 
himself, but he made enough generalizations to sub¬ 
stantiate my suspicions. I suggested to Mrs. Barrows, 
when she had completed her—uh—story to me this 
morning, that she visit Doctor Fitch, for I suspected a 
condition at once. She flew, I regret to say, into a rage, 
and demanded—uh—requested that I call you on the 
carpet. You may not know, Martin, but Mrs. Barrows 
had planned a reorganization of your department- 
subject to my approval, of course, subject to my ap¬ 
proval. This brought you, rather than anyone else, to 
her mind—but again that is a phenomenon for Doctor 
Fitch and not for us. So, Martin, I am afraid Mrs. Bar- 
rows’ usefulness here is at an end.” "I am dreadfully 
sorry, sir,” said Mr. Martin. 
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It was at this point that the door to the office blew 
open with the suddenness of a gas-main explosion and 
Mrs, Barrows catapulted through it, “Is the little rat 
denying it?” she screamed, “He can’t get away with 
that!” Mr. Martin got up and moved discreetly to a 
point beside Mr, Fitweiler’s chair, “You drank and 
smoked at my apartment,” she bawled at Mr. Martin, 
“and you know it! You called Mr, Fitweiler an old 
windbag and said you were going to blow him up when 
you got coked to the gills on your heroini” She stopped 
yelling to catch her breath and a new glint came into 
her popping eyes, “If you weren’t such a drab, ordinary 
little man,” she said, "I’d think you’d planned it all. 
Sticking your tongue out, saying you were sitting in 
the catbird seat, because you thought no one would 
believe me when I told itl My God, it’s really too per- 
fectl” She brayed loudly and hysterically, and the fury 
was on her again. She glared at Mr. Fitweiler. “Can’t 
you see how he has tricked us, you old fool? Can’t you 
see his little game?” But Mr. Fitweiler had been sur¬ 
reptitiously pressing all the buttons under the top of his 
desk and employees of F & S began pouring into the 
room. “Stockton,” said Mr. Fitweiler, “you and Fish- 
bein will take Mrs. Barrows to her home. Mrs. Powell, 
you will go with them.” Stockton, who had played a 
little football in high school, blocked Mrs. Barrows 
as she made for Mr. Martin. It took him and Fishbein 
together to force her out of the door into the hall, 
crowded with stenographers and office boys. She was 
still screaming imprecations at Mr. Martin, tangled 
and contradictory imprecations. The hubbub finally 
died down the corridor. 


n 


“I regret that this has happened,” said Mr. Fitweiler. 
I shall ask you to dismiss it from your mind. Martin.” 
Yes, sir,” said Mr. Martin, anticipating his chief’s 


“That will be all” by moving to the door. “I will dis 


miss it.” He went out and shut the door, and his step 
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was light and quick in the hall. When he entered his 
department he had slowed down to his customary gait, 
and he walked quietly across the room to the W20 file, 
wearing a look ot studious concentration. 



THE LITTLE WIFE 

William March 

1894 -1915 


Joe Hinckley selected a seat on the shady side of the 
train and carefully stowed away his traveling bag and 
his heavy, black catalogue case. It was unusually hot 
for early June. Outside the heat waves shimmered and 
danced above the hot slag roadbed and the muddy river 
that ran by the station was low between its red banks. 
“If it’s as hot as this in June, it sure will be awful in 
August,” he thought. He looked at his watch: 2.28—the 
train was five minutes late in getting out. If he had 
known the 2.23 was going to be late he might have had 
time to pack his sample trunk and get it to the station, 
but he couldn’t have anticipated that, of course. He 
had had so little time after ^tting that telegram from 
Mrs. Thompkins: barely time to pack his bag and 
check out of the hotel. Joe loosened his belt and 
swabbed his neck with a limp handkerchief. "It don’t 
matter so much about the trunk,” he thought; “one of 
the boys at the hotel can express it to me, or I can pick 
it up on my way back." 

Joe noticed that one end of his catalogue case pro¬ 
truded slightly. With his foot he shoved it farther under 
the seat. It was a battered, black case, made strongly to 
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withstand constant traveling, and re-enforced at its 
corners with heavy copper cleats. One of the handles 
had been broken and mended with newer leather. On 
the front of the case there had once been stamped in 
gilt the firm name of Boykin & Rosen, Wholesale Hard¬ 
ware, Chattanooga, Tenn., but time had long since 
worn away the gold lettering. 

The telegram had upset jo: ■ it had come so suddenly, 
so unexpectedly. He felt vaguely ♦hat somebody was 
playing a joke on him. He felt confused and helpless. 
It was difficult to believe that Bessie was so desperately 
sick. He sat for a time staring at his finger nails. Sud¬ 
denly he remembered an appointment at four o’clock 
with the buyer for Snowdoun and Sims and he rose 
quickly from his seat with some dim idea of telephon¬ 
ing or sending a message to explain his absence. Then 
he realized that the train was already in motion. “I’ll 
write him a letter when I get to Mobile,” said Joe to 
himself; “he'll understand all right when I explain 
the circumstances. He won't blame me for breaking 
that date when I tell him about my v/ife being so sick.” 
He sat down heavily in his seat and again looked at his 
hands. 

Ahead of him two young girls were leaning out of 
the window and waving to their friends. 'I heir eyes 
were shining and their cheeks were flushed and they 
were laughing with excitement at the prospect of going 
away. 

Across the aisle sat a gaunt farm-woman. Her red- 
veined eyes protruded. Her neck was swollen with a 
goiter. In her arms she held a bouquet of red crepe- 
myrtle which was aheady wilting in the heat. Beside her 
she had placed her straw suitcase and several bulky, 
paper-wrapped parcels. She gazed steadily out of the 
window as if afraid that someone would catch her eye 
and try to talk to her. 

It was very hoi in the coach. The small electric fan 
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at the end of the car droned and wheezed sleepily but 
succeeded only in stirring up the hot air. 

Joe took from his pocket the telegram that he had 
received from his mother-in-law and read it again: “J. 
G. Hinckley, American Hotel, Montgomery, Ala. Come 
home at once. Doctor says Bessie not expected live 
through day. Will wire again if necessary. It was a boy. 
Mother." 

Joe’s hands clenched suddenly and then relaxed. It 
had all happened so suddenly; he couldn't quite get it 
through his head, even yet. He had taken a buyer to 
lunch that day and they had laughed and talked and 
told each other stories. Then at two o’clock he had gone 
back to the hotel to freshen up and the clerk had 
reached in his box and taken out the key to his room 
and the telegram. The telegram had been waiting for 
him for two hours the clerk said. Joe read it through 
twice and then looked at the address to make sure that 
the message was really for him. He hadn’t understood. 
Bessie was getting along so nicely—she had had no trou¬ 
ble at all—and the baby wasn’t expected for a month. 
He had arranged his itinerary so that he would be with 
her when the baby was bom. They had gone over all 
that and had arranged everything. And now everything 
was upset. He thought: “I was out talking and laugh¬ 
ing with that buyer and the telegram was waiting here 
all the time.” That thought hurt him. He stood re¬ 
peating stupidly: "I was out laughing and telling 
smutty stories and that telegram was here all the time.” 

Joe leaned his head against the red plush of the seat. 
He felt numb and very tired. At first the signature 
"Mother” had puzzled him. He couldn’t understand 
what his mother would be doing in Mobile with Bes¬ 
sie; then he realized that it was Bessie’s mother who 
had sent the telegram. He had never thought of Bes¬ 
sie’s mother by any name except Mrs. Thompkins. 

When he had married Bessie her mother had come to 
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live with them as a matter of course. He was rather glad 
ot that arrangement; he was really fond of the old lady 
in an impersonal sort of way. Then, too, it was pleasant 
for Bessie to have someone with her while he was on 
the road. His work made it impossible for him to get 
home oftener than every other week-end, and many 
times it was difficult tor him to get home that often, 
but he had always managed tr> make it, one way or 
another. He couldn’t disappoint bes^ie, no matter what 
happened. 1 heir year ot married life had been the hap¬ 
piest that he had ever known. And Bessie had been 
happy too. Suddenly he had a clear picture of her ly¬ 
ing on their bed, her face white with suftering, and a 
quick panic grij)ped his heart. To reassure himself he 
whispered; “Those doctors don’t know everything. 
She’ll be all right. Mrs. Thompkins was just excited 
and frightened. Everything’s going to be all rightl’’ 

Ahead of him a white-haired old gentleman opened 
his bag and took out a traveling cap. He had some diffi¬ 
culty in fastening the catch while holding his straw' hat 
in his hand, but his wife, sitting with him, took the bag 
and fastened it at once. Then she took his hat and held 
it on her lap. The wife was reading a magazine. She 
did not look up from the magazine when she fastened 
the bag. 

Down the aisle came the Negro porter. He had a tele¬ 
gram in his hand. When he reached the center of the 
coach he stopped and called out: “'Felegram for Mr. 
T. G. Hinckleyl’’ Joe let him call the name three times 
before he claimed the message. The porter explained 
that the telegram had been delivered to the train by a 
messenger from the American Hotel just as the train 
was getting under way. joe gave the porter twenty-five 
cents for a tip and went back to his seat. 

The country woman looked up for an instant and 
then turned her eyes away. The young girls giggled 
and whispered and looked boldly at Joe, and the old 
gentleman, after settling his cap firmly on his head, took 
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a cigar from his case and went to the smoking room. 

|oe’s throat felt tight and he noticed that his hands 
’>/vtre shaking. He wanted to put his head on the win¬ 
dow-sill but he was afraid that people would think him 
Mck and try to talk to him. He placed the unopened 
telegram on the seat beside him and stared at it for a 
lung time. At last he re-read the first telegram very 
slowly. "It must be from Mrs. Thornpkins, all right,” 
Iv thought, "she said she’d wire again if—” Then he 
thought; "It may not be from Mrs. Thornpkins at all; 
it may be from somebody else; it may be from Boykin 

Rosen about that cancellation in Meridian. I'hat's 
who it’s from: it’s from the House, it’s not from Mrs. 
riiompkins at all!” He looked up quickly and saw 
that the two young girls had turned around and weie 
watching him, making laughing remarks to each other 
behind their hands. 

He arose from his seat feeling weak and slightly nau¬ 
seated, the unopened telegram in his hand. He passed 
through several coaches until he reached the end of 
the train and went out on the rear vestibule. He had 
a sudden wish to jump from the end of the train and 
run off into the woods, but a brakeman was there tink¬ 
ering with a red lantern and Joe realized that such an 
.ict w'cjuld look very strange. When the brakeman 
iookefl up and saw foe’s face he put down his lantern 
and asked: "Are you feeling all right, mister?” Joe 
said, “Yes, I’m feeling all right but it's a little hot, 
though.” Finally the brakeman finished his job and left 
and foe was very glad of that. He wanted to be alone. 
He didn’t want anybody around him. 

The rails clicked rhythmically and the wilted coun¬ 
try-side flew past. A little Negro girl ... in a patched 
pink dress . . . ran down to the track . . . and waved 
her hand. A lame old country man . . . plcnighing in 
his stumpy fielrl . . . pulled up his mangy mule ... to 
stare at the passing train. The rails clattered and 
clicked and the train flew over the hot slag roadbed. 
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“There’s no need of going so fast,” thought Joe, "we’\e 
got all the time in the world.” He felt sick. In the 
polished metal of the car he caught a distorted glimpse 
of his face. It was white and terrified. He thought; “No 
wonder that brakeman asked me how I was feeling.” 
Then he thought: “Do I look so bad that people cai. 
tell it?” That worried hhn He didn't want people it/ 
notice him or to talk to him. There was nothing that 
anybody could say, after all. 

He kept turning the telegram over in his hand thinV 
ing; “Tve got to open it now; I’ve got to open it ano 
read it.” Finally he said aloud: “It’s not truel I doii’f 
believe ill” He repeated these words a number oi 
times and then he said: “It’s from the House about that 
cancellation in Meridian -it isn’t from Mrs. Thomp^ 
kins at all.” He tore the unopened telegram into tiny 
bits and threw the pieces from the end of the train 
A wind fluttered and shimmered the yellow fragment': 
before they settled down lightly on the hard, hot road¬ 
bed. He thought: “They look like a cloud of yellow 
butterflies dancing and settling that way.” Immedi 
ately he felt better. He drew back his shoulders and 
sucked in lungfuls of the country air. "Everything’s ah 
right,” he said. “I’m going home to see the little wilf 
and everything’s all right.” He laughed happily. He 
felt like a man who has just escaped some terrible ca¬ 
lamity. When he could no longer see the scraps of paper 
on the track he went back to his seat humming a tune 
tie felt very gay and immensely relieved. 

Joe reached his seat just as the conductor came 
through the train. He nodded pleasantly as he gave 
up his ticket. 

“Don’t let anybody talk you out of a free ride,” he 
said. 

“No chance of that. Cap!” said the conductor. 

Joe laughed with ringing heartiness and the conduc¬ 
tor looked at him in surprise. 7’hen he laughed a little 
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himself. "You sure are in a good humor, con'^idering 
h«,'W hot it is," he said. 

"And why shouldn’t I be in a good humor?" asked 
|oe. "I’m going home to see the little wife.” Then he 
whispered, as if it were a great secret, "It's a hoy!” 

"That’s fine, that’s simply fine!” said the conductor. 
Jle put his papers and his tickets on the seat and shook 
Joe’s hand. Joe blushed and laughed again. As the con¬ 
ductor moved off he nudged Joe’s ribs and said: "Give 
niy regards to the madam.” 

"I sure will,” said Joe happily. 

Joe was sorry that the conductor couldn’t stay longer. 
Me felt an imperative need of talking to someone. He 
felt that he must talk about Bessie to someone. He 
looked around the car to see if he knew anybody on 
the train. The two young girls smiled at him. Joe under¬ 
stood perfectly; they were just two nice kids going on a 
trip. Either one, alone, would never think of smiling 
at a strange man but being together changed things all 
the way around. That made it an exciting adventure, 
something to be laughed over and discussed later with 
their friends. Joe decided that he would go over and 
talk to them. lie walked over casually and seated him¬ 
self. 

"Well, Vt?here are you young ladies going?” he asked. 

"Don't you think that you have a great deal of 
nerve?’” asked the black-eyed girl. 

"Sure I have. I wouldn’t be the best hardware sales¬ 
man on the road if I didn’t have a lot of nerve,” said 
Joe pleasantly. 

Both of the girls laughed at that and Joe knew that 
everything was all right. He decided that the blue-eyed 
girl was the prettier of the two but the black-eyed girl 
had more snap. 

"We’re getting off at Flomaton,” said the blue-eyed 
girl. 

“We've been in school in Montgomery,” said the 
black-eyed girl. 
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"We’re going home for the summer vacation.” 

"And we want the cock-eyed world to know we’re 
glad of iti” 

Joe looked at them gravely. "Don’t make a mistake, 
young ladies; get all the education you can. You’ll re¬ 
gret it later on if you don’t.” 

Both the girls started laughing. They put their arms 
around each other and laughed until tears came into 
their eyes. Joe laughed too although he wondered what 
the joke was. After a while the girls stopped laughing, 
but a sudden giggle from the blue-eyed girl set them 
off again, worse than before. 

"This is awfully silly!” said the black-eyed girl. 

"Please don’t tnink us rude,” gasped the blue-eyed 
girl. 

“What’s the joke?” asked Joe, who was really laugh¬ 
ing as much as either of the girls. 

"You sounded so-so—” explained the blue-eyed girl. 

"So damned fatherly!” finished the black-eyed girl. 

They went off into another whirlwind of mirth, 
laughing and hugging each other. The old lady across 
the aisle put down her magazine and started laughing 
too, but the woman with the goiter held her bouquet 
of crepe-myrtle rigidly and stared out of the window. 

Joe waited until the girls had exhausted themselves. 
Finally they wiped their eyes and opened their vanity 
cases to look at themselves in their miiTors and to re¬ 
powder their faces. He said: 

"Well, I guess I ought to sound fatherly: I just got 
a telegram saying that I was a parent for the first time.” 

That interested the young girls and they crowded 
him with questions; they wanted to know all about it. 
Joe felt very happy. As he started to talk he noticed 
that the old lady had been listening and that she had 
moved over in her seat in order to hear better. Joe felt 
friendly toward everybody: "Won’t you come over and 
join us?” he asked. 



The Little Wife 387 

*‘Yes, indeed,” said the old lady and Joe moved over 
and made a place for her. 

“Now tell us all about itl*' demanded the blue-eyed 
girl. 

“You must be very happy,” said the old lady. 

"1 sure am happy,” said Joe. Then he added: 
“d here’s not a whole lot to tell except that I got a 
o'legram from Mrs. Thompkins—Mrs. Thompkins is 
hiv mother-in-law—saying that Bessie had given birth 
iu a line boy and that both of them were doing just 
hne: the doctor said that he’d never seen anybody do 
so well before, but of course my wife wanted me to be 
with her and so I just dropped everything and here I 
am. You see Bessie and I have only been married for a 
vear. We’ve been very happy. The only bad thing is 
that I don’t get home very often, but it wouldn’t do to 
have everything perfect in the world, would it? She 
sure is the finest little wife a man ever had. She don't 
complain at all about my being away so much, but some 
day we hope to have things different.” 

“I’herc isn’t anything nicer than a baby,” said the 
blue-eyed girl. 

“What are you going to name him?” asked the old 
lady. 

“Well, Bessie wants to name him for me, but I can't 
see much sense in that. My first name’s Joe and I think 
that’s a little common, don’t you? But I’ll leave the 
naming part up to Bessie. She can name him anything 
she wants to. She sure has been a fine little wife to me.” 

foe started talking rapidly. He told in detail of the 
first time he had met Bessie. It had been in the home 
of Jack Barnes, one of the boys he had met on the road, 
and he had been invited over for dinner and a little 
stud poker later. Mrs. Barnes didn’t play poker so Bes¬ 
sie, who lived across the street, had been invited over 
to keep Mrs. Barnes company while the men played. 
He had liked Bessie at once and the boys had kidded 
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him about not keeping his mind on the game. He had 
never told anybody this before, but when the boys 
started kidding him he made up his mind not to look 
at Bessie again as he didn’t want her to think that he 
was fresh, but he couldn’t stop looking at her and every 
time he caught her eye she would smile in a sweet, 
friendly sort of way- Finally everybody noticed it and 
they started joking Bessie too, but she hadn’t minded 
at all. He had lost $14.50 that night, but he had met 
Bessie. You couldn’t call Bessie exactly beautiful but 
she was sweet and nice. Bessie was the sort of girl that 
any man would want to marry. 

He told of their courtship. He quoted whole para¬ 
graphs from letters that she had written to prove a 
particular point which he had brought up. Be.ssie 
hadn’t liked him especially, not right at first, at any 
rate; of course she had liked him as a friend from the 
first but not in any serious way. There were one or 
two other fellows hanging around, too. Bessie had a 
great deal of attention; she could have gone out every 
night with a different man if she had wanted to. Being 
on the road all the time had been pretty much of a 
disadvantage. He didn’t have an opportunity to see 
her often. Or maybe that was an advantage—anyway he 
wrote her every day. Then, finally, they had become 
engaged. She hadn’t even let him kiss her until then. 
He knew from the first that she would make a wonder¬ 
ful little wife but he was still puzzled why a girl as 
superior as Bessie would want to marry him. 

He talked on and on, rapidly—feverishly. He told 
how he had once d termined not to get married at all, 
but that was before he had met Bessie. She had changed 
all that. Two hours passed before he knew it. His audi¬ 
ence was getting bored, but Joe didn’t realize it. 

Finally the old gentleman with the cap came back 
from the smoking-room and his wife, glad of a chance 
to get away, made her excuses and went over to sit 
with him. Joe smiled and nodded, but paused only a 
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moment in his story. He was in the midst of a long de- 
stiiption of Mrs. Thorapkins. Mrs. Thompkins wasn’t 
at all like the comic supplement mofher-in-Iaw. Quite 
the contrary. He didn't see bow he and Bessie would 

t along without her. To show you the son of woman 
she really was, she always took his side in any dispute - 
nut that he and Bessie ever f|uarreled! Oh, nol But oc- 
f.foionally they had little friendly discussions like all 
other married couples and Mrs. Ihornpkins always 
took his side of the argument. That was unusual, wasn't 
t - joe talked and talked and talked, totally unron- 
M ions of the passing of time. 

Finally the train reached Flomaton and the porter 
cuue to help the girls off with their bags. They were 
veiy glad to get away. T hey were getting a little nerv'- 
oiis. There was something about Joe that they couldn’t 
understand. At first they had thought him just jolly 
and high spirited, but after a time they came to the 
conclusion that he must be a little drunk, or, possibly, 
slightly demented. For the past hour they had been 
nudging each other significantly. 

Joe helped them olf the train and on to the station 
platform. Just as the train pulled out the black-eyed 
girl wavi'd her hand and sairi: “Give my love to Bessie 
and the son and heir,” and the blue-eyed girl said; “Be 
sure and kiss the baby for me.” 

“I sure will,” said Joe. 

After the train hail passed the girls looked at each 
other for a moment. Then they started laughing. Fi¬ 
nally the black-eyed girl said: "Well, Bessie certainly 
has him roped and lied.” The blue eyed girl said: “Did 
you ever see anything like that in your life before?” 

Joe came into the coach again. “Just a couple of nice 
kids,” he thought to himself. He looked at his watch. 
It was 5.25. He was surprised. The time had passed 
very quickly. “It won’t be long now before I'm in Mo¬ 
bile,” he thought. 

He went back to his seat, but he was restless. He de- 
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cided that he would have a cigarette. He found three 
men in the smoker. One of them was an old man with 
' a tuft of gray whiskers. His face was yellow and sunken 
and blue veins stood out on his hands. He was chewing 
tobacco gravely and spitting into the brass cuspidor. 
The second man was large and flabby. When he 
laughed his eyes disappeared entirely and his fat belly 
shook. His finger nails were swollen and his underlip 
hung down in a petulant droop. jThe third man was 
dark and nervous looking. He had on his little finger 
a ring with a diamond much too large. 

They were telling jokes and laughing when Joe came 
in. Joe wanted to talk to them about Bessie, but he 
couldn't bring her name up in such an atmosphere. 
Suddenly he thought: “I was laughing and telling 
smutty stories with that buyer in Montgomery and the 
telegram was there all the time.” His face contracted 
with pain. He crushed the thought from his mind. 
Quickly he threw away his cigarette and went back to 
his seat. 

A bright-skinned waiter came through the train an¬ 
nouncing the first call for dinner. At first Joe thought 
that he would have his dinner on the train as that 
would break the monotony of the trip and help pass 
the time, but immediately he remembered that Mrs. 
Thompkins would have dinner for him at home—a spe¬ 
cially prepared dinner with all of the things that he 
liked. "I’ll wait until I get home,” thought Joe. "I 
wouldn’t disappoint Mrs. Thompkins and the little 
wife for the world after they went to all that trouble 
for me.” 

Again he felt that curious, compulsive need of talk¬ 
ing about Bessie to someone. He had a feeling that as 
long as he talked about her she would remain safe. He 
saw the old lady and her husband in their seat eating 
a lunch which they had brought and he decided to go 
over and talk with them. ‘‘Can I come over and talk 
to you folks?” asked Joe. 
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"Certainly, sir,” said the old gentleman with die cap. 
Then, in order to make conversation he said: "xVIy wife 
has been telling me that you are going home to see your - 
new son.” 

"7’hat’s right,” said Joe, “that's right.” He started 
Talking rapidly, hardly pausing for breath. The old 
lady looked at her husband reproachfully. “Now see 
v/hat you startedl” her glance seemed to say. 

foe talked of his weddiitg. It had been very quiet. 
Bcbsie was the sort of a girl who didn’t go in for a lot 
fji show. There had been present only a lew members 
ol the family and one or two close friends. George Or- 
nitt who traveled a line of rugs out of New York had 
tu'cri his best man. Be.ssie was afraid that someone 
would try to play a joke on them: something like tying 
sin cans to the automobile that was to take them to 
the station or marking their baggage wn'th chalk. But 
‘werything had gone off smoothly. 'I’lie Barneses had 
been at the wedding, of cemrse: he had met Bessie in 
their home and they were such close neighbors that 
they couldn’t overlook them, but almost nobody else 
outside the family was there. 

Then he told of the honeymoon they had spent in 
New Orleans; all the places they had visited (here and 
just what Bes.sie had thought and said about each one. 
He talked on and on and on. fie told ol the first weeks 
of their man ied life and how happy they were. He told 
what a splendid cook Bessie was and what an excel¬ 
lent housekeeper, how much she had loved the home 
he had bought for her and her delight when she knew' 
that she was going to have a baby. 

The old gentleman was staring at Joe in a pu7/.led 
manner. He was wondering if he iiadn’t better call the 
conductor as it was his private opinion that Joe had a 
shot of cocaine in him. The old lady had folded her 
hands like a martyr. She continued to look at her hus¬ 
band with an "l-told-you-sol” expression. 

Joe had lost all idea of time. He talked on and on. 
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rapidly, excitedly. He had got as far as Bessie’s plans 
for the child's education when the porter touched him 
on the arm and told him that they were pulling into 
the station at Mobile. He came to himself with a start 
and looked at his watch: 7.351 He didn’t believe it pos¬ 
sible that two hours had passed so quickly. 

“It sure has been a pleasure talking to you folks,” 
said Joe. 

“Oh, that’s all right,” said tlie man with the cap. 

Joe gave the porter a tip and stepped off the train 
jauntily. As he turned to pick up his bag he saw that 
the woman with the goiter was staring at him. He 
walked over to the window that framed her gaunt face. 
“Good-bye, lady; I hope you have a nice trip.” The 
woman answered: “The doctors said it wasn't no use 
operating on me. I waited too long.” “Well that's finel 
—That sure is finel” said Joe. He laughed gaily and 
waved his hand. He picked up his bag and his cata¬ 
logue case and followed the people through the gate. 
The woman with the goiter stared at him until he was 
out of sight. 

On the other side of the iron fence Joe saw Mrs. 
Thompkins. She was dressed in black and she wore a 
black veil. Joe went over to her briskly and Mrs. 
Thompkins put her arms around him and kissed him 
twice. “Poor Joel” she said. Then she looked at his smil¬ 
ing, excited face with amazement. Joe noticed that her 
eyes were red and swollen. 

“Didn’t you get my telegram?” she asked. Joe wrin¬ 
kled his brow in an effort to remember. Finally he said: 
“Oh, sure. I got it at the hotel.” 

“Did you get my second telegram?” insisted Mrs. 
Thompkins. 

She looked steadily into Joe’s eyes. A feeling of terror 
swept over him. He knew that he could no longer lie 
to himself. He could no longer keep Bessie alive by 
talking about hex. His face was suddenly twisted with 
pain and his jaw trembled like a child's. He leaned 
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against the iron fence for support and Mrs. Thoiapkins 
held his hand and said: “You can’t give in. You got to 
be a man. You can’t give in like that, Joel” 

Finally he said: “I didn't read your telegram. I didn’t 
vvant to know that she was dead. I wanted to keep her 
alive a little longer.” He sat down on an eiupty baggage 
truck and hid his face in his hands. He sat there for 
a long time while Mrs. Thompkins stood guard over 
him, her black veil trailing across his shoulder. 

“joe!” she said patiently.. .. “Joel . . .” 

A man in a dirty uniform came up. “I’m sorry. Mis¬ 
ter, but you’ll have to move. We got to use that truck.” 
Joe picked up his catalogue case and his bag and fol¬ 
lowed Mrs. Thompkins out of the station. 



WASH 

William Faulkner 
1897 - 1919 


Sutpen stood above the pallet bed on which the mother 
and child lay. Between the shrunken planking ol the 
wall the early sunlight fell in long pencil strokes, break¬ 
ing upon his straddled legs and upon the riding whip 
in his hand, and lay across the still shape of the mother, 
who lay looking up at him from still, inscrutable, sul¬ 
len eyes, the child at her side wrapped in a piece of 
dingy though clean cloth. Behind them an old Negro 
woman squatted beside the rough hearth where a 
meager fire smoldered. 

“Well, Miily,” Sutpen said, “too bad you’re not a 
mare. Then I could give you a decent stall in the 
stable." 

Still the girl on the pallet did not move. She merely 
continued to look up at him without expression, with 
a young, sullen, inscrutable face still pale from recent 
travail. Sutpen moved, bringing into the splintered 
pencils of sunlight the face of a man of sixty. He said 
quietly to the squatting Negress, “Griselda foaled this 
morning.” 

“Horse or mare?” the Negress said. 

“A horse. A damned fine colt. . . . What’s this?” He 
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indicated the pallet with the hand which held the 
■whip. 

"That un's a mare, I reckon.” 

"Hah,” Sutpen said. “A damned fine colt. Going 
to be the spit and image of old Rob Roy when I rode 
him North in ’61. Do you remember?” 

"Yes, Marster.” 

"Hah.” He glanced back towards the pallet. None 
could have said if the girl still watched him or not. 
Again his whip hand indicated the pallet. "Do what¬ 
ever they need with whatever we’ve got to do it with.” 
He went out, passing out the crazy doorway and step¬ 
ping down into the rank weeds (there yet leaned rust¬ 
ing against the comer of the porch the scythe which 
Wash had borrowed from him three months ago to cut 
them with) where his horse waited, where Wash stood 
holding the reins. 

When Colonel Sutpen rode away to fight the Yan¬ 
kees, Wash did not go. “I’m looking after the Kernel's 
place and niggers,” he would tell all who asked him 
and some who had not asked—a gaunt, malaria-ridden 
man with pale, questioning eyes, who looked about 
thirty-five, though it was known that he had not only 
a daughter but an eight-year-old granddaughter as well. 
This was a lie, as most of them—the few remaining men 
between eighteen and fifty—to whom he told it, knew, 
though there were some who believed that he himself 
really believed it, though even these believed that he 
had better sense than to put it to the test with Mrs. 
Sutpen or the Sutpen slaves. Knew better or was just 
too lazy and shiftless to try it, they said, knowing that 
his sole connection with the Sutpen plantation lay in 
the fact that for years now Colonel Sutpen had allowed 
him to squat in a crazy shack on a slough in the river 
bottom on the Sutpen place, which Sutpen had built 
for a fishing lodge in his bachelor days and which had 
since fallen in dilapidation from disuse, so that now it 
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looked like an aged or sick wild beast crawled terrifi¬ 
cally there to drink in the act of dying. 

The Sutpen slaves themselves heard of his state¬ 
ment. They laughed. It was not the first time they had 
laughed at him, calling him white trash behind his 
back. They began to ask him themselves, in groups, 
meeting him in the taiiic road which led up from the 
slough and the old fish camp, “Why ain’t you at de 
war, white man?” 

Pausing, he w'ould look about the ring of black faces 
and white eyes and teeth behind which derision lurked. 
“Because I got a daughter and family to keep,” he said. 
"Git out of my road, niggers.” 

"Niggers?” they repeated; “niggers?” laughing now. 
"Who him, calling us niggers?” 

“Yes,” he said. “I ain’t got no niggers to look after 
my folks if I was gone.” 

"Nor nothing else but dat shack down yon dat Gun¬ 
nel wouldn’t let none of us live in.” 

Now he cursed them; sometimes he rushed at them, 
snatching up a stick from the ground while they scat¬ 
tered before him, yet seeming to surround him still 
with that black laughing, derisive, evasive, inescapable, 
leaving him panting and impotent and raging. Once 
it happened in the very back yard of the big house it¬ 
self. This was after bitter news had come down from 
the Tennessee mountains and from Vicksburg, and 
Sherman had passed through the plantation, and most 
of the Negroes had followed him. Almost everything 
else had gone with the Federal troops, and Mrs. Sut¬ 
pen had sent word to Wash that he could have the scup- 
pernongs ripening in the arbor in the back yard. This 
time it was a house servant, one of the few Negroes 
who remained; this time the Negress had to retreat up 
the kitchen steps, where she turned. “Stop right dar, 
white man. Step right whar you is. You ain’t never 
crossed dese steps whilst Gunnel here, and you ain’t 
ghy’ do hit now.” 
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This was true. But there was this of a kind -jI pride: 
he had never tried to enter the big house, even i hough 
he believed that if he had, Sutpen would have received 
him, permitted him. “But I ain't going to give no 
black nigger the chance to tell me I can't go nowhere,” 
he said to himself. “I ain’t even going to give Kernel 
the chance to have to cuss a nigger on my account.” 
This, though he and Sutpen had spent more than one 
afternoon together on those rare Sundays when there 
would be no company in the house. Perhaps his mind 
knew that it was because Sutpen had nothing else to 
do, being a man who could not bear his own company. 
Yet the fact remained that the two of them would spend 
whole afternoons in the scuppernong arbor, Sutpen 
in the hammock and Wash squatting against a post, a 
pail of cistern water between them, taking drink for 
drink from the same demijohn. Meanwhile on week¬ 
days he would see the fine figure of the man—they were 
the same age almost to a day, though neither of them 
(perhaps because Wash had a grandchild while Sut- 
pen’s son was a youth in school) ever thought of him¬ 
self as being so—on the fine figure of the black stallion, 
galloping about the plantation. For that moment his 
heart would be quiet and proud. It would seem to him 
that that world in which Negroes, whom the Bible 
told him had been created and cursed by God to be 
brute and vassal to all men of white skin, were better 
found and housed and even clothed than he and his; 
that world in which he sensed always about him mock¬ 
ing echoes of black laughter was but a dream and an 
illusion, and that the actual world was this one across 
which his own lonely apotheosis seemed to gallop on 
the black thoroughbred, thinking how the Book said 
also tliat all men were created in the image of God and 
hence all men made the same image in God’s eyes at 
least; so that he could say, as though speaking of him¬ 
self, “A fine proud man. If God Himself was to come 
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down and ride the natural earth, that’s what He would 
aim to look like." 

Sutpen returned in 1865, on the black stallion. He 
seemed to have aged ten years. His son had been killed 
in action the same winter in which his wife had died. 
He returned with his citation for gallantry from the 
hand of General Lee to mined plantation, where for a 
year now his daughter had .^'’bsisted partially on the 
meager bounty of the man to wli'^m fifteen years ago 
he had granted permission to live in that tumbledown 
fishing camp whose very existence he had at the time 
forgotten. Wash was there to meet him, unchanged; 
still gaunt, still ageless, with his pale, questioning gaze, 
his air diffident, a little servile, a little familiar. "Well, 
Kernel," Wash said, “they kilt us but they ain’t 
whupped us yit, air they?" 

That was the tenor of their conversation for the next 
five years. It was inferior whisky which they drank nov/ 
together from a stoneware jug, and it was not in the 
scuppernong arbor. It was in the rear of the little 
store which Sutpen managed to set up on the high¬ 
road: a frame shelved room where, with Wash for 
clerk and porter, he dispensed kerosene and staple 
foodstuffs and stale gaudy candy and cheap beads and 
ribbons to Negroes or poor whites of Wash's own kind, 
who came afoot or on gaunt mules to haggle tediously 
for dimes and quarters with a man who at one time 
could gallop (the black stallion was still alive; the 
stable in which his jealous get lived was in better re¬ 
pair than the house where the master himself lived) 
tor ten miles across his own fertile land and who had 
led troops gallantly in battle; until Sutpen in fury 
would empty the store, close and lock the doors from 
the inside. Then he and Wash w'ould repair to the 
rear and the jug. But the talk would not be quiet 
now, as when Sutpen lay in the hammock, delivering 
an arrogant monologue while Wash squatted guffaw- 
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ing against his post. They both sat now, though Sutpen 
h.id the single chair while Wash used whatever box or 
keg was handy, and even this for just a little while, be¬ 
cause soon Sutpen would reach that stage of impotent 
and furious undefeat in which he would rise, swaying 
and plunging, and declare again that he would take his 
pistol and the black stallion and ride single-handed 
into Washington and kill Lincoln, dead now, and Sher¬ 
man, now a private citizen. "Kill theml" he would 
shout. "Shoot them down like the dogs they are--” 

"Sho, Kernel; sho. Kernel,” Wash would say, catch¬ 
ing Sutpen as he fell. Then he would commandeer the 
first passing wagon or, lacking that, he would walk 
the mile to the nearest neighbor and borrow one and 
return and carry Sutpen home. He entered the house 
now. He had been doing so for a long time, taking Sut¬ 
pen home in whatever borrowed wagon might be, talk¬ 
ing him into locomotion with cajoling murmurs as 
though he were a horse, a stallion himself. The daugh¬ 
ter would meet them and hold open the door without 
a word. He would carry his burden through the once 
white formal entrance, surmounted by a fanlight im¬ 
ported piece by piece from Europe and with a board 
now nailed over a missing pane, across a velvet carpet 
from which all nap was now gone, and up a formal 
stairs, now but a fading ghost of bare boards between 
two strips of fading paint, and into the bedroom. It 
would be dusk by now, and he would let his burden 
sprawl onto the bed and undress it and then he would 
sit quietly in a chair beside. After a time the daughter 
would come to the door. "We’re all right now,” he 
would tell her. "Don’t you worry none. Miss Judith." 

Then it would become dark, and after a while he 
would lie down on the floor beside the bed, though 
not to sleep, because after a time-sometimes before 
midnight—the man on the bed would stir and groan 
and then speak. "Wash?” 
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"Hyer I am. Kernel. You go back to sleep. We ain’t 
whupped yit, air we? Me and you kin do hit.” 

Even then he had already seen the ribbon about his 
granddaughter’s waist. She was now fifteen, already 
mature, after the early way of her kind. He knew where 
the ribbon came Irom; he had been seeing it and its 
kind daily for three year j, “ven if she had lied about 
where she got it, which she dia not, at once bold, sul¬ 
len, and fearful. ‘‘Sho now,” he saict. “Ef Kernel wants 
to give hit to you, J hope you minded to thank him.” 

His heart was quiet, even when he saw the dress, 
watching her secret, defiant, frightened face when she 
told him that Miss Judith, the daughter, had helped 
her to make it. But he was quite grave when he ap¬ 
proached .Sutpen after they clcrsed the store that after¬ 
noon, following the other to the rear. 

‘‘Get the jug,” Sutpen directed. 

“Wail,” Wash said. “Not yit for a minute.” 

Neither did Sutpen deny the dress. “What about it?’” 
he said. 

But Wash met his arrogant stare; he spcjke quietly. 
“I've knowed you for going on twenty years. I ain’t 
never yit denied to do what you told me to do. And I'm 
a man nigli sixty. And she ain’t nothing but a fifteen- 
year-old gal.” 

“Meaning that I’d harm a girl? I, a man as old as you 
are?” 

“If you was ara other man, I’d say you was as old 
as me. And old or no old, I woiddn’t let her keep that 
dress nor nothing else that come from your hand. But 
you are different.” 

“How different?” But Wash merely locAed at him 

/ 

with his pale, questioning, sober eyes. “So that’s why 
you are afraid of me?” 

Now Wash’s j^aze no longer cjuestioned. It was tran- 
c|uil, serene. “I >in’t afraid. Because you air brave. It 
ain’t that you were a brave man at one minute or day 
of your life and got a paper to show hit from General 
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lee. But you air brave, the same as you air a Jive and 
breatliing. That’s where hit’s different. Hit don’t need 
no ticket from nobody to tell me that. And I know that 
v‘b;itever you handle or tech, whether hit’s a regiment 
,,l men or a ignorant gal or just a hound dog, that you 
rtiil make hit right.” 

\ow it was Sutpen who looked away, turning sud- 
derdy, brusquely. “Get the jug,” he said .sharply. 

“Sho, Kernel,” Wash said. 

So on that Sunday dawn two years later, having 
ivntched the Negro midwife, which he had walked 
three miles to fetch, enter the crazy door beyond which 
hi,', granddaughter lay wailing, his heart was .still quiet 
though concerned. He knew what they had licen say¬ 
ing- the Negroes in cabins about the land, the white 
men who loafed all day long about the store, watching 
')iiie(Iy the three of them: Sutpen, himself, his grand- 
■:i.(lighter with her air of brazen and shrinking defiance 
(s her condition became daily more and more obvious, 
like three actors that came and went upon a stage. “I 
know what they say to one another,” he thought. “I ran 
drnost hyear them: Wash Jones has fixed old Sutpen 
■Tt last. Hit taken him twenty years, hut he has done 
hit at last.*' 

It would be dawn after a while, though not yet. Frmn 
fhe house, where the lamp shone dim beyond the 
‘A<irped doorframe, his granddaugiiter’s voire fame 
ste.'ulily as though run by a Hock, while thinking went 
'lowly and terrifically, furahling, involved somehow 
with a sound of galloping hooves, until there broke 
surldenly free in mid-gallop the fine proud figure o( the 
man on the fine proud stallion, galloping: and then 
that at which thinking fumbled, broke free too and 
quite clear, not in justification nor even explanation, 
hut as the apotheosis, lonely, explicable, beyond all 
fouling by human touch: “He is bigger than all them 
Yankees that kilt his son and his wife and taken his 
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niggers and ruined his land, bigger than this hyer durn 
country that he fit for and that has denied him into 
keeping a little country store; bigger than the denial 
which hit belt to his lips like the bitter cup in the 
Book. And how could I have lived this nigh to him tor 
twenty years without being teched and changed by him? 
Maybe I ain’t as big him and maybe I ain’t done 
none of the galloping. But .it least I done been drug 
along. Me and him kin do hit. If so be he will show 
me what he aims for me to do.” 

Then it was dawn. Suddenly he could see the house, 
and the old Negress in the door looking at him. Then 
he realized that his granddaughter’s voice had ceased. 
“It’s a girl,” the Negress said. “You can go tell him if 
yon want to.” She re-entered the house. 

“A girl,” he repeated; “a girl”; in astonishment, 
hearing the galloping hooves, seeing the proud gallop¬ 
ing figure emerge again. He seemed to watch it pass, 
galloping through avatars which marked the accumu¬ 
lation of years, time, to the climax where it galloped 
beneath a brandished saber and a shot-torn flag rush¬ 
ing down a sky in color like thunderous sulphur, think¬ 
ing for the first time in his life that perhaps Sutpen 
was an old man like himself. “Gittin a gal,” he thought 
in that astonishment; then he thought with the pleased 
surprise of a child: “Yes, sir. Be dawg if I ain’t lived 
to be a great-grandpaw after all.” 

He entered the house. He moved clumsily, on tiptoe, 
as if he no longer lived there, as if the infant which 
had just drawn breath and cried in light had dispos¬ 
sessed him, be it of his own blood too though it might. 
Rut even above the pallet he could see little save the 
blur of his granddaughter’s exhausted face. Then the 
Negress squatting at the hearth spoke, “You better 
gawn tell him if you going to. Hit’s daylight now.” 

But this was not necessary. He had no more than 
turned the corner of the porch where the scythe lean'=d 
which he had borrowed three months ago to clear away 
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(fie weeds through which he walked, when Sutp.n him- 
sfU rode up on the old stallion. He did not wonder 
iuiw Sutpen had got the word. He took it for granted 
that this was what had brought the other out at this 
hour on Sunday morning, and he stood while the other 
di iinounted, and he took the reins from Sutpen’s hand, 
an expression on his gaunt face almost imbecile with 
a Kind of weary triumph, saying, “Hit’s a gal, Kernel, 
j he dawg it you ain’t as old as I am—’’ until Sutpen 
,) i.sscd him and entered the house. He stood there with 
(he reins in his hand and heard Sutpen cross the floor 
to the pallet. He heard what Sutpen said, and some¬ 
thing seemed to stop dead in him before going on. 

The sun was now up, the swift sun of Mississippi 
latitudes, and it seemed to him that he stood beneath a 
'irange sky, in a strange scene, familiar only as things 
are lamiliar in dreams, like the dreams of falling to 
one who has never climbed. “1 kain’t have heard what 
I thought I heard,’’ he thought quietly. “1 knov/ I 
kain’t." Yet the voice, the familiar voice which had 
said the words was still speaking, talking now to the 
old Negress about a colt foaled that morning. “That’s 
v;hy he was np so early,’’ he thought. “That was hit. Hit 
ain’t me and mine. Hit ain't even hisn that got him 
ouren bed.” 

Sutpen emerged. He descended into the v/eeds, mov¬ 
ing with that heavy deliberation which would liave 
been haste when he was younger, flc had not yet looked 
tuil at Wash. He said, “Dicey will stay and tend to her. 
You better—’’ Then he seemed to see Wash facing him 
and paused. “What?” he said. 

“You said—’’ To his own ears Wash’s voice sounded 
flat and ducklike, like a deaf man’s. “You said if she 
was a mare, you could give her a good stall in the 
stable.” 

“Well?” Sutpen said. His eyes widened and nar¬ 
rowed, almost like a man's fists flexing and .shutting, as 
Wash began to advance towards him, stooping a little. 
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Very astonishment kept Sutpen still for the moment, 
watching that man whom in twenty years he had no 
more known to make any motion save at command 
than he had the horse which he rode. Again his eyes 
narrowed and widened; without moving he seemed to 
rear suddenly upright. “Stand back,” he said suddenly 
and sharply. “Don't you touch me.” 

“I’m going to tech you, Kctnel,” Wash said in that 
flat, quiet, almost soft voice, advax'icing. 

Sutpen raised his hand which held the riding whip; 
the old Negress peered around the crazy door with her 
black gargoyle face of a worn gnome. “Stand back, 
Wash,” Sutpen said. Then he struck. The old Negress 
leaped down into the weeds with the agility of a goat 
and fled. Sutpen slashed Wash again across the face 
with the whip, striking him to his knees. When Wash 
rose and advanced once more he held in his hands the 
scythe which he had borrowed from Sutpen three 
months ago and which Sutpen would never need again. 

When he re-entered the house his granddaughter 
stirred on the pallet bed and called his name fretfully. 
“What was that?” she said. 

“What was what, honey?” 

"That ere racket out there.” 

“’Twam’t nothing,” he said gently. He knelt and 
touched her hot forehead clumsily. “Do you want ara 
thing?” 

“I want a sup of water,” she said querulously. “I 
been laying here wanting a sup of water a long time, 
but don’t nobody care enough to pay me no mind.” 

“Sho now,” he said soothingly. He rose stiffly and 
fetched the dipper of water and raised her head to drink 
and laid her back and watched her turn to the child 
with an absolutely stonelike face. But a moment later 
he saw that she was crying quietly. “Now, now,” he 
said, “I wouldn’t do that. Old Dicey says hit’s a right 
fine gal. Hit's all right now. Hit's all over now. Hit 
ain't no need to cry now.” 
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But she continued to cry quietly, almost sullenly, 
and he rose again and stood uncomfortably above the 
pallet for a time, thinking as he had thought when his 
own wife lay so and then his daughter in turn: 
‘Women. Hit’s a mystry to me. They seem to want em, 
and yit when they git em they cry about hit. Hit's a 
mystry to me. To ara man.” Then he moved away 
:jtul drew a chair up to the \\indow and sat down. 

1 hrough all that long, bright, sunny forenoon he sat 
at the window, waiting. Now and then he rose and tip- 
o/cd to the pallet. But his granddaughter slept now, 
her face sullen and calm and weary, the child in the 
crook of her arm. Then he returned to the chair and 
sat again, waiting, wondering why it took them so long, 
until he remembered that it was Sunday. He was sit¬ 
ting there at mid-afternoon when a half grown while 
boy came around the corner of the house upon the body 
and gave a choked cry and looked up and glared for .a 
mesmerized instant at Wash in the window before he 
turned and fled. Then Wash rose and tiptoed again to 
Lhe pallet. 

The granddaughter was awake nov/, wakened per¬ 
haps by the boy's cry without hearing it. “Milly,” he 
>aid, “air you hungry?” She didn't answer, turning 
her face away. He built up the fire on the hearth and 
cooked the food w^hich he had brought home the day 
before: fatback it was, and cold torn pone; he poured 
water into the stale coffee pot and heated it. But she 
would not eat when he carried the plate to her, so he 
ate himself, Cjuietly, alone, and left the dishes as they 
were and returned to the wundow. 

Now he seemed to sense, feel, the men who would 
be gathering with horses and guns and dogs—the curi¬ 
ous, and the vengeful: men of Sutpen's own kind, who 
had made the company about Sutpen’s table in the 
time when Wash himself had yet to approach nearer 
to the house than the scuppernong arbor—men who 
had also shown the lesser ones how to fight in battle. 



406 WILLIAM FAULKNER 

who maybe also had signed papers from the generals 
saying that they were among the first of the brave; 
who had also galloped in the old days arrogant and 
proud on the fine horses across the fine plantations- 
symbols also of admiration and hope; instruments too 
of despair and grief. 

That was whom they wouM expect him to run from. 
It seemed to him that he had no more to run from than 
he had to run to. If he ran, he would merely be fleeing 
one set of bragging and evil shadows for another just 
like them, since they were all of a kind throughout all 
the earth which he knew, and he was old, too old to 
flee far even if he were to flee. He could never escape 
them, no matter how much or how far he ran: a man 
going on sixty could not run that far. Not far enough 
to escape beyond the boundaries of earth where such 
men lived, set the order and the rule of living. It seemed 
to him that he now saw for the first time, after five 
years, how it was that Yankees or any other living ar¬ 
mies had managed to whip them: the gallant, the proud, 
the brave; the acknowledged and chosen best among 
them all to carry courage and honor and pride. Maybe 
if he had gone to the war with them he would have dis¬ 
covered them sooner. But if he had discovered them 
sooner, what would he have done with his life since? 
How could he have borne to remember for five years 
what his life had been before? 

Now it was getting toward sunset. The child had 
been crying; when he went to the pallet he saw his 
granddaughter nursing it, her face still bemused, sul¬ 
len, inscrutable. ' Air you hungry yit?” he said. 

“I don’t want nothing.” 

“You ought to eat.” 

This time she did not answer at all, looking down 
at the child. He returned to his chair and found that 
the sun had set. "Hit kain't be much longer,” he 
thought. He could feel them quite near now, the curi¬ 
ous and the vengeful. He could even seem to hear what 
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they were saying about him, the undercurreni of be¬ 
lieving beyond the immediate fury: Old Wash Jones he 
come a tumble at last. He thought he had Sutpen^ but 
Sutpen fooled him. He thought he had Kernel where 
he would have to marry the gal or pay up. And Kernel 
Tt'fused. “But I never expected that, Kernel I” he cried 
,'iJoud, catching himself at the sound of his own voic e, 
giancing quickly back to find his granddaughter watch¬ 
ing him. 

“Who you talking to now?” she said. 

“Hit ain't nothing. I was just thinking and talked 
out before I knowed hit.” 

Her face was becoming indistinct again, again a 
sullen blur in the twilight. “I reckon so. I reckon you’ll 
have to holler louder than that before he’ll hear you, 
up yonder at that house. And 1 reckon you’ll need to do 
fliore than holler before you get him down here too,” 

“Sho now,” he said. “Don’t you worry none.” But 
already thinking was going smoothly on: “You know I 
never. You know how I ain’t never expected or asked 
nothing from ara living man but what I expected from 
you. And I never asked that. I didn’t think hit would 
need. I said, J don't need to. What need has a fellow 
like Wash Jones to question or doubt the man that 
General l.ee himself says in a handwrote ticket that 
he was brave? Brave,” he thought. “Better if nara one 
of them had never rid back home in ’65”; thinking Bel¬ 
ter if his kind and mine too had never dravm the breath 
of life on this earth. Better that all who remain of us 
he blasted from the fare of earth than that another 
Wash Jones should see his whole life shredded from 
him and shrivel away like a dried shuck thrown onto 
the fire. 

He ceased, became still. He heard the horses, sud¬ 
denly and plainly; presently he saw the lantern and the 
movement of men, the glint of gun barrels, in its mov¬ 
ing light. Yet he did not stir. It was quite dark now, 
and he listened to the voices and the sounds of under- 
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brush as they surrounded the house. The lantern itself 
came on; its light fell upon the quiet body in the weeds 
and stopped, the horses tall and shadowy. A man de¬ 
scended and stooped in the lantern light, above the 
body. He held a pistol; he rose and faced the house. 
“Jones,” he said. 

“I’m here,” Wash said quietly from the window. 
“That you. Major?” 

“Come out.” 

“Sho,” he said quietly. "I just want to see to my 
granddaughter.” 

“We’ll see to her. Come on out.” 

“Sho, Major. Just a minute.” 

“Show a light. Light your lamp.” 

“Sho. In just a minute.” They could hear his voice 
retreat into the house, though they could not see him 
as he went swiftly to the crack in the chimney where 
he kept the butcher knife: the one thing in his slov¬ 
enly life and house in which he took pride, since it was 
razor sharp. He approached the pallet, his grand¬ 
daughter’s voice: 

“Who is it? Light the lamp, grandpaw.” 

“Hit won’t need no light, honey. Hit won’t take but 
a minute,” he said, kneeling, fumbling toward her 
voice, whispering now. "Where air you?” 

“Right here,” she said fretfully. “Where would I be? 
What is . . .” His hand touched her face. “What is . .. 
Grandpawl Grand. . . .” 

“Jones!” the sheriff said. “Come out of therel” 

“In just a minute. Major," he said. Now he rose and 
moved swiftly. He knew where in the dark the can of 
kerosene was, just as he knew that it was full, since it 
was not two days ago that he had filled it at the store 
and held it there until he got a ride home with it, 
since the five gallons were heavy. There were still coals 
on the hearth; besides, the crazy building itself was 
like tinder: the coals, the hearth, the walls exploding 
in a single blue glare. Against it the waiting men saw 
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him in a wild instant springing toward them with the 
lilted scythe before the horses reared and whirled. 
They checked the horses and turned them back toward 
the glare, yet still in wild relief against it the gaunt 
figure ran toward them with lifted scythe. 

‘‘Jones!'' the sheriff shouted; "stopi Stop, or I'll 
shoot. JonesI Jones!" Yet still the gaunt, furious fig¬ 
ure came on against the glare and roar of the flames. 
With the scythe lifted, it bore down upon them, upon 
the wild glaring eyes of the horses and the swinging 
glints of gun barrels, without any cry, any sound. 
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It was almost dark when young Dr. Phillips swung his 
sack to his shoulder and left the tide pool. He climbed 
up over the rocks and squashed along the street in his 
rubber boots. The street lights were on by the time 
he arrived at his little commercial laboratory on the 
cannery street of Monterey. It was a tight little build¬ 
ing, standing partly on piers over the bay water and 
partly on the land. On both sides the big corrugated- 
iron sardine canneries crowded in on it. 

Dr. Phillips climbed the wooden steps and opened 
the door. The white rats in their cages scampered up 
and down the wire, and the captive cats in their pens 
mewed for milk. Dr. Phillips turned on the glaring 
light over the dissection table and dumped his clammy 
sack on the floor. He walked to the glass cages by the 
window where the rattlesnakes lived, leaned over and 
looked in. 

The snakes were bunched and resting in the corners 
of the cage, bu^ every head was clear; the dusty eyes 
seemed to look at nothing, but as the young man leaned 
over the cage the forked tongues, black on the ends 
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and pink behind, twittered out and waved slowly up 
and down. Then the snakes recognized the man and 
pulled in their tongues. 

Dr. Phillips threw off his leather coat and built a 
fire in the tin stove; he set a kettle of water on the 
stove and dropped a can of beans into the water. Then 
he stood staring down at the sack on the floor. He was 
a slight young man with the mild, preoccupied eyes of 
one who looks through a microscope a great deal. He 
wore a short blond beard. 

The draft ran breathily up the chimney and a glow 
of warmth came from the stove. The little waves washed 
quietly about the piles under the building. Arranged 
on shelves about the room were tier above tier of mu* 
seum jars containing the mounted marine specimens 
the laboratory dealt in. 

Dr. Phillips opened a side door and went into his 
bedroom, a book-lined cell containing an army cot, a 
reading light and an uncomfortable wooden chair. He 
pulled off his rubber boots and put on a pair of sheep¬ 
skin slippers. When he went back to the other room the 
water in the kettle was already beginning to hum. 

He lifted his sack to the table under the white light 
and emptied out two dozen common starfish. These he 
laid out side by side on the table. His preoccupied eyes 
turned to the busy rats in the wire cages. Taking grain 
from a paper sack, he poured it into the feeding 
troughs. Instantly the rats scrambled down from the 
wire and fell upon the food. A bottle of milk stood on 
a glass shelf between a small mounted octopus and a 
jellyfish. Dr. Phillips lifted down the milk and walked 
to the cat cage, but before he filled the containers he 
reached in the cage and gently picked out a big rangy 
alley tabby. He stroked her for a moment and then 
dropped her in a small black painted box, closed the 
lid and bolted it and then turned on a petcock which 
admitted gas into the killing chamber. While the short 
soft struggle went on in the black box he filled the sau- 



412 JOHN STEINBECK 

cers with milk. One of the cats arched against his hand 
and he smiled and petted her neck. 

The box was quiet now. He turned off the petcock, 
for the airtight box would be full of gas. 

On the stove the pan of water was bubbling furi¬ 
ously about the can of beans. Dr. Phillips lifted out the 
can with a big pair of forceps., ooened it, and emptied 
the beans into a glass dish. While he ate he watched 
the starfish on the table. From between the rays little 
drops of milky fluid were exuding. He bolted his beans 
and when they were gone he put the dish in the sink 
and stepped to the equipment cupboard. From this he 
took a microscope and a pile of little glass dishes. He 
filled the dishes one by one with sea water from a tap 
and arranged them in a line beside the starfish. He took 
out his watch and laid it on the table under the pour¬ 
ing white light. The waves washed with little sighs 
against the piles under the floor. He took an eyedrop- 
per from a drawer and bent over the starfish. 

At that moment there were quick soft steps on the 
wooden stairs and a strong knocking at the door. A 
slight grimace of annoyance crossed the young man’s 
face as he went to open. A tall, lean woman stood in 
the doorway. She was dressed in a severe dark suit—her 
straight black hair, growing low on a flat forehead, was 
mussed as though the wind had been blowing it. Hei 
black eyes glittered in the strong light. 

She spoke in a soft throaty voice, “May I come in? 
I want to talk h- you.” 

“I’m very busy just now,” he said half-heartedly. “I 
have to do things at times.” But he stood away from 
the door. The tall woman slipped in. 

“I’ll be quiet until you can talk to me.” 

He closed the door and brought the uncomfortable 
chair from the bedroom. “You see,” he apologized, “the 
process is started and I must get to it.” So many people 
wandered in and asked questions. He had little rou¬ 
tines of explanations for the commoner processes. He 
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could say them without thinking. “Sit here. In a few 
minutes I’ll be able to listen to you." 

The tall woman leaned over the table. With the eye¬ 
dropper the young man gathered fluid from between 
the rays of the starfish and squirted it into a bowl of 
water, and then he drew some milky fluid and squirted 
it in the same bowl and stirred the water gently with 
the eyedropper. He began his little patter of explana¬ 
tion. 

“When starfish are sexually mature they release 
spctm and ova when they are exposed at low tide. By 
choosing mature specimens and taking them out of the 
water, 1 give them a condition of low tide. Now I’ve 
mixed the sperm and eggs. Now I put some of the mix¬ 
ture in each one of these ten watch glasses. In ten min¬ 
utes I will kill those in the first glass with menthol, 
twenty minutes later I will kill the second group and 
then a new group every twenty minutes. Then I will 
have arrested the process in stages, and I will mount 
the series on microscope slides for biologic study.” He 
paused. “Would you like to look at tliis first group 
under the microscope?’’ 

“No, thank you.” 

He turned quickly to her. People always wanted to 
look through the glass. She was not looking at the table 
at all, but at him. Her black eyes were on him, but they 
did not seem to see him. He realized why—the irises 
were as dark as the pupils, there was no color line be¬ 
tween the two. Dr. Phillips was piqued at her answer. 
Although answering questions bored him, a lack of in¬ 
terest in what he was doing irritated him. A desire to 
arouse her grew in him. 

"While I’m waiting the first ten minutes I have some¬ 
thing to do. Some people don’t like to see it. Maybe 
you’d better step into that room until I finish.” 

“No,” she said in her soft flat tone. "Do what you 
wish. I will wait until you can talk to me.” Her hands 
rested side by side on her lap. She was completely at 
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rest. Her eyes were bright but the rest of her was almost 
in a stale of suspended animation. He thought, "Low 
metabolic rate, almost as low as a frog’s, from the 
looks.” The desire to shock her out of her inanition pos¬ 
sessed him again. 

He brought a little w<..'’den cradle to the table, laid 
out scalpels and scissors and rig;7ed a big hollow needle 
to a pressure tube. Then from the killing chamber he 
brought the limp dead cat and laifl it in the cradle and 
tied its legs to hooks in the sides. He glanced sidewise 
at the woman. She had not moved. She was still at 
rest. 

The cat grinned up into the light, its pink tongue 
stuck out between its needle teeth. Dr. Phillips deftly 
snipped open the skin at the throat; with a scalpel he 
slit through and found an artery. With flawless tech¬ 
nique he put the needle in the vessel and tied it with 
gut. "Embalming fluid,” he explained. “Later I’ll in¬ 
ject yellow mass into the venous system and red mass 
into the arterial system—for bloodstream dissection- 
biology classes.” 

He looked around at her again. Her dark eyes seemed 
veiled with dust. She looked without expression at the 
cat’s open throat. Not a drop of blood had escaped. 
The incision was clean. Dr. Phillips looked at his watch, 
“ rime for the first group.” He shook a few crystals of 
menthol into the first watch glass. 

The woman was making him nervous. The rats 
climbed about on the wire of their cage again and 
squeaked softly. The waves under the building beat 
with little shocks on the piles. 

The young man shivered. He put a few lumps of 
coal in the stove and sat down. "Now,” he said. "I 
haven’t anything to do for twenty minutes.” He no¬ 
ticed how shjrt her chin was between lower lip and 
point. She seemed to awaken slowly, to come up out of 
some deep pool of consciousness. Her head raised and 
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her dark dusty eyes moved about the room and then 
came back to him. 

“I was waiting,” she said. Her hands remained side 
by side on her lap. “You have snakes?” 

“Why, yes,” he said rather loudly. “I have about two 
dozen rattlesnakes. I milk out the venom and send it to 
the anti-venom laboratories.” 

She continued to look at him but her eyes did not 
center on him, rather they covered him and seemed to 
see in a big circle all around him. "Have you a male 
snake, a male rattlesnake?” 

“Well, it just happens I know I have. I came in one 
morning and found a big snake in—in coition with a 
smaller one. That’s very rare in captivity. You see, I do 
know I have a male snake.” 

“Where is he?” 

“Why, right in the glass cage by the window there.” 

Her head swung slowly around but her two quiet 
hands did not move. She turned back toward him. 
“May I see?” 

He got up and walked to the case by the window. On 
the sand bottom the knot of rattlesnakes lay entwined, 
but their heads were clear. The tongues came out and 
flickered a moment and then waved up and down feel¬ 
ing the air for vibrations. Dr. Phillips nervously turned 
his head. The woman was standing beside him. He had 
not heard her get up from the chair. He had heard only 
the splash of water among the piles and the scampering 
of the rats on the wire screen. 

She said softly, “Which is the male you spoke of?” 

He pointed to a thick, dusty gray snake lying by itself 
in one corner of the cage. “That one. He’s nearly five 
feet long. He comes from Texas. Our Pacific coast 
snakes are usually smaller. He’s been taking all the rats, 
too. When I want the others to eat I have to take him 
out.” 

The woman stared down at the blunt dry head. The 
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forked tongue slipped out and hung quivering for a 
long moment. “And you’re sure he’s a male.’’ 

“Rattlesnakes are funny,” he said glibly. "Nearly 
every generalization proves wrong. I don’t like to say 
anything definite about rattlesnakes, but—yes—I can 
assure you he’s a male,” 

Her eyes did not move irom the flat head. “Will you 
sell him to me?” 

“Sell him?” he cried. “Sell him to you?’’ 

"You do sell specimens, don’t you?” 

“Oh—yes. Of course I do. Of course I do.” 

“How much? Five dollars? Ten?” 

“Ohl Not more than five. But—do you know anything 
about rattlesnakes? You might be bitten.” 

She looked at him for a moment. “I don’t intend to 
take him. I want to leave him here, but—I want him to 
be mine. I want to come here and look at him and feed 
him and to know he’s mine.” She opened a little purse 
and took out a five-dollar bill. “Herel Now he is mine.” 

Dr. Phillips began to be afraid. “You could come to 
look at him without owning him.” 

“I want him to be mine.” 

“Oh, Lordl” he cried. “I’ve forgotten the time.” He 
ran to the table. “Three minutes over. It won’t matter 
much.” He shook menthol crystalR into the second 
watch glass. And then he was drawn back to the cage 
where the woman still stared at the snake. 

She asked, “What does he eat?” 

“I feed tJiem white rats, rats from the cage over 
there.” 

“Will you put him in the other cage? I want to feed 
him.” 

“But he doesn’t need food. He’s had a rat already 
this week. Sometimes they don’t eat for three or four 
months. I had one that didn’t eat for over a year.” 

In her low monotone she asked, “Will you sell me a 
rat?” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “I see. You want to watch 



Thf> Snake 417 

how rattlesnakes eat. All right. I’ll show you. The rat 
will cost twenty-five cents. It’s better than a bullfight if 
you look at it one way, and it s simply a snake eating his 
dinner if you look at it another.” His tone had become 
acid. He hated people who made sport of natural proc¬ 
esses. He was not a sportsman but a biologist. He could 
kill a thousand animals for knowledge, but not an in¬ 
sect for pleasure. He’d been over this in his mind be¬ 
fore. 

She turned her head slowly toward him and the be¬ 
ginning of a smile formed on her thin lips. “I want to 
feed my snake,” she said. “I’ll put him in the other 
cage.” She had opened the top of the cage and dipped 
her hand in before he knew what she rvas doing. He 
leaped forward and pulled her back. The lid banged 
shut. 

“Haven’t you any sense,” he asked fiercely. “Maybe 
he wouldn’t kill you, but he’d make you damned sick 
in spite of w^hat 1 could do for you.” 

“You put him in the other cage then,” she said 
quietly. 

Dr. Phillips was shaken. He found that he was avoid¬ 
ing the dark eyes that didn’t seem to look at anything. 
He felt that it was profoundly wrong to put a rat into 
the cage, deeply sinful; and he didn't know why. Often 
he had put rats in the cage when someone or other had 
wanted to see it, but this desire tonight sickened him. 
He trier! >o cxjrlain himself out of it. 

“It’s a good thing to see,” he said. “It shows yrui how 
a snake can work. It makes you have a respect for a 
rattlesnake. Then, too, lots of people have dreams airout 
the terror of snakes making the kill. I think becau.se it 
is a subjective rat. The person is the rat. Once you see 
it the whole matter is objective. The rat is only a rat 
and the terror is removed.” 

He took a long stick equipped with a leather noose 
from the wall. Opening the trap he dropped the noose 
0 ver the big snake’s head and tightened the thong. A 
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piercing dry rattle filled the room. The thick body 
writhed and slashed about the handle of the stick as he 
lifted the snake out and dropped it in the feeding cage. 
It stood ready to strike for a time, but the buzzing 
gradually ceased. The snake crawled into a comer, 
made a big figure eight with its body and lay still. 

“You see,” the young man explained, “these snakes 
are quite tame. I’ve had them long time. I suppose I 
could handle them if I wanted to, but everyone who 
does handle rattlesnakes gets bitten sooner or later. I 
just don’t want to take the chance.” He glanced at the 
woman. He hated to put in the rat. She had moved 
over in front of the new cage; her black eyes were on 
the stony head of the snake again. 

She said, “Put in a rat.” 

Reluctantly he went to the rat cage. For some reason 
he was sorry for the rat, and such a feeling had never 
come to him before. His eyes went over the mass of 
swarming white bodies climbing up the screen toward 
him. “Which one?” he thought. “Which one shall it 
be?” Suddenly he turned angrily to the woman. 
“Wouldn’t you rather I put in a cat? Then you’d see a 
real fight. The cat might even win, but if it did it might 
kill the snake. I’ll sell you a cat if you like.” 

She didn't look at him. “Put in a rat,” she said. “I 
want him to eat.” 

He opened the rat cage and thrust his hand in. His 
fingers found a tail and he lifted a plump, red-eyed rat 
out of the cage. It struggled up to try to bite his fingers 
and, failing, hung spread out and motionless from its 
tail. He walkea quickly across the room, opened the 
feeding cage and dropped the rat in on the sand floor. 
“Now, watch it,” he cried. 

The woman did not answer him. Her eyes were on 
the snake where it lay still. Its tongue flicking in and 
out rapidly, tasted the air of the cage. 

The rat landed on its feet, turned around and sniffed 
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at its pink naked tail and then uncon'ernedly trotted 
across the sand, smelling as it went. The room was si¬ 
lent. Dr. Phillips did not know whether the water 
sighed among the piles or whetlier the woman sighed. 
Out of the comer of his eye he saw her body crouch and 
stijBEen. 

The snake moved out smoothly, slowly. The tongue 
flicked in and out. The motion was so gradual, so 
smooth that it didn’t seem to be motion at all. In the 
other end of the cage the rat perked up in a sitting posi¬ 
tion and began to lick down the fine white hair on its 
chest. The snake moved on, keeping always a deep S 
curve in its neck. 

The silence beat on the young man. He felt the blood 
drifting up in his body. He said loudly, “Seel He keeps 
the striking curve ready. Rattlesnakes are cautious, al¬ 
most cowardly animals. The mechanism is so delicate. 
The snake’s dinner is to be got by an operation as deft 
as a surgeon’s job. He takes no chances with his instru¬ 
ments.” 

The snake had flowed to the middle of the cage by 
now. The rat looked up, saw the snake and then uncon¬ 
cernedly went back to licking its chest. 

"It’s the most beautiful thing in the world,” the 
young man said. His veins were throbbing. "It's the 
most terrible thing in the world.” 

The snake was close now. Its head lifted a few inches 
from the sand. The head weaved slowly back and forth, 
aiming, getting distance, aiming. Dr. Phillips glanced 
again at the woman. He turned sick. She was weaving 
too, not much, just a suggestion. 

The rat looked up and saw the snake. It dropped to 
four feet and back up, and then—the stroke. It was im¬ 
possible to see, simply a flash. The rat jarred as though 
under an invisible blow. The snake backed hurriedly 
into the comer from which it had come, and settled 
down, its tongue working constantly. 
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“Perfectr’ Dr. Phillips cried. “Right between the 
shoulder blades. The fangs must almost have reached 
the heart.’’ 

The rat stood still, breathing like a little white bel¬ 
lows. Suddenly it leaped in the air and landed on its 
side. Its legs lucked rpasmodically for a second and it 
was dead. 

The woman relaxed, relaxed sleepily. 

“Well,” the young man demanded, “it was an emo¬ 
tional bath, wasn’t it?” 

She turned her misty eyes to him. “Will he eat it 
now?” she asked. 

“Of course he’ll eat it. He didn’t kill it for a thrill. 
He killed it because he was hungry.” 

The corners of the woman's mouth turned up a trifle 
again. She looked back at the snake. “I want to see him 
eat it.” 

Now the snake came out of its comer again. There 
was no striking curve in its neck, but it approached the 
rat gingerly, ready to jump back in case it attacked. It 
nudged the body gently with its blunt nose, and drew 
away. Satisfied that it was dead, the snake touched the 
body all over with its chin, from head to tail. It seemed 
to measure the body and to kiss it. Finally it opened 
its mouth and unhinged its jaws at the corners. 

Dr. Phillips put his will against his head to keep it 
from turning toward the woman. He thought, “If she’s 
opening her mouth, I’ll be sick. I'll be afraid.” He suc¬ 
ceeded in keeping his eyes away. 

The snake fitted its jaws over the rat’s head and then 
with a slow peristaltic pulsing, began to engulf the rat. 
The jaws gripped and me whole throat crawled up, and 
the jaws gripped again. 

Dr. Phillips turned away and went to his work table. 
“You’ve made me miss one of the series,” he said bit¬ 
terly. “The set won’t be complete.” He put one of the 
watch glasses under a low-power microscope and looked 
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at it, and then angrily he poured the contents of all the 
dishes into the sink. The waves had fallen so that only a 
wet whisper came up tlirough die floor. The young 
man lifted a trapdoor at his feet and dropped the star¬ 
fish down into the black water. He paused at the cat, 
crucified in the cradle and grinning comically into the 
light. Its body was puffed with embalming fluid. He 
shut off the pressure, withdrew the needle and tied the 
vein. 

"Would you like some coffee?" he asked. 

"No, thank you. I shall be going pretty soon.” 

He walked to her where she stood in front of the 
snake cage. The rat was swallowed, all except an inch 
of pink tail that stuck out of the snake’s mouth like a 
sardonic tongue. The throat heaved again and the tail 
disappeared. The jaws snapped back into their sockets, 
and the big snake crawled heavily to the corner, made a 
big eight and dropped its head on the sand. 

"He’s asleep now," the woman said. 'Tm going now. 
But I’ll come back and feed my snake every little while. 
I’ll pay for the rats. I want him to have plenty. And 
sometime—I’ll take him away with me.” Her eyes came 
out of their dusty dream for a moment. "Remember, 
he’s mine. Don’t take his poison. I want him to have 
it. Goodnight.” She walked swiftly to the door and went 
out. He heard her footsteps on the stairs, but he could 
not hear her walk away on the pavement. 

Dr. Phillips turned a chair around and sat down in 
front of the snake cage. He tried to comb out his 
thought as he looked at the torpid snake. “I’ve read so 
much about psychological sex symbols,’’ he thought. 
"It doesn’t seem to explain. Maybe I’m too much alone. 
Maybe I should kill the snake. If I knew—no, I can't 
pray to anything.” 

For weeks he expected her to return, "I will go out 
and leave her alone here when she comes,” he decided. 
"I won’t see the damned thing again.” 
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She never came again. For months he looked for her 
when he walked about in the town. Several times he ran 
after some tall woman thinking it might be she. But he 
never saw her again—ever. 
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Julio lay as quietly as he could. Only his eyes kept mov¬ 
ing, turning toward the open door that led into the 
other room, as if by looking there he could hear better 
what the women were saying. His brother Luis was 
asleep beside him. The same blanket of catskins cov¬ 
ered them both. Luis could sleep no matter what hap¬ 
pened. The firelight on the walls and the ceiling was 
enough to keep Julio awake, even if his mother were 
not weeping in the next room. It was a silent night out¬ 
side, like all the other nights in this place of home. 

“When the fire goes out I will go to sleep,” thought 
Julio; his legs ached from holding them still. Four 
nights ago his mother had given birth to a baby girl. 
Josefina Marline/ came nine miles from Bernalillo to 
assist. The father was in Mexico on a wagon train. The 
trade in the summer and autumn of 1800 was promis¬ 
ing, and the weather vei 7 fortunate. Rosa’s baby Came 
with no one there but her two sons and Josefina the 
midwife. They made a huge fire in the front room and 
left the door open so that the heat would wave silently 
through. The boys stayed outdoors and shuddered like 
horses under the November moon. From within came 
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the wafting firelight and the nimble sounds of repeated 
sufferings. 

Each boy felt like the deputy of his father. Luis was 
sixteen and Julio was thirteen. Luis was a stout boy- 
legs and arms like cottonwood branch, round and 
wieldy. Julio was slender and something like a half- 
grown cat in his physical ways. He was wary and respect¬ 
ful of life’s dangers. He had grown with caution, be¬ 
cause fear slowly told him more as he grew up. Every¬ 
thing Luis did easily, because he was older, Julio had to 
learn to do because he was younger, and thus everything 
was harder for him. The boys had no one but each other 
for companions, mostly; for they lived in the Rio 
Grande Valley a way out from the village of Bernalillo. 
They sometimes went there on horseback, when their 
father could spare the animals from work in the fields. 
Once, riding to town, Julio’s horse had stamped and 
run wild, because a hunter in the tall saplings by the 
field near the river had shot his musket ar a rising 
goose. Julio often dreamed of it, and the triumph of 
regaining the horse’s head. 

The brothers slept and the firelight faded down. 

In the back room Rosa presently slept too, and Jose- 
fina sat watching her and the new baby. 

Josefina was greatly girthed, with two circles of fat at 
her middle. She was heavy-faced and her eyes were kind, 
even when her tongue was sharp and filthy. Thus her 
character: good heart, from instinct; wicked mind, from 
dealings in the hard world. 

The baby lay by its mother’s side. 

"The face of a pindn," thought Josefina, staring at 
the tiny brown head and the little open mouth that 
breathed so roundly. 

The house was thick as a fortress, with adobe walls. 
It stood on a little green flat of land above the fields,* 
beyond which lay the Rio Grande. Over it went two 
mighty cottonwoods, planted by the grandfather of this 
house a long time ago, who himself had left the service 
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of the governor of New Spain to scratch his own land 
and yield it to his own sons. To the east the fields faded 
into mesa country, rising face of gravelly sand that held 
dusty bushes. The mesa rolled away and lifted hills 
where little pine trees grew. In morning, distant under 
the early sun, the pine trees seemed to exliale a blue 
air; and from the blue air rose the mountains, whose 
mighty trees looked, far away, like scratches upon the 
face of blue rock. 

The mountains were miles away from the house of 
the family, and sometimes they were altogether hidden 
by weather: cloud, or rain, or wind alive with dust. At 
other times the mountains were momentously close, as 
if moved in golden light by the hand of God, and every 
canon, every wind course and water hollow in the rock, 
stood clear to the eyes of the wondering brothers. 
Hardly a day of their lives failed to be somehow influ¬ 
enced by tfie mountains oft there to the east. 

Josefina came into the front room to kick some more 
wood on the dying fire, for cold was quick to get through 
her petulant flesh. 

She woke Julio, but he lay with his eyes shut, identi¬ 
fying the noises she made and the profane rumble of 
her musing. When she went back he heard his mother 
speak sleepily: then the baby squeaked and began to 
cry, what sounded to him like a mortal utterance and 
farewell of that alien little life in his mother’s bed. 

“Yes, if you ail four of you get through the winter, 
that will be one of God’s little jokes,” said Josefina, 
slapping her hands on her cold belly. “This house never 
gets warm; and nothing to cover with, those boys out 
there, freezing on the dirt floor with a dirty old cat- 
skin . . ." 

“My husband will bring back plenty of money and 
furs and clothes from Mexico,” said Rosa. But she be¬ 
gan to cry again and mumble little sad doubts against 
the baby’s hot temple. 

“So, 1 will stay as long as I can,” said Josefina. “But 
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you know that can’t be forever.... Be quiet now. You 
will choke the baby. Here, I’ll take her, though God 
knows she may freeze to death. Get back to sleep. I will 
warm her.” 

Josefina took the baby. 

Julio leaned and crouched from his bed to see what 
they did. There was a coldly steady candle burning by 
the wooden saint in the comer of the bedroom. Josefina 
held the baby with one arm and with her other hand 
pulled her tight dress away in front, and her huge 
bosom lay open and cavernous with shadow. There, at 
her wannest and most copious being, she laid the baby 
and folded her breasts to it, and drew her dress together 
and held her arms like a cradle. Her cheeks quivered at 
the striving touch of the baby; some pleasure deepened 
in her being, and for no reason that she could recognize, 
out of her assortment of past events—midwife, servant, 
thief, and harlot—she began to blush. 

Her eyes watered as she smiled and sighed. 

Julio backed into his bed again. His brother Luis 
flinched and jerked like a dog that is tickled when it 
dozes. Julio held his breath for fear he would wake Luis. 
Yet he wanted to talk to him. He wanted to stir his 
brother into a fury of doing; to save this family; to 
prove that it was not a world for w’omen—that it was 
their own little tiny sister who so blindly threatened 
their mother’s life and will and who opened the disgust¬ 
ing bosom of a fat witch to lie there for warmthl 

So his thoughts were confused and furious. 

The fire was ^^live again in little flames like autumn 
leaves. He could not sleep. He could not forget. He 
hated his fears. They were with him, vaguely enlivened 
by Josefina’s talk. 

It was not long before winter. 

In the broken darkness of firelight Julio lay awake 
and prayed until he was answered by the same thing 
that always answered prayers, the earliest voice he had 
been taught to recognize, which no one else had to hear 
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—the voice of God Himself in his own heart. Father An¬ 
tonio made him know when he was a very little boy 
that the stronger a man was, the more he needed the 
guidance of God. So when he felt afraid and feeble 
alongside his mild strong brother, he had only to pray, 
and shut his eyes, and remember Jesus, who would pres¬ 
ently come to him and say, “I see you, Julio Garcia; it 
is all right. What is it?” 

“The mountains, to the mountains,” thought Julio 
in answer to his own prayer. 

"Blessed is the fruit of thy womb: Jesus .. 

“What is in the mountains?” 

"... now and at the hour of our death." 

“There is much that my brother and I can do in the 
mountains, and as soon as he awakens 1 will tell him; 
we will take my father's musket and go hunting; we 
will bring home skins to keep our little sister warm, 
and show our mother that this is a house of men, who 
do what is right, no matter how hard it is to do.” 

"Amen" 


2 

Against the mica panes of the small deep window the 
early daylight showed like fog, silve^ and chill. Luis 
jumped alive from sleep and went like a pale shadow 
to the dead fireplace, where he blew ashes off k few 
remote coals and, shivering in his bare skin, coaxed a 
fire alive. Then he found his clothes and got into them. 
He began to laugh at Julio, curled like a cat under the 
mountain-cat skins, waiting for warmth in the room. 
Then he thought with pleasure of the work to be done 
outside, in the marching dawn; cold mist over the river; 
the horses stirring; animals to feed and release. He 
went out, already owner of the day. 

Julio was awake all that time, and he squinted at the 
fire, judging nicely just when it would need more wood. 
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lest it go out, and just when the room would be com¬ 
fortable. He was soon up, listening for sounds in the 
other room. Presently Josefina came to make breakfast. 
She felt tragic in the cold morning, and her face 
drooped with pity for her heart which was abused. 

“I am going home," said she. 

"No, you can’t do that, * said the boy. 

She looked at him with sad delight in his concern. 

"Why can't I? What do I get around here for my 
pains? I was freezing all night." 

“When my father comes home he will pay you plenty. 
Luis and I can—we will bring you a glorious piece of 
fur." 

"Oh, indeed; and where from?" 

"We are going to the mountains.” 

"A pair of fool children like you? Another thing for 
your poor mama to worry abouti If she lives through 
the winter it will be very surprising." 

"What do you mean?" 

She had nothing to mean, and so she made it more 
impressive by quivering her great throat, a ridiculous 
gesture of melancholy. 

Julio ran outside and found his brother. They did 
not greet each other, but fell into tasks together. 

The sky was coming pale blue over the river, and pale 
gold edges of light began to show around the far moun¬ 
tain rims. The house looked like a lovely toy in the de¬ 
fining light, its edges gilded, its shadows dancing. 

“Luis." 

“What?" 

"I have an idea." 

"Well?” 

“Did you feel cold all night?" 

"No, but you would not lie still." 

"I am soiry. I heard Josefina talking to Mama.” 

"The poor old cow.” 

"Do you realize that we are so poor that we haven’t 
got enough things to keep us warm, especially with the 
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new baby here? And an extra woman in the house? 
... She ought to stay with us until Mama is well again." 

"What are you going to do about it?” 

“You and I should take the musket and go to hunt 
cats in the mountains, and bring home enough furs to 
satisfy everybody.” 

"Yes,” said Luis, without any surprise, "I have 
thought of that too." 

"Then I can go?” 

"I suppose so—if you behave yourself. It's no child’s 
errand, you know.” 

"Of course not. Then will you tell Mama?" 

“All right.” 

Now the smoke was thick and sweet above the house. 

The light spread grandly over the whole valley. 

Luis went to his mother’s bedside and leaned down. 
The baby was awake and obscurely busy against her 
mother’s side. 

"Mama.” 

"My little Luis.” 

“Julio and I are going to the mountains for a few 
days, to get some furs.” 

"No, no, you are both too youngl That little Julio is 
just a baby. Now, Luis, don’t bre^ my heart with any 
more troublesi” 

"What troubles? We have no troublesi” 

"Your father is gone, we have no money, my children 
shiver all night long, that Josefina is a fat crow. Father 
Antonio hasn’t been near us since the baby was born.” 

She wept easily and weakly. Luis was full of guilt and 
ideas of flight. He leaned and kissed her cool forehead 
and laughed like a big man. 

"You’ll see. My brother and I will come back like 
merchant princes.” 

"Then you are going?” 

"Yes, Mummie, we’ll go.” 

She stared at him in a religious indignation. This was 
her son! So even sons grew up and went away and did 
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what they wanted to do, in spite of all the things women 
could think of to keep them backl 

Later Julio came to say good-by, and she shamelessly 
wooed him to stay, with the name of God, and her love, 
and his pure dearness, and various coquetries. He felt 
a lump in his throat, so he shrugged, like his father, and 
went to the other room, where he paused and said, 
“Thank you, Josefina, for staying until my brother and 
I get back." 

“The devil takes many odd forms,” said Josefina with 
a pout. 

They had two horses and the musket which their 
father had left at home upon his last departure for 
Mexico. They had a rawhide pouch containing things 
to eat, loaves and chilies and dried meat. As soon as 
they were free of the little fields of home, Julio began 
to gallop; and Luis overtook him and, saying nothing, 
reached out for the halter and brought him down to a 
walk. Julio felt very much rebuked; he sat erect on his 
horse and squinted his eyes at the mountain rising so 
far ahead of them, and thought of himself as a relent¬ 
less hunter. 

The boys toiled over the land all morning. 

They paused and looked back several times, touched 
by the change in the look of their farm, which lay now 
like a box or two on the floor of the valley; and they 
thought respectively, “When I have my farm, I shall 
want to be on higher ground,” and “What if something 
dreadful has happened since we left homel If the baby 
choked to death, or a robber came, 1 should never for¬ 
give myself.” 

The mountains looked strangely smaller as they ad¬ 
vanced. The foothills raised the riders up, and from 
various slopes the mountain crowns seemed to lean 
back and diminish. The blue air in canons and on the 
far faces of .ock slides and broken mighty shoulders 
was like a breath of mystery over the familiar facts of 
memory. 
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“Let me carry the musket now for a while.” 

“No, we might as well decide that now. I am to have 
it all the time.” 

“Why, that isn’t rightl” 

“No, I have had more experience with it. It is our 
only arm. Now be sensible.” 

“Just because I am the younger, you always do this 
way. I tell you, I am an excellent shot.” 

“You may be. But I am nearly four years older, and 
—1 just think it better this way.” 

“I wish I’d known before we started." 

“Why don't you go back, then?” 

“I will.” 

But they rode on together. Easily triumphant, Luis 
could afford to be indulgent; later on he rode close to 
Julio and knocked him on the hack and winked. 

“You think I am not as much of a man as you are,” 
said Julio bitterly. 

“Well, you’re not.” 

“You’ll seel I can show you!” 

The brothers’ love for each other was equally warm, 
but derived from different wells of feeling. Sometimes 
they felt only the love; at other times, only the differ¬ 
ence. 

Now in afternoon, riding on the windy November 
plain, and knowing that before nightfall they would be 
in the very shadow of the nearest mountain reach, they 
felt their littleness on that world. The air was lighter 
so high up above the river valley. They looked back: 
an empire of sand-colored earth, and there, in the far 
light, the river herself, furred with trees. They looked 
ahead, but in doing that had to look up. 

It was a crazy giant land; a rock that looked like a 
pebble from here was higher than a tree when they got 
to it. 

“We must find a place to leave the horses.” 

“What?” 
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"You idiot, we can’t expect horses to climb straight 
up cliffs like that over therel" 

"Sure, we’ll find a place to leave them.” 

"It must be nearly too late to go into the mountains 
tonight.” 

“We’ll make a fire bf^re.” 

“If it is clear enough toriight, they could see our fire 
from home.” 

“They could?” 

The thought made Julio shiver. But then it was al¬ 
ready getting chill. The sun was going down. 


3 

They awoke the next morning under the cold moun¬ 
tains, and in their rested souls there was a mood of gods. 
They caught their horses and rode along the last little 
flat before the great rise, and before the sun was up 
over the rocky shoulder they had found a little box 
canon where there was a growth of straw-colored grass 
and through which there washed a small creek. Leading 
the horses, they walked far into the narrow, shadowy 
canon, and at last Luis said, “Therel” 

“What?” 

“Here is the place to leave the animals. We can make 
a little fence down here, and then be safe when we go 
off to hunt.” 

"What w.ll you build your fence with?” 

“Some big r'^cks and then a lot of branches that will 
seem high to the horses.” 

"Where does that river come from, do you suppose?” 

“If you’ll stop talking long enough to get to work, 
we’ll go and find out.” 

The light of builders came into their eyes, measuring, 
devising; after a few trials they had a system for their 
work; they moved harmoniously. Given need, materials, 
and imagination, nothing wanted. They grew warm 
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and threw down their coats. The sun quivered in watery 
brilliance high beyond the rocky crown. 

When they were done they untethered the horses and 
took up the food, the musket, the powder, balls, their 
knives, their tinder, and went up the canon, following 
the creek. It led them into shadow; they had to wade; 
the rocks widened—sunlight ahead; then a miniature 
marsh with moss and creatures’ tracks; then a little 
waterfall, which they heard, a whisper in diamond sun¬ 
light, before they saw it; and under it a black pool 
plumbed by the sun to its still, sandy floor. 

The fall came down from a rocky ledge halfway up 
the face of a gray cliff. 

The forest shadows beyond it, which they saw look¬ 
ing up, were hazy with sunlight and noon blue. 

“We’ll swiml’’ 

The boys took off their clothes and fell into the 
water; for a moment they hated the cold shock, and then 
they were happily claimed by the animal world. They 
were away from everything. They were let to their 
senses. They dived and splashed and bellowed, awaken¬ 
ing the silences to echo, which only tempest and beast 
had awakened before them. This was a bath of a super¬ 
man; not the idle, slow, muddy, warm current of the 
Rio Grande, which suggested cows and babies paddling 
and hot mud drugging boys who swam in summer. 

They came out into the warmer air and slapped until 
they were dry; then they dressed. 

“Up there—we’ve got to get up there some way.’’ 

Luis pointed up to the higher world beyond the fall. 
There were gigantic pines standing in light-failing 
ranks, and behind them a great plane of rock shaggy 
with its own breakage. 

So they retreated from the waterfall and went around 
it, climbing and clawing until they had gained the 
upper level. They stood to listen. Enormous and press¬ 
ing, the quiet of the mountains surrounded them. Their 
eyes, so long limited to a tame river world, hunted 
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ahead. They were explorers, so far as they knew. What 
no man has ever seen before! There was a mysterious 
sense of awe in the first eye that owned it. 

As they passed in and out of shadow they felt alter¬ 
nately cold and warm. 

As they went they were often forced by the huge si¬ 
lence to stop and let then •''wn sounds die away. 

They would laugh at each other at such moments 
and then go on. 

In midaftemoon they thought they must plan to go 
back, since it took them so long to come. The horses 
would need company and perhaps protection against 
beasts. 

The sun v/as yellower and cooler. 

The way they had come no longer looked the same; 
coming, they had watched another face of it; now, re¬ 
treating, they had to look back often to recognize their 
course. 'Fhey lost it, or thought they had, when they 
came to a bench of gray stone in a spill of light through 
branches. They then looked aside and saw the ledge 
curve and vanish in a stout hillside and emerge a little 
farther on and there become the rocky shelf over which 
rustled their waterfall of the sunny noon, 

“It is made by Heaven for our purposes!” said Luis, 

“Yes, it certainly is. . . . How do you mean?” 

“Well, the cats probably come and drink and lie here, 
and other animals. We could be here on this shelf, you 
see.” 

“And fire down on them?” 

“Sure. Come on.” 

They started along the ledge and then shagged back 
and nearly fell down to the canon floor below when a 
boom of air and shock arose and smote them from a tew 
feet ahead. It was the thunder of a great bald eagle who 
beat his wav off the rocks and straight up over them, his 
claws hanging down, his hot red eyes sparkling for one 
'inv sfcond in the light of the sky. Then he wheeled 
and raised his claws and extended bis head and dr'ft.ed 
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off in a long slanting line like the descent of the moun¬ 
tain edge over which he vanished. 

The boys were breathless. 

It scared them. 

It also hushed them—the grandeur of that heavy bird 
leaving earth for air. 

"How I should love to get a bird like thatl" 

“To kill him?” 

"Or at least get some of his feathers.” 

"Maybe he dropped some.” 

Julio moved forward and then crouched and called 
for his brother. 

"Luis, look! Hurryl Here is what he hadl” 

They were looking at a partially picked mountain- 
lion cub, off which the eagle had been feeding. 

“Julio, you see, now? Here is where the big cats will 
come. They will roam until they find it, and they will 
watch. The eagle carried off the baby cat. He’ll come 
back, tool” 

Julio acted like a very small boy. He kicked the car¬ 
cass of the cub off the ledge into the shaly slide below, 

"What did you do that for?” 

"T don’t know.” 

“It was wonderful baiti Now it’s gone!” 

"Well . . 

"Oh, come on I” 

The godlike temper and power of the day were gone 
for them both—Luis exasperated, yulio tired and guilty. 

As they went down to the canon where the waterfall 
seemed to stand, not fall, in a mist of blue shadow now 
that the sun was sinking, they looked up and saw the 
eagle so high that he seemed like a spiraling leaf, and 
Luis shrugged and said, "Oh, cheer upl I suppose he 
would have come back anyway and carried his supper 
off I” 

But Luis, though he was again friendly, could not 
offset the chilling of the whole day; and the rocky clear 
cold cupping of night in those walled places closed over 
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Julio and confirmed his hunger, his bitterness, his 
youthful rue at the turn of happiness into misery, like 
the turn of day into dusk. 

All right, if everybody was older than he was, let 
them parade and give orders. If Luis felt so superior, 
Julio would show him someday. 

They scampered down tlie cafion as fast as they could, 
for where they had left the hoiies was like a station of 
home to them. 

When it was dark enough they looked for stars, and 
saw some, but clouds had come, and a damp, warmish 
wind, and the canon talked in wind, trees keening, and 
now and then an almost silent thunder of a wind blow 
when it met a distant high rock mountain face. 

By the last light of their fire Luis examined his mus¬ 
ket, to see that the day’s toil over hard ground hadn’t 
damaged it any. 

"Let me see it,” said Julio. 

"What for?" 

"Oh, can't I just see it?” 

Luis handed it over. 

Julio sighted along the barrel. 

’^‘She's a lovely one,” he murmured. Then he gave it 
back, ready to go to sleep, chuckling with affection for 
Luis, who would be so surprised. 


Dawn came with a ghostly diffusion of misty light—the 
slow march ot shapes. 

Julio was ready. 

He rolled with almost infinite slowness to the ground, 
free of the blankets, and left Luis slumbering like a 
mummy who knew the cold of centuries. 

He crouched and slowly went around the other side 
of the bed and took up the musket and ammunition 
from the side of his brother. 
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He sniffed the air, and it was bittersweet with cold 
and some drifting new flavor. 

He didn’t know, in his excitement and caution, that 
it was the presage of snow. 

He went up the canon chewing on a hank of jerked 
meat from his pocket. He was abroad in his own wil¬ 
derness, with his own gun; in effect, with his own des¬ 
tiny. He remembered yesterday's trail very well, and he 
toiled while the light grew; yet, there being no sun, 
everything had a new look, though he had seen it be¬ 
fore. He came after a long time to the pool and the 
waterfall. There he stopped and looked back. Now he 
realized how far it was, how many hours divided him 
from Luis, who must have been awake and wondering 
hours ago. 

What would Luis do? 

Would he kick the hard ground in fury and halloo 
for him? Or would he set out in pursuit? 

But which way would Luis decide to go? 

Or perhaps he was weeping at the conviction that his 
beautiful young brother Julio had been carried off in 
the night by beasts of prey. 

Then the image of a devouring lion shouldering a 
musket was too odd, and Julio laughed; then he smartly 
turned to see where another’s laugh came from; then he 
laughed again, at his echo in the rocky room with the 
sky roof. 

The waterfall was like a wraith made of heavier air 
than the gray essence that filled the intimate little 
canon. 

"The cats will come to the ledge,’’ thought Julio, 
faithful to his brother’s wisdom, even though he out¬ 
raged it. 

He went around the long way, slowly going across the 
fat roll of the rocky hillside, and found himself then in 
the tail forest up there. He knew that a hunter must 
wait, so he settled himself to do so on a tiled shelf of 
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moss, between two big boulders, lacy with fern and 
dark with shadow. 

His stomach was clutched by doubts and partly 
whetted hunger. Hardest of all was to keep the silence 
of the mountains, lest he startle his game. 

Many times he was ready to get up, relieve the ache 
of his set legs, go back to Luis, and pretend that he had 
only wandered a few feet away from camp. 

But he was afraid now. He v/as afraid of the way the 
sky looked, dark and soft, and wind very high up which 
pulled the clouds past the peaks as if tearing gray cloth 
on the sharp edges. 

He was lost, really. 

The musket was a heavy sin across his lap. It was 
loaded. Perhaps he ^ould unload it and scamper back. 

But then, if a mountain cat came to the ledge, he 
would be helpless. 

Then he remembered for the first time that he might 
be in danger from the animals. It sent blood back 
through him, and he grew angry at such menace. 

“If they think they can hurt me, they are crazy, those 
wildcats!” 

So he spent the early day and noon in thoughts of 
himself and his furies, while the peace of the forest was 
held, and the sky now came down in darkness and again 
blew upward in windy jets of silvery light. 

And he stayed, watching. 

He was so alone and silent that the first touch on his 
cheek out of the air startled him, and he turned his 
head quickly to look; but what had touched his cheek 
was the snow, shortly after noon. 

It came down, dandled by the odd currents of airy 
wind in the irregular mountains, like white dust sifting 
through the ancient stand of trees up the mountainside. 

Julio blinked at the spotty snow falling before his 
eyes, and he licked the delicious flakes that starred his 
lips. 
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The rocks were beginning to look white. The air was 
white, and the distance was white. 

The distance was reduced. When he tried to peer as 
far as he would, his sight seemed to go so tar and then 
turn black. 

All suddenly a most childish wave of lonesomeness 
broke over him, and he knew how far away he was, and 
how solitary; how subject to the mountains. 

He got up. 

Something else moved, too, in the whitening world. 

He saw it, obscurely dark against the white stone shelf 
below him in line of sight. It was a mountain lion com¬ 
ing down the ledge with beautiful stillness and almost 
the touch of snow in its own paws. 

Its heart-shaped nose was along the CTound, smelling 
the fresh snow and whatever it covered. 

Julio lifted the gun, which was as light as he wanted 
it in this moment, and watched, and licked the snow 
off his upper lip. Then, with his eyes wide open and his 
cheeks blown up, he fired. 

He couldn’t hear the lion cry, or the echo of the amaz¬ 
ing blast through the canons and the aisles. He was deaf 
from it. But he sat down behind his rock and watched 
while he reloaded, and saw the cat spilling its blood on 
the snow; and then gradually he could hear it moaning 
as his head cleared Then it suddenly died. The snow 
continued on it passively, cooling the blood, and mak¬ 
ing it pale, and finally thickening over it entirely. 

After a long time Julio came down from his rock and 
touched his game. 

He glanced around to see if any more cats happened 
to be there. There were none. He was exalted and indif¬ 
ferent. He rolled the heavy lion off the ledge down to 
the sloping hillside below it. There the snow was thin¬ 
ner. There he set to v/ork to skin the cat, as he had 
watched his father skin animals at home, for leather, 
for fur, for rawhide. 
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His knife was so wet and cold that it tried to stick to his 
hands. 

He was late in finishing. He felt proud. 

Maybe Luis would be annoyed, but not for long. To 
bring home the first fur? He had a loving, warm, tender 
heart for all animals, now that he had conquered one 
of the greatest. He felt that animals must love men in 
return, and serve them humbly. 

Done, then, he returned to thoughts of others, and 
then he could have groaned aloud when he really imag¬ 
ined what Luis might feel. 

“Do you suppose my brother is in danger because I 
took away his gun? What if he has been attacked? What 
if I had not had the gun when the lion came? It would 
be the same with him, without any protection! Oh, my 
Jesus and ray God, help me to get back in a hurry, and 
have him safe when I get there!’* 

Now, with heavying snow and night beginning to 
fall, the hunter could not scramble fast enough to undo 
what his day had done. 

He shouldered his new skin, which was freezing and 
heavy, and his gun and his supplies, and went down off 
the shaly hill. In the bottom of the chasm, where the 
waterfall entered the stream, it was dark. The black 
water of the creek alone was clearly visible. He stopped 
and called out, then turned to listen, but the spiraling 
flaky darkness was vastly quiet. 

He hurried m and sobbed a few times, but he said to 
himself that it was simply that he was cold, not that he 
was sorely afraid and sorry. 

“Certainly I can see!” 

But he paid for this lie when he struck a rock that 
cut his cheek and threw him down to the ground, where 
the soft copious snowfall went on secretly to change the 
mountains, to enrich stony hollows with soft concavi- 
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ties, to stand the bare ridges barer above snowy articula¬ 
tions. 

He struggled to make a small fire, scratching twigs 
and needles and branches from the lee side of rocks, 
having to feel for his wants. At last he produced a flame, 
and his heart leaped up, the firelight on the snow was 
so lovely. In the light he saw where he was, and col¬ 
lected more branches, building craftily to bring up his 
flames, until the canon was roaring with light and heat 
at that spot. 

He sat, then lay on his new fur, with the raw side 
down. 

The snowflakes made a tiny, fascinating little hiss of 
death when they fell into the fire. 

“Luis will be all right. I will get to him early in the 
morning; as soon as it is light I shall start out.'* 

He dozed and awoke, at last to see his fire gone. Then 
he knew he must stay awake. 

What he knew next was so strange that he felt hum¬ 
ble. In spite of trying not to, he had fallen asleep, and 
was then awakened afterward by wave after wave of 
sound, through the falling, falling snow which hushed 
everything but this clamor that had awakened him, the 
ringing of a bell. The bell clanged and stammered and 
changed with the wind; like the bell of the church at 
home, miles up the valley on a still, hot summer Sunday 
morning. 

“But this is not—there can be no church in these 
mountains!" he said in the blackest density of the snow¬ 
fall that night. And he listened again, but now heard 
nothing—nothing beyond the faint sense of hushing in 
the air made by the falling snow. 

The bell was gone; it had served to awaken him; 
somewhere beyond this cold, separating fall it had rung 
out for him—true, even if it came to him as a dream of 
security. He did not lie down again, but sat, marveling, 
and sick for home. 
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The snow continued with daybreak. 

He set out again as soon as he could see a few feet in 
front of him. As the light grew, so did his sense of folly. 
It was as if he had dreamed of the things that might 
happen to his brother Lui> 

All his greatness of accomplishment disappeared. 
What good was this smelling and frozen catskin now? 
He threw it down by an icy rock and found that he 
could now run, trotting, without the awkward burden 
of the cat hide, which was stiff and slippery—with its 
frozen leggings of fur which stuck out, ragged and in¬ 
dignant, the congealed ghost of the cat. 

The snow died away as Julio hurried. The wind be¬ 
came capricious and bitter. It scratched in long sweeps 
down the canon and bore out over the open plains, 
which Julio could begin to see as the day grew and he 
toiled farther down the shadowy chasm. 

He kept staring ahead for sight of the spare pines 
which stood by their camp. He remembered seeing the 
pines against open sky the first night there—which 
meant that they were nearly out of the mountain's fold. 

He thought he saw the sentinel trees once; broke into 
a hard run, and then stopped, panting, when he saw 
that the gray light on a wall of rock had looked for a 
moment like a misty sky out there over the plain. 

The musket was heavy and cold in his grasp. He had 
it still load* d. Perhaps he ought to shoot it off, a signal 
for his brother? 

But he would call first. 

He cried out, and stood to listen, his whole body 
turned sideways to hear an answer. 

There was none. 

Now he knew that the bell he had heard last night, 
waking him up during the snowstorm, was a miracle, 
sent to keep him from freezing to death in his sleep. 
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So he began to run again, and his heart nearly burst. 
He thought perhaps there would be another miracle, 
to keep Luis safe and bring Julio back to him right 
away. 

The boy crawled over the rocks that seemed cold 
enough to crack in the weather; he waded where he had 
to in the glazed creek. Suddenly it was lighter; the sky 
lay before him as well as above him; and at last he 
looked down on the miniature meadow of the canon 
mouth where the horses were fenced. Therel Yes, there 
were the guardian pine trees. 

"Luis, Luis, I am back!" he cried, but he choked and 
made only a sobbing sound. There was no fire burning 
at the camp, and Julio was thumped in the breast by 
fear again, as if Luis had gone back home with the two 
horses and left him as he deserved to be left, alone in 
the mountains. 

He hurried and then saw the horses, far down the 
way. 

Then he heard a voice, talking to him from a dis¬ 
tance; no words; level, careful sounds; it sounded like 
Luis. 

"Luis, where are you?” 

Julio came down farther. 

He squinted around and then upward. 

“I am glad to see you back. Stop where you arel” 

"Luis I" 

"Be careful." 

At the same moment Julio heard how Luis spoke 
from the tree where he was hanging and he saw the wolf 
at the base of the tree, which sat staring upward, per¬ 
fectly quiet and ready. 

The wolf was huge and looked like a dog, except that 
he was gray, the color of rock—which was why Julio 
didn’t see him for the first little while. 

The wolf must have heard him, for his ears were 
standing up and the fur on his spine was silvery and 
alive. Julio stood shocking-still and was perfectly sure 
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that the wolf’s eyes were straining toward him as far as 
they could without the turn of the head, and the animal 
was ready to turn and attack him if necessary. 

So there was a grotesque interval of calm and silence 
in the canon. 

Luis was hanging to the pine tree, which had a fevi? 
tough fragments of brancii about sixteen feet above the 
ground. 

The sun tried to shine through the bitter and cloudy 
day. 

Luis looked white and sick, half frozen; his eyes were 
burning black in new hollow shadows. 

“Julio,” said Luis as lightly as possible, never taking 
his eyes off the wolf; indeed, as if he were addressing the 
wolf. 

“Yes, Luis,” whispered Julio. 

“You have the gun there with you, haven’t you?” 
asked the older brother in an ingratiating and mollify¬ 
ing tone, to keep the wolf below him still intent upon 
his first design. 

“Yes, Luis.” 

"Well, Julio,” said his brother with desperate charm, 
velvet-voiced and easy, “see if you can load it without 
making much disturbance, will you?” 

"It is loaded, Luis.” 

“Oh, that is fine. Then, Julio, pray Jesus you can 
manage to shoot the wolf. Julio, be easy and steady now 
. . . don’t—move—fast—or—make—any—noise—Julio— 
for—the—love—of—God.” 

To Julio it was like coming back to the reward of his 
folly. He held his breath, to be quiet. 

He thought Luis was going to fall from the tree—his 
face was so white and starving, his hands so bony and 
desperate where they clutched. 

“Why, of course I can shoot the terrible wolf,” said 
Julio to h'mself, slowly, slowly bringing the musket 
around to the aim. 

Luis, from his tree against the gray pale sky, went on 
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talking in tones of enchantment and courtesy to the 
wolf, to keep alive the concentration, until Julio fan¬ 
cied the wolf might answer, as animals did in the tales 
of early childhood. 

“We shall see, my dear friend wolf, just sit there—one 
—more—minute—if you please—until—my—brother gets 
the thing ready. . . . Are—you—ready—Julio?” 

The answer was the shot. 

The wolf lashed his hind quarters around so that he 
faced Julio, whence the sound had come. 

He roared and spat, but he could not move. His back 
was broken. He sat and barked and snapped his teeth. 

Julio ran a little way forward, then was cautious. He 
stopped and began to reload. 

Luis fell to the ground. He had his knife ready. But 
he could not move as quickly as he would. He was cold 
and stiff and cramped. He hacked his knife into the 
animal’s breast, but the stab was shy and glancing. The 
wolf made a crying effort and scrabbled its body for¬ 
ward and took Luis by the leg. 

“Now, Juliol Your knifel” 

Julio dropped the musket and came down to them. 

“Where, Luis?” 

“Under his left foreaiml” 

“Wolfl” said Julio, and drove his knife. 

7 

For a moment they all stayed where they were—the 
brothers panting; the animal dead, and slowly relaxing 
thus. The brothers sweated and couldn’t speak, but 
hung their heads and spat dry spit and coughed and 
panted. 

"Did he bite you bad?” asked Julio. 

“No, he couldn’t bite very hard, not even like a dog 
—he was too hurt.” 

“Let me see.” 
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They peeled the cloth away from the leg just above 
the knee. The teeth had tom the cloth and the flesh. It 
did not hurt. It was numb. It bled very little. The skin 
was blue. 

There was nothing to do to the leg except cover it 
again. They took as long as possible at it, but they had 
presently to come to the story of the young brother’s 
folly, and as soon as that wa? done they felt elated—the 
one penitent and grave, the other pardoning and aware 
that the terrors of the experience were more useful to 
his young brother than any rebuke. 

“And I know right where I left the lion’s skin; we’ll 
get it laterl We can get many morel” 

Julio was ballooning with relief, now that it was ail 
over and done with. He felt as he always felt after con¬ 
fession in church—airy and tall. 

The physical misery in snow and wind and rocky 
mountain temper—this was their outer penalty. But the 
boys knew an inner joy at the further range of their 
doing. Simply bein^ where they were, at odds with what 
menaced them—this was achievement; it was man’s 
doing done. 

Late that day the sun did break through and a little 
while of golden light seemed to relieve the cold. It 
didn’t snow again that night. They kept their fire high. 
Luis was, oddly, too lame to walk. But he was glad to lie 
and watch the flames and smile at Julio’s serious bear¬ 
ing, full of thoughtful play in his face which meant 
plans and intentions. 


8 

The day after the snowstorm the valley itself came 
back in a kind of golden resurge of autumn. The house 
at the little farm was soaked with melting snow; run¬ 
ning lines of dark, muddy thaw streaked from the 
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round-worn edges of the roof to the walls and the 

temper of the river was warmer than the moun¬ 
tain weather. The willows and cottonwoods lost their 
snoHr by noon. The mountains were visible again, alter 
the day of the blind white blowing curtain over the 
plain. 

Jfot many travelers were abroad, but Father An¬ 
tonio came down the road shortly after noon, and Jose- 
iina saw him, his fat white mare, his robe tucked above 
his waist, his wool-colored homespun trousers, and his 
Mexican boots. She went to tell Rosa that the priest was 
coming at last, and to stop crying, if that was all she 
wsu crying for. 

The priest dismounted in the yard and let his horse 
move. 

Josefina tidied herself in honor of the visit, and he 
came in, catching her wetting her eyebrows. She imme¬ 
diately felt like a fool, from the way he looked at her; 
and she bowed for his blessing, furious at his kind of 
power over and against women. 

“I didn't get your message about the baby until two 
days ago, and then I said nothing could keep me from 
coming as soon as I could. Isn't it finel Wheie is he? Or 
is it a girl? 1 hope you have a girl. Already those bad 
boys of yours—where are they?" 

Rosa felt as if authority had walked into her house 
and that she need have no further fear. 

Father Antonio was a tall, very spare, bony man 
nearly fifty, with straw-colored hair, a pale, wind-pinked 
face, and little blue eyes that shone speculatively as he' 
gazed. He was awkward; he couldn’t talk without slowly 
waving his great-knuckled hands in illustration of his 
mood; and he loved to talk, putting into words the great 
interest of his days. Everything suggested something 
else to him; he debated with himself as if he were two 
Jesuits, they said in Santa F^, where he was not popular 
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with the clergy because he preferred working in the 
open land among the scattered families of me river 
basin. 

“Where are the boys?” he asked. 

Rosa was at peace. Her cheeks dried and her heart 
seemed to grow strong. She felt a spell of calm, strong 
breath in her breast. She was proud. 

“They have gone hunting. They have been gone sev¬ 
eral days now. In the mountains.’’ 

Josefina lingered on the outside of a kind of sanctu¬ 
ary which the priest and the mother made, a spiritual 
confine which she could not enter, a profane and re¬ 
sentful woman. But she could toss her opinions into it 

“They are little fools, a pair of chicken-boned in¬ 
fants, crazy, going to the mountainsl It snowed there 
for two days. They will never come back.” 

Rosa watched the priest’s face, ready to be frightened 
or not, by his expression. 

He glanced at Josefina—a mild blue fire. 

“They are probably all right.” 

Josefina mumbled. 

“How will a man ever know what goes on,” asked 
Father Antonio, “unless he goes out and looks at it?” 

“How long can you stay. Father?” asked Rosa. 

“Till we christen the baby.” 

“But-” 

“I’ll wait till the brothers come back, so the baby 
will have a godfather.” 

“I—godmother,” simpered Josefina on the outskirts, 
making a fat and radiant gesture of coquetry. 

“Why not?” said the priest mildly, taking the sting 
out of her scandalous contempt. 

It sobered her. She blushed. 

“When your husband comes back in the spring with 
the wagon train,” said Father Antonio, “you can send 
some mone) to my church.” 

“Gladly,” said Rosa. 

“Those must be big boys by now. I haven’t seen them 
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for months. Luis? Julio? That's right. When I was a 
boy I had all the desires to go and look at what was over 
the mountains. Then when I was away, tliere, in Mex¬ 
ico, at the seminary, the world on this side of the 
mountains was just as inviting and mysterious. Eh? 
When I came back to go to work, everybody bowed to 
me and behaved properly as to a priest. But I always 
felt a little guilty for that, and went fishing or hunting. 
The animals had no respect for me, which was a relief, 
for they knew not of God, whose weight is sometliiiig 
to carry, I can tell youl” 

This was strange talk to tfic women. 

“Next to catching a sinner and taking away his sin, 
I like best to fetch a trout or play a long game of war 
with beaver in the river pools. So now I know why your 
two big brown babies went off to the mountains.” 
“Oh,” thought the women, “That explains it.” 


9 

Father Antonio stayed over a week. The boys were 
missing. The priest would go and look at the moun¬ 
tains in all times of day, to see if he could see anything, 
even in his mind, which might be played with as news 
for the distracted mother. 

But all he saw were the momentous faces of the moun¬ 
tains; light or the absence of light; at dawn, a chalky 
black atmosphere quivering with quiet air; at noon, 
silvered by the sun, the great rock wrinkles shining and 
constant; at evening, tlie glow of rose, as if there were 
furnaces within the tumbled stone which heated the 
surface, until it came to glow for a few moments, then 
cooling to ashy black from the base upward until it 
joined the darkening sky like a low, heavy cloud. 

“I have promised to stay for them, and I will,” said 
the priest. 

He spent the days making Rosa agree to get strong. 
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until she finally arose from her bed and ordered her 
house again. He did the tasks of the outdoors. There 
was no need for Josefina to stay now; but stay she did, 
touched in her vanity by the godmotherhood which 
had been mentioned once. 

She came in one da), «!till holding her arm over her 
eyes, as if staring into the distance, the golden chill of 
the open winter. 

“I think 1 see them comingl” she cried. 

They all went outdoors, 

“You are crazy," said the priesL 

They looked and looked. 

The plain and the slow rise into the mountain lift 
were swimming with sunlight. They searched with long 
looks until they had to blink for vision. 

“Seel Like a couple of sheep, just barely moving?” 
insisted Josefina, pointing vaguely at the mountains. 

“Where?" 

“Yes, I do seel She is rightl She must have Indian 
blood.” 

The mother was the last to see and agree. 

There was an infinitesimal movement far on the 
plain, hardly perceptible as movement; some energy of 
presence, a fall of light and cast of shadow, just alive 
enough to be convincing. It was the hunters, coming 
on their horses on the second day’s journey out of the 
mountains. 

Late in the afternoon they arrived. 

The marks of their toil were all over them. 

To go and ..ome backl This being the common mys¬ 
tery of all journeying, the mother could hardly wait for 
them to speak, to tell her everything. 

She brought the baby, and the boys kissed the tiny 
furred head. 

The priest gave them his blessing and they bent their 
shaggy necks under it. 

Josefina stared and then squinted at them, whisper¬ 
ing something. 
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“Luis, you are hurtl” 

“Not any more.” 

“But you were!” 

“I will tell you sometime.” 

“Now, nowl” 

“How long have we been away?” 

“Ten daysl” 

The boys talked, confirming each other with looks. 

Luis and the wolf; the bite; the fever; the body as the 
residence of the devil, and the raving nights. Julio and 
his amazing skill as a marksman; his reckless courage; 
the two of them together after Luis’ recovery; shagging 
up and down rocky barriers, mountain sprites, and their 
bug of skins. 

“Look at thatl” 

lliey got and opened out their two packs of furs, and 
there were cats, the wolf, a little deer, and a middle- 
sized brown bear. 

“Who got the bear?” 

“Luis! It was wonderful! The bear was in a tree, 
watching us, and what made him nobody knows, but 
Luis looked up, and whang! and boo! Down fell the 
bear, and all it took was the one shotl” 

“But you should have seen Julio the time he saved 
my life, when the wolf was waiting for me to fall down, 
I was so cold and weak! Up in my tree!” 

The silence was full of worried love; what had they 
not done! But safe. Yes, but-what if— 

The brothers looked at each other. 

Nothing would ever be said about the other thing. 
Nobody ever managed to grow up without being fool¬ 
ish at some time or other. 

The priest thought, “The boy Julio looks taller. I 
suppose it is only natural; last time I was here he was—” 

Luis took the baby sister to hold. 

There was plenty of fur to keep her warm. 

Julio sighed. It was a curiously contented and old 
man's comment 
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Father Antonio felt like laughing, but there was 
some nobility of bearing in Julio's little mighty shoul¬ 
ders that did not deserve genial patronizing. 

The priest glanced at Josefina. He knew his materials 
like a craftsman. He thought, “Josefina sees—she even 
smells as a female—what has taken place in Julio. She 
stares at him and then squints and whispers to herself. 
How little is secretl How much makes a lifel" 

The mother’s arms were free of her infant. She went 
and hugged Julio, because, though she hardly thought 
it so clearly, she knew that he had gone and conquered 
the wilderness which was his brother’s by birth. She 
knew that—and what lay behind it—as only a child's 
mother could know it; with defensive and pitying and 
pardoning love, so long as it might be needed. 


10 

“I wish I could write, now,’’ said Luis. 

“Why?” 

“Then I would write to my father about it.” 

“But he could not read it.” 

“No, but he could get somebody to read it to him.” 
“Should I write and tell him about it for you?” asked 
Father Antonio. 

“Oh, if you would, Fatherl” 

“I’ll be glad to—the minute I get back to my house 
where I have pens and paper. You have told me the 
whole adventui,.” 

But when the priest did return home and sit down to 
keep his promise to the delighted brothers, what they 
had told him seemed to him man’s story, and all he 
finally wrote was: 

“Dear Garcia, 

“Your wife has had a dear baby girl, and both are 
well and happy, with God's grace. Your two sons are 
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proud of their family, and when you return, before 
hearing from their lips anything of their adventures 
during your absence, you will see that they are already 
proper men, for which God be praised in the perfection 
of His design for our mortal life,” 



OVER THE RIVER 
AND THROUGH THE WOOD 

John O’Hara 
1905 - 


Mr. Winfield’s hat and coat and bag were in the hall 
of his flat, and when the man downstairs phoned to tell 
him the car was waiting, he was all ready. He went 
downstairs and said hello to Robert, the giant Negro 
chauffeur, and handed Robert the bag, and followed 
him out to the car. For the first time he knew that he 


and his granddaughter were not to make the trip alone, 
for there were two girls with Sheila, and she introduced 
them: “Grandfather, I'd like to have you meet my 
friends. This is Helen Wales, and this is Kay Farns¬ 
worth. My grandfather, Mr. Winfield.” The names 
meant nothing to Mr. Winfield. What did mean some¬ 


thing was that he was ^oing to have to sit on the strap¬ 
ontin, or else sit outside with Robert, which was no 


good. Not that Robert wasn’t all right, as chauffeurs 
go, but Robert was wearing a raccoon coat, and Mr. 
Winfield had no raccoon coat. So it was sit outside and 


freeze or sit on the little seat inside. 


Apparently it made no difference to Sheila. He got 
inside, and when he closed the door behind him, she 
said, “I wonder what's keeping Robert?” 
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"He’s strapping my bag on that thing in the back,” 
said Mr. Winfield. Sheila obviously was not pleased 
by the delay, but in a minute or two they got under 
way, and Mr. Winfield rather admired the way Sheila 
carried on her conversation with her two iriends and 
at the same time routed and rerouted Robert so that 
they were out of the city in no time. To Mr. Winfield 
it was pleasant and a little like old times to have the 
direction and the driving done for you. Not that he 
ever drove himself any more, but when he hired a car, 
he always had to tell the driver just where to turn and 
where to go straight. Sheila knew. 

The girls were of an age, and the people they talked 
about were referred to by first names only. Ted, Bob, 
Gwen, Jean, Mary, l.i/. Listening with some care, Mr. 
Winfield discovered that school acquaintances and boys 
whom they knew slightly were mentioned by their last 
rtames. 

Sitting where he was. he could not v/atch the girls' 
faces, but he formed his opinions of the Misses Wales 
and Farnsworth. Miss Wales supplied every other word 
when Sheila was talking. She was smallest of the 
three girls, and the peppy kind. Miss Farnsworth looked 
out of the window most of the time, and said hardly 
anything. Mr. Winfield could see more of her face, and 
he founcl himself asking, “I wonder if that child really 
likes anybody.” Well, that was one way to be. Make 
the world show you. You could get away with it, too, 
if you were as attractive as Miss Farnsworth. The miles 
streamed by and the weather got colder, and Mr. Win¬ 
field listened and soon understood that he was not 
expected to contribute to the conversation. 

“We stop here,” said Sheila. It was Danbury, and 
they came to a halt in front of the old hotel. “Wouldn’t 
you like to stop here, Grandfather?” He understood 
then that his daughter had told Sheila to stop here; 
obediently and with no dignity he got out. When he 
returned to the car, the three girls were finishing their 
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cigarettes, and as he climbed back in the car, he no¬ 
ticed how Miss Farnsworth had been looking at him 
and continued to look at him, almost as though she were 
making a point of not helping him—although he 
wanted no help. He wasn’t really an old man, an old 
man. Sixty-five, 

The interior of the car wa^ filled with cigarette 
smoke, and Miss Farnsworth asked Mr. Winfield if he'd 
mind opening a window. He opened it. Then Sheila 
said one window didn’t make any difference; open both 
windows, just long enough to let the smoke get out. 
"Myl That air feels good,” said Miss Wales. Then: "But 
what about you, Mr. Winfield? You’re in a terrible 
draught there.” He replied, for the first use of his voice 
thus far, that he did not mind. And at that moment 
the girls thought they saw a car belonging to a boy 
they knew, and they were in Sheffield, just over the 
Massachusetts line, before Miss Farnsworth realized 
that the windows were open and creating a terrible 
draught. She realized it when the robe slipped off her 
leg, and she asked Mr. Winfield if he would mind clos¬ 
ing the window. But he was unable to get the crank 
started; his hands were so cold there was no strength in 
them, "We’ll be there soon,” said Sheila. Nevertheless, 
she closed the windows, not even acknowledging Mr, 
Winfield's shamed apologies. 

He had to be first out of the car when they arrived at 
the house in Lenox, and it was then that he regretted 
having chosen the strapontin. He started to get out of 
the car, but when his feet touched the ground, the hard- 
packed frozen cinders of the driveway flew up at him. 
His knees had no strength in them, and he stayed there 
on the ground for a second or two, trying to smile it 
off. Helpful Robert—almost too helpful; Mr. Winfield 
wasn’t that old—jumped out of the car and put his 
hands in Mr. Winfield’s armpits. The girls were fright¬ 
ened, but it seemed to Mr. Winfield that they kept look¬ 
ing toward the library window, as though they were 
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afraid Sheila’s mother would be there and blaming 
them for his fall. If they only knew . . . 

“You go on in, Grandfather, if you’re sure you’re all 
right,” said Sheila. “I have to tell Robert about the 
bags.” 

“I'm all right,” said Mr. Winfield. He went in, and 
hung up his coat and hat in the clothes closet under the 
stairs. A telephone was there, and in front of the tele¬ 
phone a yellow card of numbers frequently called. Mr. 
Winfield recognized only a few of the names, but he 
guessed there was an altogether different crowd of peo¬ 
ple coming up here these days. Fifteen years make a 
difference, even in a place like Lenox. Yes, it was fif¬ 
teen years since he had been up here in the summer¬ 
time. These trips, these annual trips for Thanksgiv¬ 
ing, you couldn’t tell anything about the character of 
the place from these trips. You never saw anybody but 
your own family and, like today, their guests. 

He went out to the darkened hall and Ula, the maid, 
jumped in fright. “Ugh. Oh. It’s you, Mr. Winfield. 
You like to scare me.” 

“Hello, Ula. Glad to see you're still holding the fort. 
Where's Mrs. Day?” 

“Upstairs, I think . . . Here she is now,” said Ula. 

His daughter came down the steps; her hand on the 
banister was all he could see at first. "Is that you. Fa¬ 
ther? I thought I heard the car.” 

“Hello, Mary,” he said. At the foot of the stairs they 
went through the travesty of a kiss that both knew so 
well. He leaned forward so that his head was above her 
shoulder. To Ula, a good Catholic, it must have looked 
like the kiss of peace. “Pax tibi," Mr. Winfield felt like 
saying, but he said, “Where have you—” 

“Fatherl You’re freezing!” Mrs. ‘Day tried very hard 
to keep the vexation out of her tone. 

“It was a cold ride,” he said. “This time of year. We 
had snow flurries between Danbury and Sheffield, but 
the girls enjoyed it.” 
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"You go right upstairs and have a bath, and I'll send 
up—what would you like? Tea? Chocolate? Coffee?” 

He was amused. The obvious thing would be to offer 
him a drink, and it was so apparent that she was talking 
fast to avoid that. "I think cocoa would be fine, but 
you’d better have a real drink for Sheila and her 
friends.” 

"Now, why do you take tiiat tone. Father? You could 
have a drink if you wanted it, but you're on the wagon, 
aren’t you?” 

"Still on it. Up there with the driver.” 

“Well, and besides, liquor doesn't warm you up the 
same way something hot does. I’ll send up some choco¬ 
late. I’ve put you in your old room, of course. You'll 
have to share the bathroom with one of Sheila’s friends, 
but that’s the best I could do. Sheila wasn’t even sure 
she was coming till the very last minute.” 

“I’ll be all right. It sounds like—I didn’t bring eve¬ 
ning clothes.” 

“We're not dressing.” 

He went upstairs. His room, the room itself, was just 
about the same; but the furniture was rearranged, his 
favorite chair not where he liked it best, but it was a 
good house; you could tell it was being lived in, this 
year, today, tomorrow. Little touches, ashtrays, flow¬ 
ers. It seemed young and white, cool with a warm 
breath, comfortable—and absolutely strange to him 
and, more especially, he to it. Whatever of the past 
this house had held, it was gone now. He sat in the 
chair and lit a cigarette. In a wave, in a lump, in a gust, 
the old thoughts came to him. Most of the year they 
were in the back of his mind, but up here Mr. Winfield 
held a sort of annual review of far-off, but never-out- 
of-sight regrets. This house, it used to be his until 
Mary’s husband bought it. A good price, and in 1921 
he certainl) needed the money. He needed everything, 
and today he had an income from the money he got for 
this house, and that was about all. He remembered the 
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day Mary's husband came to him and said, “Mr. Win¬ 
field, I hate to have to be the one to do this, but Mary— 
Mary doesn't—well, she thinks you weren't very nice to 
Mrs. Winfield. I don’t know anything about it myself, 
of course, but that’s what Mary thinks. I expected, natu¬ 
rally, I thought you’d come and live with us now that 
Mrs. Winfield has died, but—well, the point is, I know 
you’ve lost a lot of money, and also I happen to know 
about Mrs. Winfield's will. So I’m prepared to make 
you a pretty good offer, strictly legitimate based on 
current values, for the house in Lenox. I’ll pay the de¬ 
linquent taxes myself and give you a hundred and fifty 
thousand dollars for the house and grounds. That 
ought to be enough to pay off your debts and give you 
a fairly decent income. And, uh, I happen to have a 
friend who knows Mr. Harding quite well. Fact, he 
sees the President informally one night a week, and I 
know he’d be only too glad, if you were interested . . .” 

He remembered how that had tempted him. Hard¬ 
ing might have fixed it so he could go to London, where 
Enid Walter was. But even then it was too late. Enid 
had gone back to London because he didn't have the 
guts to divorce his wife, and the reason he wouldn't 
divorce his wife was that he wanted to “protect” Mary, 
and Mary’s standing, and Mary’s husband’s standing, 
and Mary’s little daughter’s standing; and now he was 
“protecting” them all over again, by selling his house 
so that he would not become a family charge—protect¬ 
ing the very same people from the embarrassment of a 
poor relation. “You can have the house,” he told Day. 
“It's worth that much, but no more, and I’m grateful 
to you for not offering me more. About a political job, 
I think I might like to go to California this winter. I 
have some friends out there I haven’t seen in years.” He 
had known that that was exactly what Mary and her 
husband wanted, so he'd gone. 

There was a knock on the door. It was Ula with a 
tray. “Why two cups, Ula?” he said. 
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“Oh, Di put two cups? So I did. I’m just so used to 
putting two cups.” She had left the door open behind 
her, and as she arranged the things on me marble- 
topped table he saw ^eila and the two girls, stand¬ 
ing and moving in the hall. 

“This is your room, Famie,” said Sheila. “You’re 
down this way, Helen, Remember what I told you, 
Farnie. Come on, Helen.” 

“Thank you, Ula,” he said. She went out and closed 
the door, and he stood for a moment, contemplating 
the chocolate, then poured out a cup and drank it. It 
made him a little thirsty, but it was good and warming, 
and Mary was right; it was better than a drink. He 
poured out another cup and nibbled on a biscuit. He 
had an idea: Miss Farnsworth might like some. He ad¬ 
mired that girl. She had spunk. He bet she knew what 
she wanted, or seemed to, and no matter how unim¬ 
portant were the things she wanted, they were the 
things she wanted, and not someone else. She could 
damn well thank the Lord, too, that she was young 
enough to have a whack at whatever she wanted, and 
not have to wait the way he had. That girl would make 
up her mind about a man or a fortune or a career, and 
by God she would attain whatever it was. If she found, 
as she surely would find, that nothing ever was enough, 
she’d at least find it out in time; and early disillusion¬ 
ment carried a compensatory philosophical attitude, 
which in a hard girl like this one would take nothing 
from her charm. Mr. Winfield felt her charm, and be¬ 
gan regarding her as the most interesting person he 
had met in i ^any dull years. It would be fun to talk 
to her, to sound her out and see how far she had pro¬ 
gressed toward, say, ambition or disillusionment. It 
would be fun to do, and it would be just plain nice of 
him, as a former master of this house, to invite her to 
have a cup of cocoa with him. Good cocoa. 

He made his choice between going out in the hall 
and knocking on her door, and Imocking on her door 
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to the bathroom. He decided on the second procedure 
because he didn't want anyone to see him knocking on 
her door. So he entered the bathiroom and tapped on 
the door that led to her room. “In a minute,” he 
thought he heard her say. But then he knew he must 
have been wrong. It sounded more like “Come in.” He 
hated people who knocked on doors and had to be 
told two or three times to come in, and it would make 
a bad impression if he started the friendship that way. 

He opened the door, and immediately he saw how 
right he had been in thinking she had said “In a min¬ 
ute.” For Miss Farnsworth was standing in the middle 
of the room, standing there all but nude. Mr, Winfield 
instantly knew that this was the end of any worthwhile 
life he had left. There was cold murder in the girl’s 
eyes, and loathing and contempt and the promise of 
the thought his name forever would evoke. She spoke 
to him: “Get out of here, you dirty old man.” 

He returned to his room and his chair. Slowly he took 
a cigarette out of his case, and did not light it. He did 
everything slowly. There was all the time in the world, 
too much of it, for him. He knew it would be hours 
before he would begin to hate himself. For a while he 
would just sit there and plan his own terror. 



THE WIND AND 
THE SNOW OF WINTER 

Walter Van Tilburg Clark 

1909 - 


It was near sunset when Mike Braneen came onto the 
last pitch of the old wagon road which had led into 
Gold Rock from the east since the Comstock days. The 
road was just two ruts in the hard earth, with sagebrush 
growing between them, and was full of steep pitches 
and sharp turns. From the summit it descended even 
more steeply into Gold Rock, in a series of short switch- 
backs down the slope of the canyon. There was a paved 
highway on the other side of the pass now, but Mike 
never used that. Cars coming from behind made him 
uneasy, so that he couldn’t follow his own thoughts 
long, but had to keep turning around every few min¬ 
utes, to see that his burro, Annie, was staying out on 
the shoulder of the road, where she would be safe. Mike 
didn’t like cars anyway, and on the old road he could 
forget about them and feel more like himself. He could 
forget about Annie too, except when the light, quick 
tapping of her hoofs behind him stopped. Even then he 
didn’t really break his thoughts. It was more as if the 
tapping were another sound from his own inner ma¬ 
chinery, and when it stopped he stopped too, and 
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turned around to see what she was doing. ^ATien he be¬ 
gan to walk ahead again at the same slow, unvarying 
pace, his arms scarcely swinging at all, his body bent 
a little forward from the waist, he would not be aware 
that there had been any interruption of the memory 
or the story that was going on in his head. Mike did not 
like to have his stories interrupted except by an idea 
of his own, something to do with his prospecting, or 
the arrival of his story at an actual memory which 
warmed him to closer recollection or led into a new 
and more attractive story. 

An intense, golden light, almost liquid, fanned out 
from the peaks above him and reached eastward under 
the gray sky, and the snow which occasionally swarmed 
across this light was fine and dry. Such little squalls 
had been going on all day, and still there was nothing 
like real snow down, but only a fine powder which the 
wind swept along until it caught under the brush, leav¬ 
ing the ground bare. Yet Mike Braneen was not de¬ 
ceived. This was not just a flurrying day; it was the be¬ 
ginning of winter. If not tonight, then tomorrow, or the 
next day, the snow would begin which shut off the 
mountains, so that a man might as well be on a great 
plain for all he could see, perhaps even the snow which 
blinded a man at once and blanketed the desert in an 
hour. Fifty-two years in this country had made Mike 
Braneen sure about such things, although he didn't 
give much thought to them, but only to what he had to 
do because of them. Three nights before he had been 
awakened by a change in the wind. It was no longer a 
wind born in the near mountains, cold with night and 
altitude, but a wind from far places, full of a damp 
chill which got through his blankets and into his bones. 
The stars had still been clear and close above the dark 
humps of the mountains, and overhead the constella¬ 
tions had moved slowly in full panoply, unbroken by 
any invisible lower darkness; yet he had lain there 
half awake for a few minutes, hearing the new wind 
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beat the brush around him, hearing Annie stirring 
restlessly and thumping in her hobble. He had thought 
drowsily, “Smells like winter this time,” and then, “It’s 
held off a long time this year, pretty near the end of 
December.” Then he had gone back to sleep, mildly 
happy because the change meant he would be going 
back to Gold Rock. Golf! Rock was the other half of 
Mike Braneen's life. When the smell of winter came he 
always started back for Gold Kock. From March or 
April until the smell of winter he wandered slowly 
about among the mountains, anywhere between the 
White Pines and the Virginias, with only his burro 
for company. Then there would come the change, and 
they would head back for Gold Rock. 

Mike had traveled with a good many burros during 
that time, eighteen or twenty, he thought, although he 
was not sure. He could not remember them all, but 
only those he had had first, when he was a young man 
and always thought most about seeing women when he 
got back to Gold Rock, or those with something queer 
about them, like Baldy, who’d had a great pale patch, 
like a bald spot, on one side of his belly, or those who’d 
had something queer happen to them, like Maria. He 
could remember just how it had been that night. He 
could remember it as if it were last night. It had been 
in Hamilton. He had felt unhappy, because he could 
remember Hamilton when the whole hollow was full 
of people and buildings, and everything was new and 
active. He had gone to sleep in the hollow shell of the 
Wells Fargo Building, hearing an old iron shutter bang¬ 
ing against the wall in the wind. In the morning Maria 
had been gone. He had followed the scuffing track she 
made on account of her loose hobble, and it had led 
far up the old snow gullied road to Treasure Hill, and 
then ended at one of the black shafts that opened 
like mouths right at the edge of the road. A man re¬ 
membered a thing like that. There weren’t many bur¬ 
ros that foolish. But burros with nothing particular 
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about them were hard to remember—espe« ially those 
he’d had in the last twenty years or so, when he had 
gradually stopped feeling so personal about them and 
had begun to call all tlie jennies Annie and all the 
burros Jack. 

The clicking of the little hoofs behind him stopped, 
and Mike stopped too, and turned around. Annie was 
pulling at a line of yellow grass along the edge of the 
road. 

"Come on, Maria,” Mike said patiently. The burro 
at once stopped pulling at the dead grass and came on 
up toward him, her small black nose working, the ends 
of the grass standing out on each side of it like whisk¬ 
ers. Mike began to climb again, ahead of her. 

It was a long time since he had been caught by a 
winter, too. He could not remember how long. All the 
beginnings ran together in his mind, as if they were all 
the beginning of one winter so far back that he had 
almost forgotten it. He could still remember dearly, 
though, the winter he had stayed out on purpose, clear 
into January. He had been a young man then, thirty- 
five or forty or forty-five, somewhere in there. He would 
have to stop and try to bring back a whole string of 
memories about what had happened just before, in 
order to remember just how old he had been, and 
it wasn’t wortfi the trouble. Besides, sometimes even 
that system didn’t work. It would lead him into an old 
camp where he had been a number of times, and the 
dates would get mixed up. It was impossible to re¬ 
member any other way, because all his comings and 
goings had been so much alike. He had been young, 
anyhow, and not much afraid of anything except run¬ 
ning out of water in the wrong place; not even afraid 
of the winter. He had stayed out because he’d thought 
he had a good thing, and he had wanted to prove it. 
He could remember how it felt to be out in the clear 
winter weather on the mountains, the pinon trees and 
the junipers weighted down with feathery snow, and 
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making sharp blue shadows on the white slopes. The 
hills had made blue shadows on one another too, and 
in the still air his pick had made the beginning of a 
sound like a bell's. He knew he had been young, be¬ 
cause he could remember taking a day off now and 
then, just to go tramping around those hills, up and 
down the white and through the blue shadows, on a 
kind of holiday. He had pretended to his common 
sense that he was seriously prospecting, and had car¬ 
ried his hammer and even his drill along, but he had 
really just been gallivanting, playing colt. Maybe he 
had been even younger than thirty-five, though he 
could still be stirred a little, for that matter, by the 
memory of the kind of weather which had sent him 
gallivanting. High-blue weather, he called it. There 
were two kinds of high-blue weather, besides the win¬ 
ter kind, which didn’t set him off very often, spring 
and fall. In the spring it would have a soft, puffy wind 
and soft, puffy white clouds which made separate shad¬ 
ows that traveled silently across hills that looked soft 
too. In the fall it would be still, and there would be 
no clouds at all in the blue, but there would be some¬ 
thing in the golden air and the soft, steady sunlight on 
the mountains that made a man as uneasy as the spring 
blowing, though in a different way, more sad and not 
so excited. In the spring high-blue a man had been 
likely to think about women he had slept with, or 
wanted to sleep with, or imaginary women made up 
with the help of newspaper pictures of actresses or 
young society matrons, or of the old oil paintings in 
the Lucky Boy Saloon, which showed pale, almost 
naked women against dark, sumptuous backgrounds— 
women with long hair or braided hair, calm, virtu¬ 
ous faces, small hands and feet, and ponderous limbs, 
breasts, and biittocks. In the fall hign-blue, though it 
had been much longer since he had seen a woman, or 
heard a woman’s voice, he was more likely to think 
about old friends, men, or places he had heard about, 
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or places he hadn’t seen for a long time. He himself 
thought most often about Gojdfield the way he had 
last seen it in the summer in 1912. That was as far 
south as Mike had ever been in Nevada. Since then he 
had never been south of Tonopah. When the high-blue 
weather was past, though, and the season worked to¬ 
ward winter, he began to think about Gold Rock. 
There were only tliree or four winters out of the fifty- 
two when he hadn’t gone home to Gold Rock, to his 
old room at Mrs. Wright’s, up on Fourth Street, and 
to his meals in the dining room at the International 
House, and to the Lucky Boy, where he could talk to 
Tom Gonnover and his other friends, and play cards, 
or have a drink to hold in his hand while he sat and 
remembered. 

This journey had seemed a little different from most, 
though. It had started the same as usual, but as he had 
come across the two vast valleys, and through the pass 
in the low range between them, he hadn’t felt quite the 
same. He’d felt younger and more awake, it seemed 
to him, and yet, in a way, older too, suddenly older. 
He had been sure that there was plenty of time, and 
yet he had been a little afraid of getting caught in the 
storm. He had kept looking ahead to see if the moun¬ 
tains on the horizon were still clearly outlined, or if 
they had been cut off by a lowering of the clouds. He 
had thought more than once how bad it would be to 
get caught out there when the real snow began, and 
he had been disturbed by the first flakes. It had seemed 
hard to him to have to walk so far too. He had kept 
thinking about distance. Also the snowy cold had 
searched out the regions of his body where old injuries 
had healed. He had taken oflP his left mitten a good 
many times, to blow on the fingers which had been 
frosted the year he was sixty-three, so that now it didn’t 
take much cold to turn them white and stiffen them. 
The queer tingling, partly like an itch and partly like 
a pain, in the patch on his back that had been burned 
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in that old powder blast was sharper than he could re¬ 
member its ever having been before. The rheumatism 
in his joints, which was so old a companion that it usu¬ 
ally made him feel no more than tight-knit and stiff, 
and the place where his leg had been broken and tom 
when that ladder broke in 'HI ached, and had a pulse 
he could count. All this made him believe that he was 
walking more slowly than usual, although nothing, 
probably not even a deliberate attempt, could actually 
have changed his pace. Sometimes he even though^ 
with a moment of fear, that he was getting tired. 

On the other hand, he felt unusually clear and 
strong in his mind. He remembered things with a clar¬ 
ity which was like living them again—nearly all of 
them events from many years back, from the time when 
he had been really active and fearless and every burro 
had had its own name. Some of these events, like the 
night he had spent in Eureka with the little bro'.vn- 
haired whore, a night in the fall in 1888 or ’89, some¬ 
where in there, he had not once thought of for years. 
Now he could remember even her name. Armandy, she 
had called herself: a funny name. They all picked 
names for their business, of course, romantic names like 
Cecily or Rosamunde or Belle or Claire, or hard names 
like Diamond Gert or Horseshoe Sal, or names that 
were pinned on them, like Indian Kate or Roman 
Mary, but Armandy was different. 

He could remember Armandy as if he were with her 
now, not the way she had behaved in bed; he couldn’t 
remember anything particular about that. In fact he 
couldn’t be sure that he remembered anything about 
that at all. There were others he could remember more 
clearly for the way they had behaved in bed, women he 
had been with more often. He had been with Armandy 
only that one night. He remembered little things about 
being with her, things that made it seem good to think 
of being with her again. Armandy had a room upstairs 
in a hotel. They could hear a piano playing in a club 
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across the street. He could hear the tune, and it was one 
he knew, although he didn’t know its name. It was a 
gay tune that went on and on tlie same, but still it 
sounded sad when you heard it through the hotel win¬ 
dow, with the lights from the bars and hotels shining 
on the street, and the people coming and going through 
the lights, and then, beyond the Tights, the darkness 
where the mountains were. Armandy wore a white silk 
dress with a high waist, and a locket on a gold chain. 
The dress made her look very brown and like a young 
girl. She used a white powder on her face, that smelled 
like violets, but this could not hide her brownness. 
The locket was heart-shaped, and it opened to show a 
cameo of a man’s hand holding a woman’s hand very 
gently, just their fingers laid out long together, and 
the thumbs holding, the way they were sometimes on 
tombstones. There were two little gold initials on each 
hand, but Armandy would never tell what they stood 
for, or even if the locket was really her own. He stood 
in the window, looking down at Ihe club from which 
the piano music was coming, and Armandy stood be¬ 
side him, with her shoulder against his arm, and a glass 
of wine in her hand. He could see the toe of her white 
satin slipper showing from under the edge of her skirt. 
Her big hat, loaded with black and white plumes, lay 
on the dresser behind them. His own leather coat, with 
the sheepskin lining, lay across the foot of the bed. It 
was a big bed, with a knobby brass foot and head. 
There was one oil lamp burning in the chandelier in 
the middle of the room. Armandy was soft-spoken, gen¬ 
tle, and a little fearful, always looking at him to see 
what he was thinking. He stood with his arms folded. 
His arms felt big and strong upon his heavily muscled 
chest. He stood there, pretending to be in no hurry, 
but really thinking eagerly about what he would do 
with Armandy, who had something about her which 
tempted him to be cruel. He stood there, with his chin 
down into his heavy, dark beard, and watched a man 
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come riding down the middle of the street from the 
west. The horse was a fine black, which lifted its head 
and feet with pride. The man sat very straight, with a 
high rein, and something about his clothes and hat 
made him appear to be in uniform, although it wasn’t 
a uniform he was wearing. The man also saluted 
friends upon the sidewalks like an officer, bending his 
head just slightly, and touching his hat instead of 
lifting it. Mike Braneen asked Aimandy who the man 
was, and then felt angry because she could tell him, 
and because he was an important man who owned a 
mine that was in bonanza. He mocked the airs with 
which the man rode, and his princely greetings. He 
mocked the man cleverly, and Armandy laughed and 
repeated what he said, and made him drink a little of 
her wine as a reward. Mike had been drinking whisky, 
and he did not like wine anyway, but this was not the 
moment in which to refuse such an invitation. 

Old Mike remembered all this, which had been com¬ 
pletely forgotten for years. He could not remember 
what he and Armandy had said, but he remembered 
everything else, and he felt very lonesome for Armandy, 
and for the room with the rea, figured carpet and the 
brass chandelier with oil lamps in it, and the open 
window with the long tune coming up through it, and 
the young summer night outside on the mountains. 
This loneliness was so much more intense than his 
familiar loneliness that it made him feel very young. 
Memories like this had come up again and again dur¬ 
ing these three days. It was like beginning life over 
again. It had tri'^ked him into thinking, more than once, 
“Next summer I'll make the strike, and this time I'll 
put it into something safe for the rest of my life, and 
stop this fool wandering around while I’ve still got 
some time left’’—a way of thinking which he had really 
stopped a long time before. 

It was getting darker rapidly in the pass. When a gust 
of wind brought the snow against Mike’s face ao hard 
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that he noticed the flakes felt larger, he looked up. The 
light was still there, although the fire was dying out 
of it, and the snow swarmed across it more thickly. Mike 
remembered God. He did not think anything exact. He 
did not think about his own relationship to God. He 
merely felt the idea as a comforting presence. He’d al¬ 
ways had a feeling about God whenever he looked at a 
sunset, especially a sunset which came through under 
a stormy sky. It had been the strongest feeling left in 
him until these memories like the one about Armandy 
had begun. Even in this last pass his strange fear of 
the storm had come on him again a couple of times, but 
now that he had looked at the light and thought of God 
it was gone. In a few minutes he would come to the 
summit and look down into his lighted city. He felt 
happily hurried by this anticipation. 

He would take the burro down and stable her in 
John Hammersmith’s shed, where he always kept her. 
He would spread fresh straw for her, and see that the 
shed was tight against the wind and snow, and get a 
measure of grain for her from John. Then he would 
go up to Mrs. Wright’s house at the top of Fourth 
Street, and leave his things in the same room he always 
had, the one in front, which looked down over the 
roofs and chimneys of his city, and across at the east 
wall of the canyon, from which the sun rose late. He 
would trim his beard with Mrs. Wright’s shears, and 
shave the upper part of his cheeks. He would bathe out 
of the blue bowl and pitcher, and wipe himself with 
the towel with yellow flowers on it, and dress in the 
good dark suit and the good black shoes with the gleam¬ 
ing box toes, and the good black hat which he had left 
in the chest in his room. In this way he would perform 
the ceremony which ended the life of the desert and 
began the life of Gold Rock. Then he would go down 
to the International House, and greet Arthur Morris 
in the gleaming bar, and go into the dining room and 
eat the best supper they had, with fresh meat and vege- 
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tables, and new-made pie, and two cups of hot clear 
coffee. He would be served by the plump blond waitress 
who always joked with him, and gave him many little 
extra thin^ with his first supper, including the drink 
which Arthur Morris always sent in from the bar. 

At this point Mike Braneen stumbled in his mind, 
and his anticipation wavered. He could not be sure 
that the plump blond waitress would serve him. For a 
moment he saw her in a long skirt, and the dining 
" room of the International House, behind her, had 
potted palms standing in the corners, and was full of 
the laughter and loud, manly talk of many customers 
who wore high vests and mustaches and beards. These 
men leaned back from tables covered with empty dishes. 
They patted their tight vests and lighted expensive 
cigars. He knew all their faces. If he were to walk down 
the aisle between the tables on his side they would all 
speak to him. But he also seemed to remember the din¬ 
ing room with only a few tables, with oilcloth on them 
instead of linen, and with moody young men sitting at 
them in their work clothes—strangers who worked for 
the highway department, or were just passing through, 
or talked mining in terms which he did not understand 
or which made him angry. 

No, it would not be the plump blond waitress. He did 
not know who it would be. It didn’t matter. After sup¬ 
per he would go up Canyon Street under the arcade 
to the Lucky Boy Saloon, and there it would be the 
same as ever. There would be the laurel wreaths on 
the frosted glass panels of the doors, and the old sign 
upon the winuow, the sign that was older than Tom 
Connover, almost as old as Mike Braneen himself. He 
would open the door and see the bottles and the white 
women m the paintings, and the card table in the back 
comer and the big stove and the chairs along the wall. 
Tom would look around from his place behind the 
bar. 

"Well, now," he would roar, “look who's here, boys. 
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Now will you believe it’s winter?" he would roar at 
them. 

Some of them would be the younger men, of course, 
and there might even be a few strangers, but this would 
only add to the dignity of his reception, and there 
would also be his friends. There would be Henry Bray 
with the gray walrus mustache, and Mark Wilton and 
Pat Gallagher. They would all welcome him loudly. 

"Mike, how are you, anyway?" Tom would roar, lean¬ 
ing across the bar to shake hands with his big, heavy, 
soft hand with the diamond ring on it. “And what'll 
it be, Mike? The same?" he'd ask, as if Mike had been 
in there no longer ago than the night before. 

Mike would play that game too. “The same,” he 
would say. 

Then he would really be back in Gold Rock; never 
mind the plump blond waitress. 

Mike came to the summit of the old road and stopped 
and looked down. For a moment he felt lost again, as 
he had when he'd thought about the plump blond 
waitress. He had expected Canyon Street to look much 
brighter. He had expected a lot of orange windows 
close together on the other side of the canyon. Instead 
there were only a few scattered lights across the dark¬ 
ness, and they were white. They made no communal 
glow upon the steep slope, but gave out only single 
white needles of light, which pierced the darkness 
secretly and lonesomely, as if nothing could ever pass 
from one house to another over there. Canyon Street 
was very dark too. There it went, the street be loved, 
steeply down into the bottom of the canyon, and down 
its length there were only the few street lights, more 
than a block apart, swinging in the wind and darting 
about that cold, small light. The snow whirled and 
swooped under the nearest street light below. 

"You are getting to be an old fool,” Mike Braneen 
said out loud to himself, and felt better. This was the 
way Gold Rock was now, of course, and he loved it 
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all the better. It was a place that grew old with a man, 
that was going to die sometime too. There could be an 
understanding with it. 

He worked his way slowly down into Canyon Street, 
with Annie slipping and checking behind him. Slowly, 
with the blown snow behind them, they came to the 
first built-up block and passed the first dim light show¬ 
ing through a smudged window under the arcade. They 
passed the dark places after it, and the second light. 
Then Mike Braneen stopped in the middle of the 
street, and Annie stopped beside him, pulling her rump 
in and turning her head away from the snow. A high¬ 
way truck, coming down from the head of the canyon, 
had to get way over onto the wrong side of the street 
to pass them. The driver leaned out as he went by, and 
yelled, “Pull over. Pop. You’re in town now.” 

Mike Braneen didn't hear him. He was staring at the 
Lucky Boy. The Lucky Boy was dark, and there were 
boards nailed across the big window that had shown the 
sign. At last Mike went over onto the boardwalk to 
look more closely. Annie followed him, but stopped 
at the edge of the walk and scratched her neck against 
a post of the arcade. There was the other sign, hanging 
crossways under the arcade, and even in that gloom 
Mike could see that it said Lucky Boy and had a Jack 
of Diamonds painted on it. There was no mistake. The 
Lucky Boy sign, and others like it under the arcade, 
creaked and rattled in the wind. 

There were footsteps coming along the boards. The 
boards sounded hollow, and sometimes one of them 
rattled. Mike Braneen looked down slowly from the 
sign and peered at the approaching figure. It was a man 
wearing a sheepskin coat with the collar turned up 
around his head. He was walking quickly, like a man 
who knew where he was going, and why, and where 
he had been. Mike almost let him pass. Then he spoke. 

"Say, fella—’’ 

He even reached out a hand as if to catch hold of the 
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man’s sleeve, though he didn’t touch it. The man 
stopped and asked, impatiently, "Yeah?" and Mike let 
the hand down again slowly. 

“Well, what is it?” the man asked. 

"I don’t want anything," Mike said. "I got plenty." 

"Okay, okay,” the man said. "What's the matter?" 

Mike moved his hand toward the Lucky Boy. "It’s 
closed," he said. 

"I see it is. Dad," the man said. He laughed a little. 
He didn't seem to be in quite so much of a hurry now. 

"How long has it been closed?” Mike asked. 

"Since about June, I guess,” the man said. "Old Tom 
Connover, the guy that ran it, died last June.” 

Mike waited for a moment, "Tom died?” he asked. 

"Yup. I guess he’d just kept it open out of love of 
the place anyway. There hasn’t been any real business 
for years. Nobody cared to keep it open after him.” 

The man started to move on, but then he waited, 
peering, trying to see Mike better. 

"This June?” Mike asked finally. 

"Yup. This last June," 

“Oh,” Mike said. Then he just stood there. He wasn’t 
thinking anything. There didn’t seem to be anything 
to think. 

"You knew him?" the man asked. 

"Thirty years,” Mike said. "No, more’n that,” he 
said, and started to figure out how long he had known 
Tom Connover, but lost it, and said, as if it would do 
just as well, "He was a lot younger than I am, though." 

"Hey,” said the man, coming closer, and peering 
again. “You’re Mike Braneen, aren’t you?” 

"Yes," Mike said. 

"Gee, I didn't recognize you at first. I'm sorry." 

“That’s all right,” Mike said. He didn’t know who 
the man was, or what he was sorry about. 

He turned his head slowly and looked out into the 
street. The snow was coming down heavily now. The 
street was all white. He saw Annie with her head and 
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shoulders in under the arcade, but the snow settling on 
her rump. 

“Well, I guess I'd better get Molly under cover,” he 
said. He moved toward the burro a step, but then 
halted. 

“Say, fella—” 

The man had started on, but he turned back. He had 
to wait for Mike to speak. 

“I guess this about Tom’s mixed me up.” 

“Sure,” the man said. “It’s tough, an old friend like 
that.” 

“Where do I turn up to get to Mrs. Wright’s place?” 

“Mrs. Wright?” 

“Mrs. William Wright,” Mike said. “Her husband 
used to be a foreman in the Aztec. Got killed in the 
fire.” 

“Oh,” the man said. He didn’t say anything more, 
but just stood there, looking at the shadowy bulk of 
old Mike. 

“She’s not dead too, is she?” Mike asked slowly. 

“Yeah, I’m afraid she is, Mr. Braneen,” the man said. 
“Look,” he said more cheerfully. “It’s Mrs. Branley’s 
house you want right now, isn’t it? Place where you 
stayed last winter?” 

Finally Mike said, “Yeah. Yeah, I guess it is.” 

“I’m going up that way. I’ll walk up with you,” the 
man said. 

After they had started Mike thought that he ought 
to take the burro down to John Hammersmith’s first, 
but he was afraid to ask about it. They walked on down 
Canyon Street, with Annie walking along beside them 
in the gutter. At the first side street they turned right 
and began to climb the steep hill toward another of 
the little street lights dancing over a crossing. There 
was no sidewalk here, and Annie followed right at 
their heels. That one street light was the only light 
showing up ahead. 
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When they were halfway up to the light Mike asked, 
"She die this summer too?" 

The man turned his body half around, so that he 
could hear inside his collar. 

"What?” 

"Did she die this summer too?" 

"Who?" 

"Mrs. Wright," Mike said. 

The man looked at him, trying to see his face as they 
came up toward the light. Then he turned back again, 
and his voice was muffled by the collar. 

"No, she died quite a while ago, Mr. Braneen.” 

"Oh,” Mike said finally. 

They came up onto the crossing under tlie light, and 
the snow-laden wind whirled around them again. They 
passed under the light, and their three lengthening 
shadows before them were obscured by the innumerable 
tiny shadows of the flakes. 



POWERHOUSE 

Eudora Welty 
1909 - 


Powerhouse is playingl 

He's here on tour from the city—“Powerhouse and 
His Keyboard”—“Powerhouse and His Tasmanians” 
—think of the things he calls himselfl There’s no one 
in the world like him. You can't tell what he is. "Nig¬ 
ger man”? he looks more Asiatic, monkey, Jewish, 
Babylonian, Peruvian, fanatic, devil. He has pale gray 
eyes, heavy lids, maybe horny like a lizard’s, but big 
glowing eyes when they’re open. He has African feet of 
the greatest size, stomping, both together, on each 
side of the pedals. He’s not coal black—beverage col 
ored—looks like a preacher when his mouth is shut, 
but then it opens—vast and obscene. And his mouth 
is going every minute: like a monkey’s when it looks 
for something. Improvising, coming on a light and 
childish melody—5mooc/i—he loves it with his mouth. 

Is it possible that he could be thisl When you have 
him there performing for you, that’s what you feel. 
You know people on a stage—and people of a darker 
race—so likely to be marvelous, frightening. 

This is a white dance. Powerhouse is not a show-off 
like the Harlem boys, not drunk, not crazy—he’s in a 
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trance; he*s a person of joy, a fanatic. He listens as 
much as he performs, a look of hideous, powerful rap¬ 
ture on his face. Big arched eyebrows that never stop 
traveling, like a Jew's—wandering-Jew eyebrows. When 
he plays he beats down piano and seat and wears them 
away. He is in motion evei^ moment—what could be 
more obscene? There he is with his great head, fat 
stomach, and little round piston legs, and long yellow- 
sectioned strong big fingers, at rest about the size of 
bananas. Of course you know how he sounds—you've 
heard him on records—but still you need to see him. 
He's going all the time, like skating around the skat¬ 
ing rink or rowing a boat. It makes everybody crowd 
around, here in this shadowless steel-trussed hall with 
the rose-like posters of Nelson Eddy and the testi¬ 
monial for the mind-reading horse in handwriting 
magnified five hundred times. Then all quietly he 
lays his finger on a key with the promise and serenity 
of a sibyl touching the book. 

Powerhouse is so monstrous he sends everybody into 
oblivion. When any group, any performers, come to 
town, don't people always come out and hover near, 
leaning inward about them, to learn what it is? What is 
it? Listen. Remember how it was with the acrobats. 
Watch them carefully, hear the least word, especially 
what they say to one another, in another language— 
don't let them escape you; it's the only time for hallu¬ 
cination, the last time. They can't stay. They'll be 
somewhere else this time tomorrow. 

Powerhouse has as much as possible done by signals. 
Everybody, laughing as if to hide a weakness, will 
sooner or later hand him up a written request. Power¬ 
house reads each one, studying with a secret face: that 
is the face which looks like a mask—anybody's; there 
is a moment when he makes a decision. Then a light 
slides under his eyelids, and he says, “921" or some 
combination of figures—never a name. Before a num- 
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ber the band is all frantic, misbehaving, pushing, like 
children in a schoolroom, and he is the teacher getting 
silence. His hands over the keys, he says sternly, “You- 
all ready? You-all ready to do some serious walking?” 
—waits—then, stamp. Quiet, stamp, for the second time. 
This is absolute. Then a set of rhythmic kicks against 
the floor to communicate the tempo. Then, Oh Lordl 
say the distended eyes from beyond the boundary of the 
trumpets. Hello and good-bye, and they are all down 
the first note like a waterfall. 

This note marks the end of any known discipline. 
Powerhouse seems to abandon them all—he himself 
seems lost—down in the song, yelling up like somebody 
in a whirlpool—not guiding them—hailing them only. 
But he knows, really. He cries out, but he must know 
exactly. “Mercyl . . . What I say! . . . Yeahl” And then 
drifting, listening—“Where that skin beater?”—want¬ 
ing drums, and starting up and pouring it out in the 
greatest delight and brutality. On the sweet pieces 
such a leer for everybodyl He looks down so benevo¬ 
lently upon all our faces and whispers the lyrics to 
us. And if you could hear him at this moment on 
“Marie, the Dawn is Breaking”! He’s going up the 
keyboard with a few fingers in some very derogatory 
triplet-routine, he gets higher and higher, and then he 
looks over the end of the piano, as if over a cliff. But 
not in a show-off way—the song makes him do it. 

He loves the way they all play, too—all those next 
to him. The far section of the band is all studious, 
wearing glasses, every one--they don’t count. Only 
those playing i..'ound Powerhouse are the real ones. 
He has a bass fiddler from Vicksburg, black as pitch, 
named Valentine, who plays with his eyes shut and 
talking to himself, very young: Powerhouse has to keep 
encouraging him. “Go on, go on, give it up, bring it 
on out there!” When you heard him like that on rec¬ 
ords, did you know he was really pleading? 

He calls Valentine out to take a solo. 
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“What you going to play?” Powerhouse* looks out 
kindly from behind the piano; he opens his mouth 
and shows his tongue, listening. 

Valentine looks down, drawing against his instru¬ 
ment, and says without a lip movement, “ ‘Honeysuckle 
Rose.' ” 

He has a clarinet player named Little Brother, and 
loves to listen to anything he does. He'll smile and 
say, “Beautiful!'' Little Brother takes a step forward 
when he plays and stands at the very front, with the 
whites of his eyes like fishes swimming. Once when he 
played a low' note, Powerhouse muttered in dirty praise, 
“He went clear downstairs to get that one!” 

After a long time, he holds up the number of fingers 
to tell the band how many choruses still to go- usually 
five, fie keeps his directions down to signals. 

It’s a bad night cmtside. It's a white dance, and 
nobody dances, except a few straggling jitterbugs and 
two elderly couples. Everybody just stands around the 
band and watches Powerhouse. Sometimes they steal 
glances at one another, as if to say. Of course, you 
know how it is with tAem—Negroes—band leaders— 
they would play the same way, giving all they’ve got, 
for an audience of one.. .. When somebody, no matter 
who, gives everything, it makes people feel ashamed 
for him. 

Late at night they play the one waltz they will ever 
consent to play—by lequest, “Pagan Love Song.'' Pow¬ 
erhouse’s head rolls and sinks like a weight between 
his waving shoulders. He groans, and his fingers drag 
into the keys heavily, holding on to the notes, retriev¬ 
ing. It is a sad song. 

“You know what happened to me?” says Powerhouse. 

Valentine hums a response, dreaming at the bass. 

“I got a telegram my wife is dead,” says Powerhouse, 
with wandering fingers. 

“Uh-huh?” 
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His mouth gathers and forms a barbarous O while 
his fingers walk up straight, unwillingly, three octaves. 

"Gypsy? Why how come her to die, didn’t you just 
phone her up in the night last night lon^ distance?" 

"Telegram say—here the words: Your wife is dead.” 
He puts 4/4 over the 3/4. 

“Not but four words:” This is the drummer, an un¬ 
popular boy named Scoot, a disbelieving maniac. 

Powerhouse is shaking his vast cheeks. “What the 
hell was she trying to do? What was she up to?” 

“What name has it got signed, if you got a telegram?'* 
Scoot is spitting away with those wire brushes. 

Little Brother, the clarinet player, who cannot now 
speak, glares and tilts back. 

“Uranus Knockwood is the name signed.” Power¬ 
house lifts his eyes open. "Ever heard of him?” A bub¬ 
ble shoots out on his lip like a plate on a counter. 

Valentine is beating slowly on with his palm and 
scratching the strings with his long blue nails. He is 
fond of a waltz. Powerhouse interrupts him. 

“I don’t know him. Don’t know who he is.” Valentine 
shakes his head with the closed eyes. 

“Say it agin.” 

“Uranus Knockwood.” 

“That ain’t Lenox Avenue.” 

“It ain’t Broadway.” 

“Ain’t ever seen it wrote out in any print, even for 
horse racing.” 

“Hell, that’s on a star, boy, ain't it?” Crash of the 
cymbals. 

“What the i.ell was she up to?” Powerhouse shud¬ 
ders. “Tell me, tell me, tell me.” He makes triplets, 
and begins a new chorus. He holds three fingers up. 

“You say you got a telegram.” This is Valentine, 
patient and sleepy, beginning again. 

Powerhouse is elaborate. “Yas, the time I go out, 
go way downstairs along a long cor-ri-dor to where 
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they puts us: coming back along the cor-ri-dor: steps 
out and hands me a telegram: Your wife is dead." 

“Gypsy?" The drummer like a spider over his drums. 

“Aaaaaaaaal" shouts Powerhouse, flinging out both 
powerful arms for three whole beats to flex his muscles, 
then kneading a dou^h of bass notes. His eyes glitter. 
He plays the piano like a drum sometimes—why not? 

“Gypsy? Such a dancer?" 

“Why you don’t hear it straight from your agent? 
Why it ain’t come from headquarters? What you been 
doing, getting telegrams in the corridor, signed no¬ 
body?" 

They all laugh. End of that chorus. 

“What time is it?” Powerhouse calls. “What the hell 
place is this? Where is my watch and chain?" 

“I hang it on you," whimpers Valentine. “It still 
there.” 

There it rides on Powerhouse’s great stomach, down 
where he can never see it. 

“Sure did hear some clock striking twelve while ago. 
Must be midnight** 

“It going to be intermission," Powerhouse declares, 
lifting up his finger with the signet ring. 

He draws the chorus to an end. He pulls a big North¬ 
ern hotel towel out of the deep pocket in his vast, spe¬ 
cial-cut tux pants and pushes his forehead into it. 

“If she went and killed herselfl" he says with a 
hidden face. “If she up and jumped out that window!” 
He gets to his feet, turning vaguely, wearing the towel 
on his head. 

“Ha, ha!” 

“Sheik, sheik!” 

“She wouldn’t do that.” Little Brother sets down his 
clarinet like a precious vase, and speaks. He still looks 
like an East Indian queen, implacable, divine, and full 
of snakes. “You ain’t going to expect people doing 
what they says over long distance.” 
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“Come on I" roars Powerhouse. He is already at the 
back door, he has pulled it wide open, and with a wild, 
gathered-up face is smelling the terrible night. 

Powerhouse, Valentine, Scoot and Little Brother 
step outside into the drenching rain. 

“Well, they emptying buckets,” says Powerhouse in 
a mollified voice. On the street he holds his hands out 
and turns up the blanched palnis like sieves. 

A hundred dark, ragged, silent, delighted Negroes 
have come around from under the eaves of the hall, 
and follow wherever they go. 

“Watch out Little Brother don’t shrink,” says Power¬ 
house. “You just the right size now, clarinet don’t suck 
you in. You got a dry throat. Little Brother, you in the 
desert?” He reaches into the pocket and pulls out a 
paper of mints. "Now hold ’em in your mouth—don’t 
chew 'em. I don’t carry around nothing without limit.” 

“Go in that joint and have beer,” says Scoot, who 
walks ahead. 

“Beer? Beer? You know what beer is? What do they 
say is beer? What’s beer? Where I been?” 

“Down yonder where it say World Caf4—that do?” 
They are in Negrotown now. 

Valentine patters over and holds open a screen door 
warped like a sea shell, bitter in the wet, and they 
walk in, stained darker with the rain and leaving foot¬ 
prints. Inside, sheltered dry smells stand like screens 
around a table covered with a red-checkered cloth, in 
the center of which flies hang onto an obelisk-shaped 
ketchup bottP. The midnight walls are checkered 
again with admonishing "Not Responsible” signs and 
black-figured, smoky calendars. It is a waiting, silent, 
limp room. There is a bumed-out-looking nickelodeon 
and right beside it a long-necked wall instrument la¬ 
beled "Busir^ess Phone, Don’t Keep Talking.” Circled 
phone numbers are written up everywhere. There is a 
worn-out peacock feather hanging by a thread to an 
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old, thin, pink, exposed light bulb, where it slowly 
turns around and around, whoever breathes. 

A waitress watches. 

“Come here, living statue, and get all this big order 
of beer we fixing to give." 

“Never seen you before anywhere.” The waitress 
moves and comes forward and slowly shows little gold 
leaves and tendrils over her teeth. She shoves up her 
shoulders and breasts. “How I going to know who you 
might be? Robbers? Coming in out of the black of night 
right at midnight, setting down so big at my table?” 

“Boogers,” says Poweihouse, his eyes opening lazily 
as in a cave. 

The girl screams delicately with pleasure. O Lord, 
she likes talk and scares. 

“Where you going to find enough beer to put out 
on this here table?” 

She runs to the kitchen with bent elbows and sliding 
steps. 

“Here’s a million nickels,” says Powerhouse, pull¬ 
ing his hand out of his pocket and sprinkling coins 
out, all but the last one, which he makes vanish like a 
magician. 

Valentine and Scoot take the money over to the 
nickelodeon, which looks as battered as a slot machine, 
and read all the names of the records out loud. 

“Whose 'Tuxedo Junction’?” asks Powerhouse. 

“You know whose.” 

“Nickelodeon, I request you please to play ‘Empty 
Red Blues’ and let Bessie Smith sing.” 

Silence: they hold it like a measure. 

“Bring me all those nickels on back here,” says Pow¬ 
erhouse. “I.ook at that! What you tell me the name of 
this place?” 

“White dance, week night, raining. Alligator, Mis¬ 
sissippi, long ways from home.” 

’•Uh-huh.” 
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“Sent for You Yesterday and Here You Come Today" 
plays. 

The waitress, setting the tray of beer down on a 
back table, comes up taut and apprehensive as a hen. 
“Says in the kitchen, back there putting their eyes to 
little hole peeping out, that you is Mr. Powerhouse. 
... They knows from a pic ture they seen.” 

“They seeing right tonight, that is him,” says Little 
Brother. 

“You him?” 

“That is him in the flesh,” says Scoot. 

“Does you wish to touch him?” asks Valentine. “Be¬ 
cause he don’t bite.” 

“You passing through?” 

“Now you got everything right.” 

She waits like a drop, han^ languishing together 
in front. 

“Little-Bit, ain’t you going to bring the beer?" 

She brings it, and goes behind the cash register and 
smiles, turning different ways. The little fillet of gold 
in her mouth is gleaming. 

“The Mississippi River's here,” she says once. 

Now all the watching Negroes press in gently and 
bright-eyed through the door, as many as can get in. 
One is a little boy in a straw sombrero which has been 
coated with aluminum paint all over. 

Powerhouse, Valentine, Scoot and Little Brother 
drink beer, and their eyelids come together like cur¬ 
tains. The wall and the rain and the humble beauti¬ 
ful waitress waiting on them and the other Negroes 
watching enclose them. 

“Listenl” whispers Powerhouse, looking into the 
ketchup bottle and slowly spreading his perforpier's 
hand.s over the damp, wrinkling cloth with the red 
squares. “Listen how it is. My wife gets missing me. 
Gypsv. She goes to the window. She looks out and sees 
you know what. Street. Sign saying Hotel. People 
walking. Somebody looks up. Old man. She looks down. 
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out the window. Well? .,. SsssV. Plooey! What she do? 
Jump out and bust her brains all over the world.” 

He opens his eyes. 

"That’s it,” agrees Valentine. "You gets a telegram.” 
"Sure she misses you,” Little Brother adds. 

"No, it's night time.” How softly he tells them I "Sure. 
It’s the night time. She say. What do I hear? Footsteps 
walking up the hall? That him? Footsteps go on off. 
It’s not me. I’m in Alligator, Mississippi, she’s crazy. 
Shaking all over. Listens till her ears and all grow 
out like old music-box horns but still she can’t hear 
a thing. She says. All rights I'll jump out the window 
then. Got on her nightgown. J know that nightgown, 
and her thinking there. Says. Ho hum, all right, and 
jumps out the window. Is she mad at mel Is she crazyl 
She don’t leave nothing behind herl” 

"Yal Hal” 

"Brains and insides everywhere. Lord, Lord.” 

All the watching Negroes stir in their delight, and 
to their higher delight he says affectionately, "Listen! 
Rats in here.” 

"That must be the way, boss.” 

"Only, naw, Powerhou.se, that ain’t true. That sound 
too bad” 

"Does? I even know who finds her,” cries Power¬ 
house. "That no-good pussyfooted crooning creeper, 
that creeper that follow around after me, coming up 
like weeds behind me, following around after me ev¬ 
erything I do and messing around on the trail 1 leave. 
Bets my numbers, sings my songs, gets close to my agent 
like a Betsy-bug; when 1 going out he just coming in. 

I got him now! 1 got my eye on him.” 

“Know who he is?” 

"Why, it’s that old Uranus Knockwoodl” 

"Ya! Hal” 

"Yeah, and he coming now, he going to find Gypsy. 
There he is, coming around that corner, and Gypsy ka- 
doodling down, oh-oh, watch outi Ssstl Plooey! See, 
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there she is in her little old nightgown, and her insides 
and brains all scattered round.” 

A sigh fills the room. 

“Hush about her brains. Hush about her insides.” 

“Yal Hal You talking about her brains and insides— 
old Uranus Knockwc'^d.” says Powerhouse, “look down 
and say JesusI He say. Look here what I'm walking 
round in!" 

They all burst into halloos of laughter. Powerhouse’s 
face looks like a big hot iron stove. 

“Why, he picks her up and carries her offl” he says. 

“Yal Hal" 

“Carries her hack around the corner. . . .” 

“Oh, Powerhouse 1" 

“You know him.” 

“Uranus Knockwood!” 

“Yeahhhl" 

“He take our wives when we gone!” 

“He come in when we goes outl” 

“Uh-huhl” 

“He go out when we comes ini” 

“Yeahhhl” 

“He standing behind the doorl” 

“Old Uranus Knockwood.” 

“You know him.” 

“Middle-size man.” 

“Wears a hat." 

"That’s him.” 

Everybody in the room moans with pleasure. The 
little boy in the fine silver hat opens a paper and di¬ 
vides out a jelly roll among his followers. 

And out of the breathless ring somebody moves for¬ 
ward like a slave, leading a' great logy Negro with 
bursting eyes, and says, “This here is Sugar-Stick 
Thompson, that dove down to the bottom of July 
Creek Rnd pulled up all those drownded white people 
fall out of a boat. Last summer, pulled up fourteen.” 
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“Hello/’ says Powerhouse, turning and looking 
around at them all with his great daring face until they 
nearly suffocate. 

Sugar-Stick, their instrument, cannot speak; he can 
only look back at the others. 

“Can't even swim. Done it by holding his breath,” 
says the fellow with the hero. 

Powerhouse looks at him seekingly. 

“I his half brother,” the fellow puts in. 

They step back. 

“Gypsy say,” Powerhouse rumbles gently again, 
looking at therrij “ ‘What is the use? I’m gonna jump 
out so far—so far....' Ssssst—!’* 

“Don’t, boss, don’t do it agin,” says Little Brother. 

“It’s awful,” says the waitress. “I hates that Mr. 
Knockwoods. All that the truth?” 

“Want to see the telegram I got from him?” Power¬ 
house’s hand goes to the vast pocket 

“Now wait, now wait, boss.” They all watch him. 

“It must be the real truth," says the waitress, sucking 
in her lower lip, her luminous eyes turning sadly, seek¬ 
ing the windows. 

“No, babe, it ain't the truth.” His eyebrows fly up, 
and he begins to whisper to her out of his vast oven 
mouth. His hand stays in his pocket. “Truth is some¬ 
thing worse, I ain’t said what, yet. It's something hasn’t 
come to me, but I ain’t saying it won’t. And when it 
does, then want me to tell you?” He sniffs all at once, 
his eyes come open and turn up, almost too far. He is 
dreamily smiling. 

“Don’t, boss, don’t. Powerhouse!” 

“Oh!” the waitress screams. 

"Go on git out of here!” bellows Powerhouse, taking 
his hand out of his pocket and clapping after her red 
dress. 

The ring of watchers breaks and falls away. 

"Look at that! Intermission is up,” says Powerhouse. 
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He folds money under a glass, and after they go out, 
Valentine leans back in and drops a nickel in the 
nickelodeon behind them, and it lights up and begins 
to play “The Goona Goo.“ The feamer dangles still. 

“Take a telegrami” Powerhouse shouts suddenly up 
into the rain over the street, “Take a answer. Now what 
was that name?” 

They get a little tired. 

"Uranus Knockwood." 

“You ought to know.” 

“Yas? Spell it to me.” 

They spell it all the ways it could be spelled. It puts 
them in a wonderful humor. 

“Here’s the answer. I got it right here. ‘What in the 
hell you talking about? Don’t make any difference: I 
gotcha.' Name signed: Powerhouse.” 

“That going to reach him. Powerhouse?” Valentine 
speaks in a maternal voice. 

“Yas, yas." 

All hushing, following him up the dark street at a 
distance, like old rained-on black ghosts, the Negroes 
are afraid they will die laughing. 

Powerhouse throws back his vast head into the steam¬ 
ing rain, and a look of hopeful desire seems to blow 
somewhere like a vapor from his own dilated nostrils 
over his face and bring a mist to his eyes. 

“Reach him and come out the other side.” 

“That’s it, Powerhouse, that's it. You got him now.” 

Powerhouse lets out a long sigh. 

“But ain’t you going back there to call up Gypsy long 
distance, the way you did last night in that other place? 
I seen a telephone.... Just to see if she there at home?” 

There is a measure of silence. That is one crazy 
drummer that’s going to get his neck broken some day. 

“No,” growls Powerhouse. “Nol How many thousand 
times tonight I got to say No?” 
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He holds up his arm in the rain. 

“You sure-enough unroll your voice some night, it 
about reach up yonder to her," says Little Brother, dis¬ 
mayed. 

They go on up the street, shaking the rain off and 
on them like bir^. 

Back in the dance hall, they play “San" (99). The 
jitterbugs start up like windmills stationed over the 
floor and in their orbits—one circle, another, a long 
stretch and a zigzag—dance the elderly couples with old 
smoothness, undisturbed and stately. 

When Powerhouse first came back from intermission, 
no doubt full of beer, they said, he got the band tuned 
up again in his own way. He didn't strike the piano 
keys for pitch—he simply opened his mouth and gave 
falsetto howls—in A, D and so on—they tuned by him. 
Then he took hold of the piano, as if he saw it for the 
first time in his life, and tested it for strength, hit it 
down in the bass, played an octave with his elbow, lifted 
the top, looked inside, and leaned against it with all 
his might. He sat down and played it for a few minutes 
with outrageous force and got it under his power—a 
bass deep and coarse as a sea net—then produced some¬ 
thing glimmering and fragile, and smiled. And who 
could ever remember any of the things he says? They 
are just inspired remarks that roll out of his mouth 
like smoke. 

They've requested "Somebody Loves Me,” and he’s 
already done twelve or fourteen choruses, piling them 
up nobody knows how, and it will be a wonder if he 
ever gets through. Now and then he calls and shouts, 
“ ‘Somebody loves mel Somebody loves me, I wonder 
whol’" His mouth gets to be nothing but a volcano. "I 
wonder whol" 

“Maybe ..." He uses all his right hand on a trilL 
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“Maybe . . He pulls back his spread fingers, and 
looks out upon the place where he is. A vast, imper¬ 
sonal and yet furious grimace transfigures his wet face. 
. . Maybe it’s youl” 



IN GREENWICH THERE ARE 
MANY GRAVELLED WALKS 

Hortense Calisher 
1911 - 


On an afternoon in early August, Peter Birge, just re¬ 
turned from driving his mother to the Greenwich sani¬ 
tarium she had to frequent at intervals, sat down heav¬ 
ily on a furbelowed sofa in the small apartment he and 
she had shared ever since his return from the Army a 
year ago. He was thinking that his usually competent 
solitude had become more than he could bear. He was 
a tall, well-built young man of about twenty-three, with 
a pleasant face whose even, standardized look was the 
effect of proper food, a good dentist, the best schools, 
and a brush haircut. The heat, which bored steadily 
into the room through a Venetian blind lowered over 
a half-open window, made his white T shirt cling to 
his chest and arms, which were still brown from a 
week’s sailing in July at a cousin's place on the Sound. 
The family of cousins, one cut according to the pat¬ 
tern of a two-car-and-country-club suburbia, had al¬ 
ways looked with distaste on his precocious childhood 
with his mother in the Village and, the few times he 
had been farmed out to them during those early years, 
had received his healthy normality with ill-concealed 
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surprise, as if they had clearly expected to have to fat¬ 
ten up what they undoubtedly referred to in private as 
“poor Anne's boy." He had only gone there at all, this 
time, when it became certain that the money saved up 
for a summer abroad, where his Army stint had not 
sent him, would have to be spent on one of his mother's 
trips to Greenwich, leaving barely enough, as it was, 
for his next, and final, year at the School of Journalism. 
Half out of disheartenment over his collapsed summer, 
half to provide himself with a credible “out” for the 
too jovially pressing cousins at Rye, he had registered 
for some courses at the Columbia summer session. Now 
these were almost over, too, leaving a gap before the 
fall semester began. He had cut this morning’s classes 
in order to drive his mother up to the place in Con¬ 
necticut. 

He stepped to the window and looked through the 
blind at the convertible parked below, on West Tenth 
Street. He ought to call the garage for the pickup man, 
or else, until he thought of someplace to go, he ou^ht 
to hop down and put up the top. Otherwise, baking 
there in the hot sun, the car would be like a griddle 
when he went to use it, and the leather seats were crack¬ 
ing badly anyway. 

It had been cool when he and his mother started, just 
after dawn that morning, and the air of the well-ordered 
countryside had had that almost speaking freshness of 
early day. With her head bound in a silk scarf and her 
chubby little chin tucked into the cardigan which he 
had buttoned on her without forcing her arms into the 
sleeves, his motx.er, peering up at him with the near¬ 
gaiety born of relief, had had the exhausted charm of a 
child who has just been promised the thing for which it 
has nagged. Anyone looking at the shingled hair, the 
feet in small brogues—anyone not close enough to see 
how drawn ai.d beakish her nose looked in the middle 
of her little round face, which never reddened much 
with drink but at the worst times took on a sagging. 
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quilted whiteness—might have thought the two of them 
were a couple, any couple, just off for a day in the coun¬ 
try. No one would have thought that only a few hours 
before, some time after two, he had been awakened, 
pounded straight up on his feet, by the sharp, familiar 
cry and then the agonized susumis of prattling that 
went on and on and on, that was different from her 
everyday, artlessly confidential prattle only in that now 
she could not stop, she could not stop, she could not 
stop, and above the small, working mouth with its elid¬ 
ing, spinning voice, the glazed button eyes opened 
wider and wider, as if she were trying to breathe 
through them. Later, after the triple bromide, the 
warm bath, and the crooning, practiced soothing he ad¬ 
ministered so well, she had hiccuped into crying, then 
into stillness at last, and had fallen asleep on his breast. 
Later still, she had awakened him, for he must have 
fallen asleep there in the big chair with her, and with 
the weak, humiliated goodness which always followed 
these times she had even tried to help him with the 
preparations for the journey—preparations which, with¬ 
out a word between them, they had set about at once. 
There’d been no doubt, of course, that she would have 
to go. There never was. 

He left the window and sat down again in the big 
chair, and smoked one cigarette after another. Actually, 
for a drunkard—or an alcoholic, as people preferred to 
say these days—his mother was the least troublesome of 
any. He had thought of it while he packed the pairs of 
daintily kept shoes, the sweet-smelling blouses and frou¬ 
frou underwear, the tiny, perfect dresses—of what com¬ 
fort it was that she had never grown raddled or blowsy. 
Years ago, she had perfected the routine within which 
she could feel safe for months at a time. It had gone on 
for longer than he could remember: from bemre the 
death of his father, a Swedish engineer, on the income 
of whose p>atents they had always been able to live 
fairly comfortably; probably even during her life with 
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that other long-dead man, the painter whose model and 
mistress she had been in the years before she married his 
father. There would be the long, drugged sleep of the 
morning, then the unsteady hours when she manicured 
herself back into cleanliness and reality. Then, at about 
four or five in the afternoon, she and the dog (for there 
was always a dog) would make their short pilgrimage to 
the clubby, coty little hangout where she would be a 
fixture until far into the morning, where she had been 
a fixture for the last twenty years. 

Once, while he was at boarding school, she had made 
a supreme effort to get herself out of the routine—for 
his sake, no doubt—and he had returned at Easter to a 
new apartment, uptown, on Central Park West. All that 
this had resulted in was inordinate taxi fares and the 
repetitious nightmare evenings when she had gotten lost 
and he had found her, a small, untidy heap, in front of 
their old place. After a few months, they had moved 
back to the Village, to those few important blocks 
where she felt safe and known and loved. For they all 
knew her there, or got to know her—the aging painters, 
the newcomer poets, the omniscient news hacks, the 
military spinsters who bred dogs, the anomalous, san¬ 
dalled young men. And they accepted her, this dainty 
hanger-on who neither painted nor wrote but hung 
their paintings on her walls, faithfully read their parti¬ 
colored magazines, and knew them all—their shibbo¬ 
leths, their feuds, the whole vocabulary of their disinte¬ 
gration, and in a mild, occasional manner, their beds. 

Even this, he could not remember not knowing. At 
ten, he had been an expert compounder of remedies for 
hang-over, and of an evening, standing sleepily in his 
pajamas to be admired by the friends his mother some¬ 
times brought home, he could have predicted accurately 
whether the party would end in a brawl or in a murmur¬ 
ous coupling in the dark. 

It was curious, he supposed now, stubbing out a final 
cigarette, that he had never judged resentfully either 
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his mother or her world. By the accepted standards, his 
mother had done her best; he had been well housed, 
well schooled, even better loved than some of the fami- 
lied boys he had known. Wisely, too, she had kept out 
of his other life, so that he had never had to be embar¬ 
rassed there except once, and this when he was grown, 
when she had visited his Army camp. Watching her at 
a post party for visitors, poised there, so chic, so distinc¬ 
tive, he had suddenly seen it begin: the fear, the scare, 
then the compulsive talking, which always started so 
innocently that only he would have noticed at first— 
that wann, excited, buttery tiow of harmless little lies 
and pretensions which gathered its dreadful speed and 
content and ended then, after he had whipped her away, 
just as it had ended this morning. 

On the way up this morning, he had been too clever 
to subject her to a restaurant, but at a drive-in place he 
was able to get her to take some coffee. How grateful 
tliey had both been for the coffee, she looking up at him, 
tremulous, her lips pecking at the cup, he blessing the 
coffee as it went down herl And afterward, as they flew 
onward, he could feel her straining like a homing pi¬ 
geon toward their destination, toward the place where 
she felt safest of all, where she would gladly have stayed 
forever if she had just had enough money for it, if they 
would only let her stay. For there the pretty little 
woman and her dog—a poodle, this time—would be re¬ 
ceived like the honored guest that she was, so trusted 
and docile a guest, who asked only to hide there during 
the season of her discomfort, who was surely the least 
troublesome of them all. 

He had no complaints, then, he assured himself as he 
sat on the burning front seat of the convertible trying 
to think of somewhere to go. It was just that while 
Others of his age still shared a communal wonder at 
what life might hold, he had long since been solitary in 
his knowledge of what life was. 

Up in a sky as honestly blue as a flag, an airplane 
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droned smardy toward Jersey. Out at Rye, the younger 
crowd at the club would be commandeering the hot 
blue day, the sand, and the water, as if these were ail 
extensions of themselves. They would use the evening 
this way, too, disappearing from the veranda after a 
dance, exploring each other’s rhythm-and-whiskey- 
whetted appetites in the barks of cars. They all thought 
themselves a pretty sophisticated bunch, the young men 
who had graduated not into a war but into its hung-over 
peace, the young girls attending junior colleges so mod¬ 
ern that the deans had to spend all their time declaring 
that their girls were being trained for the family and 
the community. But when Peter looked close and saw 
how academic their sophistication was, how their un¬ 
damaged eyes were still starry with expectancy, their 
lips still avidly open for what life would surely bring, 
then he became envious and awkward with them, like 
a guest at a party to whose members he carried bad 
news he had no right to know, no right to tell. 

He turned on the ignition and let the humming 
motor prod him into a decision. He would drop in at 
Robert Vielum’s, where he had dropped in quite often 
until recently, for the same reason that others stopped 
by at Vielum’s—because there was always likely to be 
somebody there. The door of Robert’s old-fashioned 
apartment, on Claremont Avenue, almost always 
opened on a heartening jangle of conversation and 
music, which meant that others had gathered there, too, 
to help themselves over the pauses so endemic to univer¬ 
sity life—the life of the mind—and there were usually 
several membeis of Robert’s large acquaintance among 
the sub-literary, quasi-artistic, who had strayed in, os¬ 
tensibly en route somewhere, and who lingered on 
hopefully on the chance that in each other’s company 
they might find out what that somewhere was. 

Robert was a perennial taker of courses—one of those 
non-matriculated students of indefinable age and in¬ 
come. some of whom pursued, with monkish zeal and 
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no apparent regard for time, this or that freakishly 
peripheral research project of their own conception, 
and others of whom, like Robert, seemed to derive a 
Ponce de Ldon sustenance from the young. Robert him¬ 
self, a large man of between forty and fifty, whose small 
features were somewhat cramped together in a wide 
face, never seemed bothered by his own lack of direc¬ 
tion, implying rather that this was really the catholic 
approach of the “whole man,” alongside of which the 
serious pursuit of a degree was somehow foolish, possi¬ 
bly vulgar. Rumor connected him with a rich Boston 
family that had remittanced him at least as far as New 
York, but he never spoke about himself, although he 
was extraordinarily alert to gossip. What ever income 
he had he supplemented by renting his extra room to a 
series of young men students. The one opulence among 
his dun-colored, perhaps consciously Spartan effects was 
a really fine record-player, which he kept going at all 
hours with selections from his massive collection. Occa¬ 
sionally he annotated the music, or the advance-copy 
novel that lay on his table, with foreign-language tags 
drawn from the wide, if obscure, latitudes of his travels, 
and it was his magic talent for assuming that his young 
friends, too, had known, had experienced, that, more 
than anything, kept them enthralled. 

“Fabelhaft! Isn’t it?” he would say of the Mozart. 
“Remember how they did it that last time at Salzburgl” 
and they would all sit there, included, belonging, head- 
ily remembering the Salzburg to which they had never 
been. Or he would pick up the novel and lay it down 
again. plume de man ancle. I’m afraid. La phnne 
de man ancle Gide. Eheu, poor Gide!”—and they would 
each make note of the fact that one need not read that 
particular book, that even, possibly, it was no longer 
necessary to read Gide. 

Peter parked the car and walked into the entrance of 
Robert’s apartment house, smiling to himself, lightened 
by the prospect of company. After all, he had been 
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weaned on the salon talk of such circles; these self* 
fancying little bohemias at least made him feel at home. 
And Robert was cleverer than most—it was amusing to 
watch him. For just as soon as his satellites thought 
themselves secure on the promontory of some “trend” 
he had pointed out to them, they would find that he had 
deserted them, had gone on to another trend, another 
eminence, from which he beckoned, cocksure and just 
faintly m^icious. He harmed no one permanently. And 
if he concealed some skeleton of a weakness, some clos* 
eted Difference with the Authorities, he kept it decently 
interred. 

As Peter stood in the dark, soiled hallway and rang 
the bell of Robert’s apartment, he found himself as 
suddenly depressed again, unaccountably reminded of 
his mother. There were so many of them, and they 
affected you so, these charmers wno, if they could not 
offer you the large strength, could still atone for the 
lack with so many small decencies. It was admirable, 
surely, the way they managed this. And surely, after all, 
they harmed no one. 

Robert opened the door. “Why, hello, Peterl” He 
seemed surprised, almost relieved. “Greetingsl" he 
added, in a voice whose boom was more in the manner 
than the substance. “Come in, Pietro, come ini” He 
wore white linen shorts, a zebra-striped beach shirt, 
and huaraches, in which he moved easily, leading the 
way down the dark hall of the apartment, past the two 
bedrooms, into the living room. All of the apartment 
was on a cour^, but on the top floor, so it received a 
medium, dingy light from above. The living room, long 
and pleasant, with an old white mantel, a gas log, and 
many books, always came as a surprise after the rest of 
the place, and at any time of day Robert kept a few 
lamps lit, which rouged the room with an evening ex* 
dtement 

As they entered, Robert reached over in passing and 
turned on the record-player. Music filled the room. 
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muted but insistent, as if he wanted it to patch up some 
lull he had left behind. Two young men sat in front 
of the dead gas log. Between them was a table littered 
with maps, an open atlas, travel folders, glass beer 
steins. Vince, the current roomer, had his head on his 
clenched fists. The other man, a stranger, indolently 
raised a dark, handsome head as they entered. 

“Vincel" Robert spoke sharply. “You know Peter 
Birge. And this is Mario Osti. Peter Birge.” 

The dark young man nodded and smiled, lounging 
in his chair. Vince nodded. His red-rimmed eyes looked 
beyond Peter into some distance he seemed to prefer. 

"God, isn’t it but hot!" Robert said. "I’ll get you a 
beer.’’ He bent over Mario with an inquiring look, a 
caressing hand on the empty glass in front of him. 

Mario stretched back on the chair, smiled upward at 
Robert, and shook his head sleepily. "Only makes me 
hotter.’’ He yawned, spread his arms languorously, and 
let them fall. He had the animal self-possession of the 
very handsome; it was almost a shock to hear him speak. 

Robert bustled off to the kitchen. 

“Robertl" Vince called, in his light, pouting voice. 
“Get me a drink. Not a beer. A drink.” He scratched at 
the blond stubble on his cheek with a nervous, pointed 
nail. On his round head and retrouss^ face, the stubble 
produced the illusion of a desiccated baby, until, look¬ 
ing closer, one imagined that he might never have been 
one, but might have been spawned at the age he was, to 
mummify perhaps but not to grow. He wore white 
shorts exactly like Robert’s, and his blue-and-white 
striped shirt was a smaller version of Robert’s brown- 
and-white, so that the two of them made an ensemble, 
like the twin outfits the children wore on the beach at 
Rye. 

"You know I don’t keep whiskey here.” Robert held 
three steins deftly balanced, his heavy hips neatly avoid¬ 
ing the small tables which scattered the room. "You've 
had enough, wherever you got it.” It was true, Peter 
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remembered, that Robert was fonder of drinks with a 


flutter of ceremony about them—cafS bruU perhaps, or, 
in the spring, a Maibowle, over which he could chant 
the triumphant details of his pursuit of the necessary 
woodruff. But actually one tippled here on the exhil¬ 
arating effect of wearing one’s newest facade, in the fit 
company of others similarly attired. 

Peter picked up his stein. “You and Vince all set for 
Morocco, I gather.” 

“Morocco?” Robert took a long pull at his beer. “No. 
No, that’s been changed. I forgot you hadn’t been 
around. Mario’s been brushing up my Italian. He and 
I are off for Rome the day after tomorrow.” 

The last record on the changer ended in an archaic 
battery of horns. In the silence while Robert slid on a 


new batch of records, Peter heard Vince's nail scrape, 
scrape along his cheek. Still leaning back, Mario shaped 
smoke with his lips. Large and facilely drawn, tney 
looked, more than anything, accessible—to a stream of 
smoke, of food, to another mouth, to any plum that 
might drop. 

“You going to study over there?” Peter said to him. 

“Paint.” Mario shaped and let drift another corolla 
of smoke. 


“No,” Robert said, clicking on the record arm. “I’m 
afraid Africa’s d^mod^.” A harpsichord began to play, 
its dwarf notes hollow and perfect. Robert raised his 
voice a shade above the music. “Full of fashion pho¬ 
tographers. And little come-lately writers.” He sucked 
in his cheeks and made a face. “Trying out their pas¬ 
sions under the beeg, bad sun.” 

"Eheu, poor Africa?” said Peter. 

Robert laughed. Vince stared at him out of wizened 
eyes. Not drink, so much, after all, Peter decided, look¬ 
ing professionally at the mottled cherub face before he 
realized that he was comparing it with another face, 
but lately left. He looked away. 
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“Weren’t you going over, Peter?” Robert leaned 
against the machine. 

“Not this year.” Carefully Peter kept out of his vo’ce 
the knell the words made in his mind. In Greenwich, 
there were many gravelled walks, unshrubbed except 
lor the nurses who dotted them, silent and attitudinized 
as trees. "Isn’t that Landowska playing?” 

"Hmm. Nice and cooling on a hot day. Or a fevered 
brow.” Robert fiddled with the volume control. The 
music became louder, then lowered. "Vince wrote a 
poem about that once. About the Mozart, really, wasn’t 
it, Vince? ‘A lovely clock between ourselves and time.’ ” 
Me enunciated daintily, pushing the words away from 
him with his tongue, 

“Turn it offl” Vince stood up, his small fists clenched, 
hanging at his sides. 

"No, let her finish.” Robert turned deliberately and 
c losed the lid of the machine, so that the faint hiss ol 
the needle vanished from the frail, metronomic notes. 
He smiled. "What a time-obsessed crowd writers are. 
Now Mario doesn't have to bother with that dimen¬ 
sion.” 

"Not unless I paint portraits,” Mario said. His parted 
lips exposed his teeth, like some white, unexpected flint 
of intelligence. 

‘‘Dolce far niente" Robert said softly. He repeated 
the phrase dreamily, so that half-known Italian words 
—“loggia” the "Ponte Vecchio,” the "Lungarno”—im¬ 
printed themselves one by one on Peter’s mind, and he 
saw the two of them, Mario and Roberto now, already 
in the frayed gold light of Florence, in the umber dusk 
of half-imagined towns. 

A word, muffled, came out of Vince’s throat. He 
lunged for the record-player. Robert seized his wrist and 
held it down on the lid. They were locked that way, star¬ 
ing at each other, when the doorbell rang. 

"That must be Susan,” Robert said. He released 
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yince and looked down, watching the blood return to 
his fingers, flexing his palm. 

With a second choked sound, Vince flung out his fist 
in an awkward attempt at a punch. It grazed Robert's 
cheek, clawing downward. A thin line of red appeared 
on Robert’s cheek. Fist to mouth, Vince stood a mo¬ 
ment; then he rushed from the room. They heard the 
nearer bedroom door slam and tne lock click. The bell 
rang again, a short, hesitant burr. 

Robert clapped his hand to his cheek, shrugged, and 
left the room. 

Mario got up out of his chair for the first time. 
"Aren’t you going to ask who Susan is?” 

“Should I?” Peter leaned away from the face bent 
confidentially near, curly with glee. 

“His daughter," Mario whispered. “He said he was 
expecting his daughter. Can you imagine? Robertr 

Peter moved farther away from the mobile, pressing 
face and, standing at the window, studied the gritty 
details of the courtyard. A vertical line of lighted win¬ 
dows, each with a glimpse of stair, marked the hallways 
on each of the five floors. Most of the other windows 
were dim and closed, or opened just a few inches above 
their white ledges, and the yard was quiet. People would 
be away or out in the sun, or in their brighter front 
rooms dressing for dinner, all of them avoiding this 
dark shaft that connected the backs of their lives. Or, 
here and there, was there someone sitting in the fading 
light, someone lying on a bed with his face pressed to 
a pillow?,The window a few feet to the right, around 
the corner of the court, must be the window of the 
room into which Vince had gone. There was no light 
in it. 

Robert returned, a Kleenex held against his cheek. 
With him wa« a pretty, ruffle-headed girl in a navy-blue 
dress with a red arrow at each shoulder. He switched 
on another lamp. For the next arrival, Peter thought, 
surely he will tug back a velvet curtain or break out 
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with a heraldic flourish of drums, recorded by Red Seal. 
Or perhaps the musty wardrobe was opening at last and 
this was the skeleton—this girl who had just shaken 
hands with Mario, and now extended her hand toward 
Peter, tentatively, timidly, as if she did not habitually 
shake hands but today would observe every custom she 
could. 

“How do you do?" 

“How do you do?" Peter said. The hand he held for a 
moment was small and childish, the nails unpainted, 
but the rest of her was very correct for the eye of the 
beholder, like the young models one sees in magazines, 
sitting or standing against a column, always in three- 
quarter view, so that the picture, the ensemble, will not 
be marred by the human glance. Mario took from her a 
red dressing case that she held in her free hand, bent to 
pick up a pair of white gloves that she had dropped, 
and returned them with an avid interest which over¬ 
balanced, like a waiter’s gallantry. She sat down, brush¬ 
ing at the gloves. 

“The train was awfully dusty—and crowded." She 
smiled tightly at Robert, looked hastily and obliquely 
at each of the other two, and bent over the gloves, 
brushing earnestly, stopping as if someone had said 
something, and, when no one did, brushing again. 

“Well, well, well,” Robert said. His manners, always 
good, were never so to the point of cliches, which would 
be for him what nervous ga^es were for other people. 
He coughed, rubbed his cheek with the back of his 
hand, looked at the hand, and stuffed the Kleenex into 
the pocket of his shorts. “How was camp?" 

Mario’s eyebrows went up. The girl was twenty, 
surely, Peter thought. 

"All right," she said. She gave Robert the stiff smile 
again and looked down into her lap. *T like helping 
children. They can use it.” Her hands folded on top of 
the gloves, then inched under and hid beneath them. 

"Susan’s been counselling at a camp which broke up 
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early because of a polio scare,” Robert said as he sat 
down. “She’s going to use Vince’s room while I’m away, 
until college opens.” 

"Oh—” She looked up at Peter. “Then you aren’t 
Vince?” 

"No. I just dropped in. I’m Peter Birge.” 

She gave him a neat nod of acknowledgment. “I’m 
glad, because I certainly wouldn’t want to inconven¬ 
ience—” 

“Did you get hold of your mother in Reno?” Robert 
asked quickly. 

“Not yet. But she couldn’t break up her residence 
term anyway. And Arthur must have closed up the 
house here. The phone was disconnected.” 

“Arthur’s Susan’s stepfather,” Robert explained with 
a little laugh. “Number three, I think. Or is it four. 
Sue?” 

Without moving, she seemed to retreat, so that again 
there was nothing left for the observer except the girl 
against the column, any one of a dozen with the short, 
anonymous nose, the capped hair, the foot arched in 
the trim shoe, and half an iris glossed with an expertly 
aimed photoflood. “Three,” she said. Then one of the 
hidden hands stole out from under the gloves, and she 
began to munch evenly on a fingernail. 

“Heavens, you haven't still got that habit!” Robert 
said. 

“What a heavy papa you make, Roberto,” Mario 
said. 

She flushed, a’^d put the hand back in her lap, tuck¬ 
ing the fingers under. She looked from Peter to Mario 
and back again. “I'hen you’re not Vince,” she said. “I 
didn’t think you were.” 

The darkness increased around the lamps. Behind 
Peter, the court had become brisk with lights, windows 
sliding up, and the taps running. 

“Guess Vince fell asleep. I’d better get him up and 
send him on his way.” Robert shruggetC and rose. 
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"Oh, don’tl I wouldn't want to be an inconvenience,” 
the girl said, with a polite terror which suggested she 
might often have been one. 

"On the contrary." Robert spread his palms, with a 
smile, and walked down the hall. They heard him 
knocking on a door, then his indistinct voice. 

In the triangular silence, Mario stepped past Peter 
and slid the window up softly. He leaned out to listen, 
peering sidewise at the window to the right. As he was 
pulling himself back in, he looked down. His hands 
stiffened on the ledge. Very slowly he pulled himself 
all the way in and stood up. Behind him a tin ventilator 
clattered inward and fell to the floor. In the shadowy 
lamplight his too classic face was like marble which 
moved numbly. He swayed a little, as if with vertigo. 

"I'd better get out of herel” 

They heard his heavy breath as he dashed from the 
room. The slam of the outer door blended with Rob¬ 
ert’s battering, louder now, on the door down the hall. 

"What's down there?" She was beside Peter, other¬ 
wise he could not have heard her. They took hands, like 
strangers met on a narrow footbridge or on one of those 
steep places where people cling together more for an¬ 
chorage against their own impulse than for balance. 
Carefully they leaned out over the sill. Yes—it was down 
there, the shirt, zebra-striped, just decipherable on the 
merged shadow of the courtyard below. 

Carefully, as if they were made of eggshell, as if by 
some guarded movement they could still rescue them¬ 
selves from disaster, they drew back and straightened 
up. Robert, his face askew with the impossible question, 
was behind them. 

After this, there was the hubbub—the ambulance 
from St. Luke’s, the prowl car, the two detectives from 
the precinct station nouse, and finally the “super," a 
vague man with the grub pallor and shamble of those 
who live in basements. He pawed over the keys on the 
thong around his wrist and, after several tries, opened 
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the bedroom door. It was a guiet, unviolent room with 
a tossed bed and an open window, with a stagy signifi¬ 
cance acquired only momentarily in the minds of those 
who gathered in a ^oujp at its door. 

Much later, after midnight, Peter and Susan sat in 
the bald glare of an all-night restaurant. With hyster¬ 
ical eagerness, Robert had gone on to the station house 
with the two detectives to regi:^er the salient facts, to 
help ferret out the relatives in Ohio, to arrange, in fact, 
anything that might still be arrangeable about Vince. 
Almost without noticing, he had acquiesced in Peter’s 
proposal to look after Susan, Susan herself, after silently 
watching the gratuitous burbling of her father, as if it 
were a phenomenon she could neither believe nor leave, 
had followed Peter without comment. At his sugges¬ 
tion, they had stopped off at the restaurant on their way 
to her stepfather’s house, for which she had a key. 

“Thanks. I was starved.” She leaned back and pushed 
at the short bang of hair on her forehead. 

“Hadn’t you eaten at all?” 

“Just those pasty sandwiches they sell on the train. 
There wasn’t any diner.” 

“Smoke?” 

“I do, but I’m just too tired. I can get into a hotel all 
right, don’t you think? If I can’t get in at Arthur’s?” 

“I know the manager of a small one near us,” Peter 
said. “But if you don’t mind coming to my place, you 
can use my mother’s room for tonight. Or for as long as 
you need, probably.” 

“What about your mother?” 

“She’s away, she’ll be away for quite a while.” 

“Not in Reno, by any chance?” There was a rough¬ 
ness, almost a coarseness, in her tone, like that in the 
overdone camaraderie of the shy. 

“No. My father died when I was eight. Why?” 

“Oh, something in the way you spoke. And then 
you’re so competent. Does she work?” 

“No. My father left something. Does yours?” 
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She stood im and picked up her bedraggled gloves. 
*‘No/' she said, and her voice was suddenly distant and 
delicate again. “She marries.” She turned and walked 
out ahead of him. 

He paid, rushed out of the restaurant, and caught up 
with her. 

‘‘Thought maybe you’d run out on me,” he said. 

She got in the car without answering. 

They drove through the Park, toward the address in 
the East Seventies that she had given him. A weak smell 
of grass underlay the gas-blended air, but the Park 
seemed limp and worn, as if the strain of the day's 
effluvia had oeen too much for it. At the Seventy-second 
Street stop signal, the blank light of a street lamp in¬ 
vaded the car. 

“Thought you might be feeling Mrs. Grundyish at 
my suggesting the apartment,” Peter said. 

“Mrs. Grundy wasn't around much when I grew 
up.” The signal changed and they moved ahead. 

They stopped in a street which had almost no lights 
along Its smartly converted house fronts. This was one 
of the streets, still sequestered by money, whose houses 
came alive only under the accelerated, febrile glitter of 
winter and would dream through the gross summer 
days, their interiors deadened with muslin or stirred 
faintly with the subterranean clinkings of caretakers. 
No. 4 was dark. 

“I would rather stay over at your place, if I have to,” 
the girl said. Her voice was ofmand and prim. "I hate 
hotms. We always stopped at them in between.” 

“Let’s get out and see.” 

They stepped down into the areaway in front of the 
entrance, the car door banging hollowly behind them. 
She fumbled in her purse and took out a key, although 
it was already obvious that it would not be usable. In 
his childhood, he had often hung around in the area- 
ways of old brownstones such as this had been. In the 
comers there had always been a soft, decaying smell. 
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and the ironwork, bent and smeared, always hung loose 
and broken-toothed. The areaway of this house had 
been repaved with slippery flag; even in the humid 
night there was no smell. Black-tongued grillwork, with 
an oily shine and padlocked, secured the windows and 
the smooth door. Fastened on the grillwork in front of 
the door was the neat, square proclamation of a protec¬ 
tion agency. 

“You don’t have a key for the padlocks, do you?” 

“No.” She stood on the curb, looking up at the house. 
“It was a nice room I had there. Nicest one I ever did 
have, really.” She crossed to the car and got in. 

He followed her over to the car and got in beside her. 
She had her head in her hands. 

“I don’t. I don’t care about any of it, really.” She sat 
up, her face averted. “My parents, or any of the people 
they tangle with.” She wound the lever on the door 
slowly, then reversed it. “Robert, or my mother, or 
Arthur,” she said, “although he was always pleasant 
enough. Even Vince—even if I’d known him.” 

“He was just a screwed-up kid. It could have been 
anybody’s window.” 

“No.” Suddenly she turned and faced him. “I should 
think it would be the best privilege there is, though. To 
care, I mean.” 

When he did not immediately reply, she gave him a 
little pat on the arm and sat back. “Excuse it, please. 
I guess I’m J^roggy.” She turned around and put her 
head on the crook of her arm. Her words came faintly 
through it. “Waite me when we get there.” 

She was asleep by the time they reached his street. 
He parked the car as quietly as possible beneath his 
own windows. He himself had never felt more awake in 
his life. He could have sat there until morning with her 
sleep-secured beside him. He sat thinking of how differ¬ 
ent it would be at Rye, or anywhere, with her along, 
with someone along who was the same age. For they 
were the same age, whatever that was, whatever the age 
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was of people like them. There was nothing he would 
be unable to tell her. 

To the north, above the rooftops, the electric mauve 
of midtown blanked out any auguries in the sky, but he 
wasn't looking for anything like tfiat. Tomorrow he 
would take her for a drive—whatever the weather. 
There were a lot of good roads around Greenwich, 
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